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ACT     I.       SCENE  I. 

Northampton, 

A  room  of ft  ate  in  the  palace. 

Enter  King  John,  Queen  Elinor,  Pembroke ,  Ejlex,  and 
SaliJOury,  with  Chatillon. 

K.  John.  VTOW,   fay,   Chatillon,   what  would 
X  %  France  with  us  ? 

C^f.Thus5aftergreeting,fpeaks  the  king  of  France, 
In  my  behaviour,  to  the  rnajeily, 
The  borrow'd  majefcy  of  England  here. 

Eli.  A  ftrange  beginning;- — borrow'd  majefty  ! 

K.  John,  Silence,  good  mother;  hear  the  embaiTy. 

Chat.  Philip  of  France,  in  right  and  true  behalf 
Of  thy  deceafed  brother  Geffrey's  fon, 
Arthur  Plantagenet,  lays  molt  lawful  claim 
To  this  fair  ifland,  and  the  territories  ; 
To  Ireland,  Poictiers,  Anjou,  Touraine,  Maine: 
Defiring  thee  to  lay  aiide  the  fword, 
Which  fways  ufurpingly  thefe  feveral  titles ; 
And  put  the  fame  into  young  Arthur's  hand, 
Thy  nephew,  and  right  royal  fovereign. 

K.  John.  What  follows,  if  we  di (allow  of  this  ? 

Chat.  The  proud  controul  of  fierce  and  bloody  war, 
To  inforce  thefe  rights  fo  forcibly  withheld. 
,    K.  John.  Here  have  we  war  for  war,  and  blood  for 
blood, 

Controulment  for  controulment ;  fo  anfwer  France. 

Chat.  Then  take  my  king's  defiance  from  my  mouth, 
The  fartheft  limit  of  my  embafly, 
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K.  John.  (  Bear  mine  to him,  and  fo  depart  in  peace  ; 
Be  thou     lightning  in  the  eyes  of  France  : 
For  ere  thou  canft  report  I  will  be  there, 
The  thunder  of  my  cannon  mail  be  heard 
So,  hence  h  Be  thou  the  trumpet  of  our  wrath, 
And  fulien  prefage  of  your  own  decay.— 
An  honourable  conducl  let  him  have  ; — 
Pembroke,  look  to't: — Farewell,  Chaiillon. 

[Exeunt  Qhat.  and  Pern. 

Eli.  What  now~,  my  fon  ?  have  I  not  ever  faid 
How  that  ambitious  Conitance  would  not  ceafe, 
Till  fhe  had  kindled  France,  and  all  the  world, 
Upon  the  right  and  party  of  her  fon  ? 
This  might  have  been  prevented,  and  made  whole, 
With  very  eafy  arguments  of  love  ; 
Which  now  the  manage  of  two  kingdoms  muft 
With  fearful  bloody  ilfue  arbitrate. 

K.  John.  Our  ftrong  pofTeflion,  and  our  right  for  us. 
Eli.  Your  ilrongpofTelFion,muchmore  than  your  right; 
Or  elfe  it  muft  go  wrong  with  you,  and  me  : 
So  m'uch  my  confcience  whifpers  in  your  ear  : 
Which  none  but  heaven,  and  you,  and  I,  mail  hear. 
Enter  the  Sheriff  cf  Northampton/hire ,  <tvho<wbifpers  EJJex. . 

Effex.  My  liege,  here  is  the  itrangeft  controverfy, 
Come  from  the  country  to  be  judg'd  by  you, 
That  e'er  I  heard  :  Shall  I  produce  the  men  ?  - 

K.  John.  Let  them  approach. —       [Exit  Sheriff. 
Our  abbies,  and  our  priories,  mall  pay 
Re-enter  Sheriff  with  Robert  Faulconhridge,  and  Philip  y 
his  brother. 

This  expedition's  charge. — What  men  are  you  ? 

Phil.  Your  faithful  fubject  I,  a  gentleman, 
Born  in  Northamptonshire  ;  and  eldeft  fon, 
As  I  fuppofe,  to  Robert  Faulconbridge; 
A  foldier,  by  the  honour-giving  hand 
Of  Cceur-de-lion  knighted  in  the  field. 

K.  John.  What  art  thou  ? 

Rob.  The  fon  and  heir  to  that  fame  Faulconbridge. 
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K.  John.  Is  that  the  elder,  and  art  thou  the  heir? 
You  came  not  of  one  mother  then,  it  Teems. 

Phil.  Moll  certain  of  one  mother,  mighty  king, 
That  is  well  known;  and,  as  I  think,  one  father; 
But,  for  the  certain  knowledge  of  that  truth, 
I  put  you  o'er  to  heaven,  and  to  my  mother  ; 
Of  that  I  doubt,  as  all  men's  children  may. 

Eli.  Out  on  thee,r  ude  man !  thou  doll:  lhame  thy  mother, 
And  wound  her  honour  with  this  diffidence. 

Phil.  I,  madam?  no,  I  have  no  reafon  for  it; 
That  is  my  brother's  plea,  and  none  of  mine; 
The  which  if  he  can  prove,  a'  pops  me  out 
At  leafl  from  fair  five  hundred  pound  a- year  : 
Heaven  guard  my  mother's  honour,  and  my  land! 

K.  John.   A  good  blunt  fellow  : — Why,  being 
younger  barn, 
Doth  he  lay  claim  to  thine  inheritance  ? 

Phil.  I  know  not  why,  except  to  get  the  land. 
But  once  he  ilander'dme  with  baftardy: 
But  whe'r  I  be  as  true  begot,  or  no, 
That  ftill  I  lay  upon  my  mother's  head ; 
But  that  I  am  as  well  begot,  my  liege, 
(Fair  fall  the  bones  that  took  the  pains  for  me !) 
Compare  our  faces,  and  be  judge  yourfelf. 
If  old  fir  Robert  did  beget  us  both, 
And  were  our  father,  and  this  fon  like  him  ; — 

0  old  fir  Robert,  father,    on  my  knee 

1  give  heaven  thanks,  I  was  not  like  to  thee. 
K.John.  Why,  what  a  mad-cap  hath  heaven  lent 

us  here ! 

Eli.  He  hath  a  trick  of  Cceur-de-lion's  face, 
The  accent  of  his  tongue  afFe&eth  him  : 
Do  you  not  read  fome  tokens  of  my  fon 
In  the  large  compofition  of  this  man  ? 

K.  John.  Mine  eye  hath  well  examined  his  parts, 
And  finds  them  perfecl  Richard. — -Sirrah,  (peak, 
What  doth  move  you  to  claim  your  brother's  land  ? 

Phil.  Becaufe  he  hath  a  half-face,  like  my  father  ; 
With  that  half-face  would  he  have  all  my  land  ; 
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A  half-faced  groat  five  hundred  pound  a  year  ! 

Rcb.  My  gracious  liege,  when  that  my  rather  liv'd, 
Your  brother  did  employ  my  father  much: — 

Phil.  Well,  fir,  by  this  you  cannot  get  my  land  ; 
Your  tale  mult  be,  how  he  employ 'd  my  mother. 

Rob.  And  once  difpatch'd  him  in  an  embafly 
To  Germany,  there,  with  the  emperor, 
To  treat  of  high  affairs  touching  that  time: 
The  advantage  of  his  abfence  took  the  king, 
And  in  the  mean  time  fojourn'd  at  my  father's  ; 
Where  how  he  did  prevail,  I  lhame  to  fpeak ; 
But  truth  is  truth ;  large  lengths  of  feas  and  mores 
Between  my  father  and  my  mother  lay, 
(As  I  have  heard  my  father  fpeak  himfelf) 
When  this  fame  lufty  gentleman  was  got. 
Upon  his  death-bed  he  by  will  bequeathed 
His  lands  to  me ;  and  took  it  on  his  death, 
That  this,  my  mother's  fon,  was  none  of  his; 
And,  if  he  were,  he  came  into  the  world 
Full  fourteen  weeks  before  the  courfe  of  time. 
Then,  good  my  liege,  let  me  have  what  is  mine, 
My  father's  land,  as  was  my  father's  will. 

K.  John,  Sirrah,  your  brother  is  legitimate ; 
Your  father's  wife  did  after  wedlock  bear  him : 
And,  if  me  did  play  falfe,  the  fault  was  hers  ; 
Which  fault  lies  on  the  hazard  of  all  hulbands 
That  marry  wives.    Tell  me,  how  if  my  brother, 
Who,  as  you  fay,  took  pains  to  get  this  fon, 
Had  of  your  father  claim'd  this  fon  for  his  ? 
Infooth,  good  friend,  your  father  might  have  kept 
This  calf,  bred  from  his  cow,  from  all  the  world; 
In  footh,  he  might;  then,  if  he  were  my  brother's, 
My  brother  might  not  claim  him ;  nor  your  father, 
Being  none  of  his,  refufe  him  ;  This  concludes — 
My  mother's  fon  did  get  your  father's  heir; 
Your  father's  heir  muft  have  your  father's  land. 

Rcb.  Shall  then  mv  father's  will  be  of  no  force, 
To  difpoflefs  that  child  which  is  not  his  ? 

Phil  Of  no  more  force  to  difpoffefs  me,  fir, 
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Than  was  his  will  to  get  me,  as  I  think. 

Eli.   Whither  hadft  thou  rather, — be  a  Faulcon 
bridge, 

And  like  thy  brother,  to  enjoy  thy  land; 

Or  the  reputed  fon  cf  Coeur-de-lion, 

Lord  of  thy  prefence,  and  no  land  befide  ? 

PhiL  Madam,  an  if  my  brother  had  my  mape* 
And  I  had  his,  fir  Robert's  his,  like  him; 
And  if  my  legs  were  two  fuch  riding-rods, 
My  arms  fuch  eel-lkins  ftuft ;  my  face  fo  thin, 
That  in  mine  ear  I  durft  not  flick  a  rofe, 
Left  men  mould  fay,   Look,  where  three-farthings 
goes  ! 

And,  to  his  lhape,  were  heir  to  all  this  land, 
'Would  I  might  never  ftir  from  oif  this  place, 
I'd  give  it  every  foot  to  have  this  face; 
I  would  not  be  Sir  Nob  in  any  cafe. 

Eli.  I  like  thee  well:  Wiltthouforfake  thy  fortune^ 
Bequeath  thy  land  to  him,  and  follow  me  ? 
I  am  a  foldier,  and  now  bound  to  France. 

PhiL  Brother,  take  you  my  land,  I'll  take  my 
chance : 

Your  face  hath  got  rive  hundred  pound  a-year; 
Yet  fell  your  face  for  live  pence,  and  'tis  dear- 
Madam,  Pll  follow  you  unto  the  death. 

Eli.  Nay,  I  would  have  you  go  before  me  thither. 

PhiL  Our  country  manners  give  our  betters  way. 

K.  John.  What  is  thy  name? 

PhiL  Philip,  my  liege;  fo  is  my  name  begun; 
Philip,  good  old  Sir  Robert's  wife's  elder!  fori. 

K.  John.  From  henceforth  bear  his  name  whofe 
form  thou  bear 'ft: 
Kneel  thou  down  Philip,  but  arife  more  great ; 
Arife  Sir  Richard,  and  Plantagenet. 

PhiL  Brother  by  the  mother's  fide, give  me  your  hand ; 
My  father  gave  me  honour,  yours  gave  land: 
Now  bleffed  be  the  hour,  by  night  or  day, 
When  i  was  got,  Sir  Robert  was  away. 

Eli*  The  very  fpir.it  of  Plantagenet !— 
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I  am  thy  grandame,  Richard;  call  me  fo. 

PhiL  Madam,  b)  chance,  but  not  by  truth :  What 
though  ? 

Something  about,  a  little  from  the  right, 
In  at  the  window,  orelfe  o'er  the  hatch: 

Who  dares  not  ftir  by  day,  mult  walk  by  night: 
And  have  is  have,  however  men  do  catch : 

Near  or  far  off,  well  won  is  Bill  well  mot ; 

And  I  am  I,  howe'er  I  was  begot. 

K%  John,  Go,  Faulconbridge ;  noV  haft  thou  thy 
defire, 

A  landlefs  knight  makes  thee  a  landed  'fquire. — 
Come,  madam,  and  come,  Richard;  we  muftfpeed 
For  France,  for  France;  for  it  is  more  than  need. 

PhiL  Brother,  adieu:  Good  fortune  come  to  thee, 
For  thou  waft  got  i'  the  way  of  honefty ! 

\Exeunt  all  but  Philip. 
A  foot  of  honour  better  than  I  was ; 
But  many  a  many  foot  of  land  the  worfe. 
Well,  now  can  I  make  any  Joan  a  Lady : 
Good  den,  Sir  Richard, — -God-a-mercy,  felloe  ; — 
And  if  his  name  be  George,  I'll  call  him  Peter : 
For  new-made  honour  doth  forget  men's  names ; 
'Tis  too  refpective,  and  too  fociabie, 
For  your  converfmg.    Now  your  traveller, 
He  and  his  tooth  pick  at  my  worship's  mefs: 
And  when  my  knightly  fcomach  is  fuMic'd, 
Why  then  I  fuck  my  teeth,  andcatechiie 
My  piked  man  of  countries : — - — My  dear  fin 
(Thus,  leaning  on  my  elbow,  I  begin) 
I  jhalt  befeech you — That  is  queftion  now  ; 
And  then  comes  anfwer  like  an  ABC-book: — 
O  fir,  fays  anfwer,  at  y:ur  heft  command ; 

At  your  employment  ;  at  your  jer-zice,  fir  :  

No,  fir,  fays  queftion'  I,fiweet  fir,  at  yours: 
And  fo,  e'er  anfwer  knows  what  queftion  would, 
(Saving  in  dialogue  of  compliment; 
And  talking  of  the  Alps,  and  Apennines, 
The  Pyrenean,  and  the  river  Po) 
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It  draws  toward  fupper  in  concluilon  fo. 

But  this  is  worfhipful  fociety. 

And  fits  the  mounting  fpirit,  like  myfelf: 

For  he  is  but  abaftard  to  the  time, 

rrhat  doth  not  {mack  of  obfervation ; 

(  And  fo  am  I,  whether  I  fmack,  or  no)  ; 

And  not  -."'one  in  habit  and  device, 

Exterior  form,  outward  accoutrement  ; 

Eutfrom  the  inward  motion  to  deliver 

Sweet,  fweet,  fweet  poTon  for  the  age's  tooth: 

Which  though  I  will  not  praetife  to  deceive, 

Vet,  to  avoid  deceit,  I  mean  to  learn; 

For  it  {hall  drew  the  footfteps  of  my  rifmg  — 

But  who  comes  in  fuch  haile,  in  riding  robes  ? 

What  woman-poll  is  this  ?  hath  me  no  hufband, 

That  will  take  pains  to  blow  a  horn  before  her  ? 

Enter  Lady  Faulconbridge  and  James  Gurney. 
O  me!  it  is  my  mother :— How  now,  good  lady  ? 
What  brings  you  here  to  court  fo  hailiiy  ? 

Lady.  Where  is  that  Have,  thy  brother  ?  where  is  he, 
That  holds  in  chafe  mine  honour  up  and  down? 

Phil.  My  brother  Robert?  old  Sir  Robert's  fon? 
Colbrand  the  giant,  that  fame  mighty  man? 
is  it  Sir  Robert's  fon  that  you  feek  fo? 

Lady.  Sir  Robert's  fon!  Ay,  thou  unreverend  boy, 
Sir  Robert's  fon:  Why  fcorn'll  thou  at  Sir  Robert? 
He  is  Sir  Robert's  fon,  and  fo  art  thou. 

Phil.  James  Gurney ,  wilt  thou  give  us  leave  a  while  ? 

Gar.  Good  leave,  good  Philip. 

Phil.  Philip  ? — fparrow  ? — James, 
There's  toys  abroad  ;  anon  I'll  tell  thee  more. 

\Exit  james* 
Madam,  I  \yzs  not  old  Sir  Robert's  fon ; 
Sir  Robert  might  have  eat  his  part  in  me 
Upon  Good-Friday,  and  ne'er  broke  his  fail: 
Sir  Robert  could  do  well:  Marry,  to  confefs! 
Could  he  get  me  ?  Sir  Robert  could  not  do  it ; 
W e  know  his  handy -work  :~There£ore,  good  mother. 
To  whom  am  I  beholden  for  thefe  limbs  ? 
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Sir  Robert  never  holp  to  make  this  leg. 

Lady.  Haft  thou  confpired  with  thy  brother  too, 
That  for  thine  own  gain  fhould'ft  defend  mine  honour? 
What  means  this  fcorn,  thou  moft  untoward  knave  ? 

Phil,  Knight,  knight ,  good  mother, — Bafilifcolike: 
What!  I  am  dub'd;  I  have  it  on  my  moulder. 
But,  mother,  lam  not  Sir  Robert's  fon; 
I  have  difclaim'd  Sir  Robert,  and  my  land; 
Legitimation,  name,  and  all  is  gone:  v 
Then,  good  my  mother,  let  me  know  my  father; 
■Some  proper  man,  I  hope:  Who  was  it,  mother? 

Lady.  Haft  thou  deny'd  thyfelf  a  Faulconb ridge? 

Phil.  As  faithfully  as  I  deny  the  devil. 

Lady.  King  Richard  Cceur-de-lion  was  thy  father; 
By  long  and  vehement  fait  I  was  feduc'd 
To  make  room  for  him  in  my  hufband's  bed: — 
Heave^lay  not  my  tranfgreffion  to  my  charge ! — 
Thou  art  the  ifiue  of  my  dear  offence, 
Which  was  fo  ftrongly  urg'd,  paft  my  defence. 

Phil.  Now,  by  this  light,  were  I  to  get  again,  ~) 
Madam,  I  would  not  wifh  a  better  father. 
Some  fins  do  bear  their  privilege  on  earth, 
And  fo  doth  yours;  your  fault  was  not  your  folly: 

Needs  mull  you  lay  your  heart  at  his  difpofe,  

Subjected  tribute  to  commanding  love,  

Againft  whofe  fury  and  unmatched  force 
The  awlefs  lion  could  not  wage  the  fight, 
Nor  keep  his  princely  heart  from  Richard's  hand. 
He,  that  perforce  robs  liens  of  their  hearts, 
May  eafily  win  a  woman's.    Ay,  my  mother, 
With  all  my  heart  I  thank  thee  for  my  father ! 
Who  lives  and  dare  but  fay,  thou  didft  not  well 
When  I  was  got,  I'll  fend  his  foul  to  hell. 
Come*  lady,  I  will  lhew  thee  to  my  kin; 

And  they  mall  fay,  when  Richard  me  begot, 
If  thou  hadft  faid  him  nay,  it  had  been  fin: 

Who  fays,  it  was  ,  he  lies  ;  I  fay,  'twas  not. 

[Exeunt. 
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Before  the  <walls  of  Anglers  in  France. 
Enter  Philip  King  of  France,  Lewis  the  Dauphin,  the 

Archduke  of  Aujlria,  Conjlance,  and  Arthur. 
Lewis.  T>EFORE    Angiers    well   met,  brave 

J3  Auflria.— 
x\rthur,  that  great  fore-runner  of  thy  blood, 
Richard,  that  robb'd  the  lion  of  his  heart, 
And  fought  the  holy  wars  in  Paleftine, 
By  this  brave  duke  came  early  to  his  grave : 
And,  for  amends  to  his  posterity, 
At  our  importance  hither  is  he  come, 
To  fpread  his  colours,  boy,  in  thy  behalf; 
And  to  rebuke  the  ufurpation 
Of  thy  unnatural  uncle,  Englim  John; 
Embrace  him,  love  him,  give  him  welcome  hither. 

Arthur.  God  mall  forgive  yoaCceur-de-lion's  death, 
The  rather,  that  you  give  his  offspring  life, 
Shadowing  their  right  under  your  wings  of  war: 
I  give  you  welcome  with  a  powerlefs  hand, 
But  with  a  heart  full  of  unftained  love: 
Welcome  before  the  gates  of  Angiers,  duke. 

Lewis.  Anobleboy !  Who  would  not  do  thee  right? 

Aufl.  Upon  thy  cheek  lay  I  this  zealous  kifs, 
As  feal  to  this  indenture  of  my  love; 
That  to  my  home  I  will  no  more  return, 
'Till  Angiers,  and  the  right  thou  haft  in  France, 
Together  with  that  pale,  that  white-fac'd  more, 
Whofe  foot  fpurns  back  the  ocean's  roaring  tides, 
And  coops  from  other  lands  her  ifianders, 
Even  'till  that  England,  hedg'd  in  with  the  main, 
That  water-walled  bulwark,  ftill  fecure 
And  confident  from  foreign  pttrpofes, 
Even  till  that  utinoil  corner  of  the  well, 
Salute  thee  for  her  king:  'till  then,  fair  boy, 
Will  I  not  think  of  home,  but  follow  arms, 

Confl.  O,  take  his  mother's  thanks,  a  widow's  thanks, 
3Till  your  ftrong  hand  (hall  help  to  give  him  ftrength, 
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To  make  a  more  requital  to  your  love. 

Aufi.  The^peacc  of  heaven  is  theirs,  that  lift  their 

■  fvvords 

In  fucha  jufl  and  charitable  war. 
K.  Philip.  Well  then,  to  work;  our  cannon  (hall  be 
bent 

Againft  the  brows  of  this  refilling  town.  

Call  for  our  chiefefl  men  of  difcipline, 
To  cull  the  plots  of  be  ft  advantages: — 
W e'll  lay  before  this  town  our  royal  bones, 
Wade  to  the  market-place  in  Frenchmen's  blood, 
But  we  will  make  it  fubjec"l  to  this  boy. 

ConJI.  Stay  for  an  anfwer  to  your  embaffy, 
Left  unadvised  you  ftain  your  fwords  with  blood: 
My  lord  Chatillon  may  from  England  bring 
That  right  in  peace,  which  here  we  urge  in  war  ; 
And  then  we  mall  repent  each  drop  of  blood, 
That  hot  raihhafte  fo  indire&ly  fhed. 

Enter  Chatillon. 

K.Philip.  A  wonder,  lady! — lo,  upon  thy  wiHi, 

Our  meffenger  Chatillon  is  amv'd,  

What  England  fays,  fay  briefly,  gentle  lord, 
We  coldly  paufe  for  thee ;  Chatillon,  fpeak. 

Chat.  Then  turn  your  forces  from  this  paltry  liege, 
And  ftir  them  up  againft  a  mightier  talk. 
England,  impatient  of  your  juft  demands, 
Hath  put  himfelf  in  arms;  the  adverfe  winds, 
Whofe  leifarel  have  ftaid,  have  given  him  time 
To  land  his  legions  all  as  foon  as  I : 
His  marches  are  expedient  to  this  town, 
His  forces  ftrong,  his  foldiers  confident. 
With  him  along  is  come  the  mother-queen, 
An  Ate,  ftirring  him  to  blood  and  ftrife; 
With  her,  her  niece,  the  lady  Blanch  of  Spain  ; 
With  them  a  baftard  of  the  king  deceased : 
And  all  the  unfettled  humours  of  the  land, — 
Ram,  inconfiderate,  fiery  voluntaries, 
With  ladies'  faces,  and  fierce  dragons'  fpleens, — 
Have  fold  their  fortunes  at  their  native  homes, 
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Bearing  tlieir  birth-rights  proudly  on  their  backs, 
To  make  a  hazard  of  new  fortunes  here. 
In  brief,  a  braver  choice  of  dauntlefs  fpirits, 
Than  now  the  Englifh  bottoms  have  waft  o'er, 
Did  never  float  upon  the  fweliing  tide, 
To  do  oifence  and  fcath  in  Chriflendom. 
The  interruption  of  their  churiim  drums 

[Drums  beat 

Cuts  off  more  circumflance  :  They  are  at  hand, 
To  parly,  or  to  right  ;  therefore,  prepare. 
K.  Philip.  How  nmchunlook'd  fori)  this  expedition  ! 
Auft.  By  how  much  unexpected,  by  fo  much 
We  mull  awake  endeavour  for  defence ; 
For  courage  mounteth  with  occafion  : 
Let  them  be  welcome  then,  we  are  prepared. 

Enter  King  Jokn,  Fan! con  bridge,  Elinor,  Blanch,  Fern- 
broke 3  and  others. 

X.  J  oh, i.  Peace  be  to  France  ;  if  Franc  2  in  peace 
permit  * 
Our  jufl  and  lineal  entrance  to  our  own  ! 
if  not ;  bleed  France,  and  peace  afcend  to  heaven! 
Whiles  we,  God's  w rath ful  agent,  do  correct 
Their  proud  contempt  that  beat  his  peace  to  heaven. 

K.  Philip.  Peace  be  to  England  5  if  that  war  return 
From  France  to  England,  there  to  live  in  peace  ! 
England  we  love  ?  and  for  that  England's  fate. 
With  burthen  of  our  armour  here  we  fweat : 
-This  toil  of  ours  mould  be  a  work  of  thine  ; 
But  thou  from  loving  England  art  fo  far, 
That  thou  liafj  under- wrought  its  lawful  king, 
Cut  off  the  fequence  of  pofteritv,  * 
Out- faced  infant  date,  and  done  a  rape 
Upon  the  maiden  virtue  of  the  crown. 
Look  here  upon  thy  brother  Geffrey's  face 
Thefe  eyes,  thefe  brows,  were  moulded  out  of  his : 
This  little  abilracl  doth  contain  that  large, 
Which  dy'd  in  Gcnrey  ;  and  the  hand  of  time 
.Shall  draw  this  brief  into  as  huire  a  volume. 
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That  Geffrey  was  thy  elder  brother  born, 
And  this  his  fon;  England  was  Geffrey's  right, 
And  this  is  Geffrey's  :  In  the  name  of  God, 
How  comes  it  then,  that  thou  art  calPd  a  king, 
When  living  blood  doth  in  thefe  temples  beat, 
Which  owe  the  crown  that  thou  o'er-maflereft  ? 

K.  John.  From  whom  haft  thou  this  great  commif- 
fion,  France, 
To  draw  my  anfwer  from  thy  articles  ? 

K.  Phil.  From  that  fupernal  judgex  that  ftirs  good 
thoughts 
In  any  bread  of  ftrong  authority, 
To  look  into  the  blots  and  ftains  of  right. 
That  judge  hath  made  me  guardian  to  this  boy  : 
Under  whofe  warrant,  I  impeach  thy  wrong; 
And  by  whofe  help,  I  mean  to  chaftife  it. 

K.john.  Alack,  thou  doft  ufurp  authority. 

K.  Phil.  Excufe  it;  'tis  to  beat  ufurping  down. 

Eli.  Who  is  it,  thou  doft  call  ufurper,  France  ? 

Confi.  Lei:  me  make  anfwer; — thy  ufurping  fon. 

Eli.  Out,  infolent!  thy  baftard  fnall  be  king; 
That  thou  may'ftbe  a  queen,  and  check  the  world  ! 

Ccnjl.  My  bed  was  ever  to  thy  fon  as  true, 
As  thine  was  to  thy  hufband  :  and  this  boy 
Liker  in  feature  to  his  father  Geffrey, 
Than  thou  and  John  in  manners  ;  being  as  like, 
As  rain  to  water,  or  devil  to  his  dam. 
r  ly  boy  a  baftard  !  By  my  foul,  I  think,  - 
His  father  never  was  fo  true  begot ; 
It  cannot  be,  an  if  thou  wert  his  mother. 

Eii.  There's  a  good  mother,  boy,  that  blots  thy 
father. 

Conft.  There's  a  good  grandam,  boy,  that  would 

blot  thee. 
Jufi.  Peace! 
Faulc.  Hear  the  crier. 
Auft.  What  the  devil  art  thou  ? 
Faulc.  One  that  will  play  the  devil,  fir,  with  you, 
An  a'  may  catch  your  hide  and  you  alone. 
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You  are  the  hare  of  whom  the  proverb  goes, 
Whole  valour  plucks  dead  lions  by  the  beard ; 
Til  fmoak  your  /kin -coat,  an  I  catch  you  right ; 
Sirrah,  look  to't ;  i'faith,  I  will,  i'faith. 

Blanch.  O,  well  did  he  become  that  lion's  robe, 
That  did  difrobe  the  lion  of  that  robe  ! 

Faulc.  It  lies  as  lightly  on  the  back  of  him, 
As  great  Alcides'  fhoes  upon  an  afs : — 
But,  afs,  I'll  take  that  burden  from  your  back; 
Or  lay  on  that,  mail  make  your  moulders  crack. 

Ai'.ft.  What  cracker  is  that  fame  ,  that  deafs  oar  cars 
With  this  abundance  of  fuperfluous  breath  ? 
King  Lewis,  determine  what  we  mail  do  /trait. 

K.  Philip.  Women,  and  fools*  break  oft  your  con- 
ference,— - 

King  John,  this  is  the  very  fum  of  all,- — 
England,  and  Ireland,  Anjou,  Touraine,  Maine, 
In  right  of  Arthur  do  I  claim  of  thee  : 
Wilt  thou  relign  them,  and  lay  down  thy  arms  ? 

K.  John.  My  life  as  foon  : — I  do  defy  thee,  France. 
Arthur  of  Bretagne,  yield  thee  to  my  hand  ; 
And,  out  of  my  dear  love,  I'll  give  thee  more 
Than  e'er  the  coward  hand  of  France  can  win  : 
Submit  thee,  boy. 

Eli.  Come  to  thy  gran  dam,  child. 

Conft.  Do,  child,  go  to  it'  grandam,  child : 
Give  grandam  kingdom,  and  it'  grandam  will 
Give  it  a  plum,  a  cherry,  and  a  fig  : 
There's  a  good  grandam. 

Arth.  Good  my  mother,  peace  ! 
I  would,  that  I  were  low  laid  in  my  grave  ; 
I  am  not  worth  this  coil,  that's  made  for  me. 

Eli.  His  mother  ihames  him  fo,  poor  boy,  he  weeps. 

Conft.  Now  fhame  upon  you,  whe'rfhedocs,  or  no! 
His  grandam's  wrongs,  and  not  his  mother's  Ihames, 
Draw  thofe  heaven-moving  pearls  from  his  poor  eyes, 
Which  heaven  mail  take  in  nature  of  a  fee  ; 
Ay,  with  thefe  cryilai  beads  heaven  fhallbebrib'd 
To  do  him  juftice,  and  revenge  on  you, 
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Eli.  Thou  monfcrous  flaiderer  of  heaven  and  eartli ! 

Conft.  Thou  monftrous  injurer  of  heaven  and  earth  ! 
Call  not  me  fianderer ;  thou,  and  thine,  ufurp 
The  dominations,  royalties,  and  rights, 
Of  this  oppreffed  boy  :  This  is  the  elder!  fan's  fon, 
Infortunate  innothinp-  but  in  thee; 

o  y  ^ 

Thy  fins  are  vifited  in  this  poor  child  ; 
The  canon  of  the  law  is  laid  on  him, 
Being  but  the  fecond  generation 
Removed  from  thy  {in-conceiving  womb. 

K.  John.  Bedia.ni,  have  done. 

Conft.  I  have  but  this  to  fay,— 
That  he's  not  only  plagued  for  her  fm, 
]]ut  God  hath  made  her  fm  and  her  the  plague 
On  this  removed  iflue,  plagu'd  for  her, 
And  with  her. — Plague  her  fon  ?  his  injury, 
Her  injury,  the  beadle  to  her  fin, 
All  punifh'd  in  the  perfon  of  this  child, 
And  all  for  her  :  A  plague  upon  her  ! 

Eli.  Thou  unadvifed  fcold,  I  can  produce 
A  will,  that  bars  the  title  of  thy  fon. 

Conft.  Ay,  who  doubts  that?  a  will !  a  wicked  will  ; 
A  woman's  will ;  a  cankred  grandam's  will  ! 

K.  Philip.  Peace  lady  ;  paufe,  or  be  more  temperate : 
It  ill  befeems  this  prefence,  to  cry  aim 
To  thefe  ill-tuned  repetitions. — 
Some  trumpet  fumrnon  hither  to  the  walls 
Thefe  men  of  Anglers ;  let  us  hear  them  fpeak, 
Whofe  tide  they  admit,  Arthur's,  or  John's. 

[  Trumpets  found* 
Enter  Citizens  upon  the  avails. 

I  Cit.  Who  is  it  that  hath  warn'd  us  to  the  walls  ? 

K.  Philip.  JTis  France,  for  England. 

K.John.  England,  foritfelf: 
You  men  of  Angiers,  and  my  loving  fubjecls. — 

K.  Philip.  You  loving  men  of  Angiers,  Arthur's 
fubjecls, 

Our  trumpet  cail'd  you  to  this  gentle  parle. 

K.  John.  For  cur  advantage  : — -Therefore,  hear  us 
firft. — - 
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Thefe  flags  of  France,  that  are  advanced  here 

Before  the  eye  and.  profpeel  of  your  town, 

Have  hither  march'd  to  your  endamagement  : 

The  cannons  have  their  bowels  full  orwrath  ? 

And  ready  mounted  are  they,  to  fpit  forth 

Their  iron  indignation  'gainit  your  walls  : 

All  preparation  for  a  bloody  fiege, 

And  mercilefs  proceeding  by  thefe  French, 

Confronts  your  city's  eyes,  your  winking  gates  ; 

And,  but  for  our  approach,  thofe  fleeping  floncs, 

That  as  a  waift  do  girdle  you  about, 

By  the  compuliion  of  their  ordinance 

By  this  time  from  their  fixed  beds  of  lime 

Had  been  difhabited,  and  wide  havock  made 

For  bloody  power  to  rum  upon  your  peace. 

But,  on  the  light  of  us,  your  lawful  king, — — 

Who,  painfully,  with  much  expedient  march, 

Flave  brought  a  countercheck  before  your  gates, 

To  fave  unferatch'd  your  city's  threatened  cheeks,— 

Behold,  the  French,  amaz'd,  vouchfafe  a  parie  ; 

And  now,  initead  of  bullets  wrap'd  in  fire, 

To  make  a  making  fever  in  your  walls, 

They  moot  but  calm  words,  folded  up  in  fmoke, 

To  make  a  faithlefs  error  in  your  ears : 

Which  truft.  accordingly,  kind  citizens, 

And  let  us  in,  your  king  ;  whofe  lahour'd  fpirits, 

For  weary 'd  in  this  aclion  of  fwift  fpeed, 

Crave  harbourage  within  your  city  wralls. 

K.  Phil.  When  I  have  faid,  make  anfwer  to  us  both, 
Lo,  in  this  right  hand,  whofe  protection 
Is  moll  divinely  vow'd  upon  the  right 
Of  him  it  holds,  flands  young  Flantagenet ; 
Son  to  the  elder  brother  of  this  man, 
And  king  o'er  him,  and  all  that  he  enjoys  : 
For  this  down-trodden  equity,  we  tread 
In  warlike  march  tiiefe  greens  before  your  town.; 
Being  no  further  enemy  to  you, 
Thm  the  conftraint  of  hofpitable  zeal, 
In  the  relief  ox  this  opprefled  child, 
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Religioufly  provokes.    Be  pleafed  then 

To  pay  that  duty,  which  you  truly  owe, 

To  him  that  owes  it ;  namely,  this  young  prince: 

And  then  our  arms,  like  to  a  muzzled  bear, 

Sive  in  afpeel,  have  all  offence  feal'd  up  ; 

Our  cannon's  malice  vainly  mall  be  fpent 

Againft  the  invulnerable  clouds  of  heaven ; 

And,  with  a  blended  and  unvex'd  retire, 

With  unhack'd  fwords,  and  helmets  all  unbruis'd, 

We  will  bear  home  that  lufly  blood  again, 

Which  here  we  came  to  fpout  againit.  your  town, 

And  leave  your  children,  wives,  and  you,  in  peace. 

But  if  you  fondly  pafs  our  proffer'd  offer, 

'Tis  not  the  roundure  of  your  old  fae'd  walls 

Can  hide  you  from  our  meffengers  of  war  ; 

Though  all  thefe  Englifh,  and  their  difcipline, 

WTere  harbour  d  in  their  rude  circumference. 

Then,  tell  us,  fhall  your  city  call  us  lord, 

Li  that  behalf  which  we  have  chalieng'd  it  ? 

Or  (hall  we  give  the  fignal  to  our  rage, 

And  ftalk  in  blood  to  our  poiTeHion  ? 

Cit.  In  brief,  we  are  the  king  of  England's  fubj  efts ; 
For  him,  and  in  his  right,  we  hold  this  to  wn. 

K.  Jchn.  Acknowledgethentheking,andietmein. 

Cit,  That  can  we  not ;  but  he  that  proves  the  king, 
To  him  will  we  prove  loyal ;  till  that  time, 
Have  we  ramm'd  up  our  gates  againft, the  world. 

K.  John.  Doth  not  the  crown  of  England  prove 
the  king  ? 

And,  if  not  that,  I  bring  you  witneffes, 

Twice  fifteen  thoufand  hearts  of  England's  breed,— 

Faulc.  Baftards,  and  elfe. 

K.  John.— To  verify  our  title  with  their  lives. 

K>  Philib.  As  many,  and  as  well-born  bloods  as 
thofo  

Faulc,  Some  baitards  too. 

K,  Philip, — Standinhis  face,  to  contradidl  his  claim. 
Cit.  Till  you  compound  whofe  right  is  worthielt. 
We,  for  the  worthiest,  hold  the  right  from  both. 
K.  John.  Then  God  forgive  the  fin  of  all  thofe  fouls 
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That  to  their  everlafHng  residence, 
Before  the  dew  of  evening  fall,  fhall  fleet, 
In  dreadful  trial  of  our  kingdom's  king  ! 

K.  Philip.  Amen,  Amen! — Mount,  chevaliers !  to 
arms  ! 

Faulc.  Saint  George,— that  fwing'd  the  dragon, 
and  e'er  fince 
Sits  on  his  horfeback  at  mine  hoflefs'  door. 
Teach  us  fome  fence  ! — Sirrah,  were  I  at  heme, 
At  your  den,  firrah,  with  your  lionefs, 
I'd  fet  an  ox-head  to  your  lion's  hide, 
And  make  a  monger  of  you. —  [  To  Auftria. 

Auft.  Peace  ;  no  more. 

Faulc.  O,  tremble  ;  for  you  hear  the  lion  rear. 
K.  John.  Up  higher  to  the  plain ;  where  we'll  fet 
forth, 

In  belt  appointment,  all  our  regiments. 

Faulc.  Speed  then,  to  take  advantage  of  the  field. 

K.  Philip.  It  fhall  be  fo  ; — and  at  the  other  hill 
Command  the  reft  to  ftand. — -God,  and  our  right ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IE 

After  excurfons,   Enter  the  Herald  of  France,  with 
trumpets,  to  the  gates. 

F.  Her.  You  men  of  Angiers,  open  wide  your  gates 
And  let  young  Arthur,  duke  ofBretagne,  in; 
Who,  by  the  hand  of  France,  this  day  hath  made 
Much  work  for  tears  in  many  an  Englim  mother, 
Whofe  fons  lye  fcatter'd  on  the  bleeding  ground  : 
Many  a  widow's  hufoand  groveling  lies, 
Coldly  embracing  the  difcolour'd  earth  ; 
And  viciory,  with  little  lofs,  doth  play 
Upon  the  dancing  banners  of  the  French ; 
Who  are  at  hand,  triumphantly  difplay'd 
To  enter  conquerors,  and  to  proclaim 
Arthur  of  Bretagne,  England's  king  and  yours. 
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Enter  Englifh  Herald,  with  trumpets. 
E.  Her.  Rejoice,  you  men  of  Angiers,  ring  your  bells ; 
King  John,  your  king,  and  England's,  doth  approach, 
Commander  of  this  hot  malicious  day  ! 
Their  armours,  that  march'd  hence  fo  Silver-bright, 
Hither  return  all  gilt  with  Frenchmen's  blood ; 
There  fhrek  no  plume  in  any  Englifh  crefr, 
That  is  removed  by  a  ftaff  of  France  ; 
Our  colours  do  return  in  thole  fameshands 
That  did  difplay  them  when  we  firft  march'd  forth  ; 
And,  like  a  jolly  troop  of  huntfmen,  come 
Our  lufty  Englifh,  all  with  purpled  hands, 
Dy'd  in  the  dying  fiaughter  of  their  foes : 
Open  your  gates,  and  give  the  victors  way. 

Ck.  Heralds,  from  off  our  towers  we  might  behold, 
From  firft  to  laft,  the  onfet  and  retire 
Of  both  your  armies  ;  whofe  equality 
By  our  bell  eyes  cannot  be  cenfured  : 
Biood  hath  bought  blood,  and  blows  have  anfwer'd 
blows  ; 

Strength  match 'd  with  ftrength,  and  power  confront- 
ed power : 

Eoth  are  alike  ;  and  both  alike  we  like. 

One  muft  prove  greater!:  ;  while  they  weigh  fo  even, 

We  hold  our  town  for  neither  :  yet  for  both. 

Enter  the  t<wo  Kings  with  their  powers,  at  feueral  dccrs. 
K.  Jehu.  France,  hall  thou  yet  more  blood  to  call 
away? 

Say,  (hall  the  current  of  our  right  run  on  ? 
Whofe  paftage  vext  with  thy  impediment, 
Shall  leave  his  native  channel,  and  o'er- fw ell 
Withcourfe  difturb'd  even  thy  confining  {bores  ; 
Unlefs  thou  let  his  lilver  water  keep 
A  peaceful  progrefs  to  the  ocean. 

K.  Philip.  England,  thou  hail:  not  fav'd  one  drop  of 
blood, 

In  this  hot  trial,  more  than  we  of  France  ; 
Rather,  loft  more :  And  by  this  hand  I  fwear, 
That  (ways  the  earth  this  climate  over-looks, — 
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Before  we  will  layby  our  jufl-bornc  arm?. 
We'll  put  thee  down,  fWalnft  whom  tHefe  arms  \vt 
bear, 

Or  add  a  royal  number  to  the  dea3  ; 

Gracing  the  fcrowl  that  tells  of  this  war's  lofs, 

With  ilaughter  coupled  to  the  name  of  kings. 

Faulc.  Ha,  majefty  !  how  high  thy  glory  towers, 
When  the  rich  blood  of  kings  is  let  on  fire  ! 
Oh,  now  doth  death  line  his  dead  chaps  with  fteej  ; 
ri lie  fwords  offoldicrs  are  his  teeth;  his  phangs ; 
And  now  hefeaits,  mouthing  the  flefh  of  men, 
In  undetermined  difference's  of  kings.— 
Why  itand  thefe  royal  fronts  amazed  thus  ? 
Cry,  havock,  kings  !  back  to  the  flamed  field* 
You  equal  potent  s,  iiery-kindled  fpirits  ! 
Then  let  confulion  of  one  part  confirm 
Tlie  other's  peace  ;  till  then,  blows,  blood,  and  death ! 
K,  John.  Whofe  party  do  the  townfmen  yet  admit? 
K.  Phil.    Speak,  citizens,  for  England ;  who's 
your  king  ? 


se  king  of  England,  w 


Know  him  in  us,  that  here  hold  up  Kis 
right. 

A.  John.  In  us,  that  ?.re  our  own  great  deputy, 
And  bear  pofTeifion  of  our  perfen  here  ; 
Lord  of  our  pre  fence,  Angiers,  and  of  you. 

Cit.  A  greater  power,  than  ye,  denies  all  this ; 
And  'till  it  be  undoubted,  we  do  lock 
Car  former  fcruple  in  cur  ftrong-barr'd  gates: 
Kings  of  our  fears ;  until  our  fears,  refoiv'd, 
Be  by  fome  certain  king  parg'd  and  depos'd. 

Faulc.  By  heaven,  thefe  icroyies  or  Angiers  flout 

And  Hand  fecureiy  on  the*ir  battlements, 
As  in  a  theatre,  whence  they  gape  and  point 
At  your  indufcrious  fcenes  and  a£h  Ci{ de&trL 
Your  royal  prefences  be  rul'd  by  me  ; 
Do  like  die  mutinies  of  ferufafem, 
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Be  friends  a  while,  and  both  conjointly  bend 

Your  fharpeft  deeds  of  malice  on  this  town : 

By  eaft  and  weft  let  France  and  England  mount 

Their  battering  cannon,  charged  to  the  mouths ; 

Till  their  foul-fearing  clamours  have  brawl'd  down 

The  flinty  ribs  of  this  contemptuous  city  : 

I'd  play  inceffantly  upon  thefe  jades, 

Even  'till  unfenced  defolation 

Leave  them  as  naked  as  the  vulgar  air. 

That  done,  diffever  your  united  ftrengths, 

And  part  your  mingled  colours  once  again  ; 

Turn  face  to  face,  and  bloody  point  to  point  ; 

Then,  in  a  moment,  fortune  fhall  call  forth 

Out  of  one  iide  her  happy  minion  ; 

To  whom  in  favour  fhe  ihall  give  the  day, 

And  kifs  him  with  a  glorious  vidtory. 

How  like  you  this  wild  counfel,  mighty  ftates  ? 

Smacks  it  not  fomething  of  the  policy  ? 

K.  John,  Now,  by  the  fky  that  hangs  above  our  headc , 
I  like  it  well : — France  mall  we  knit  our  powers, 
And  lay  this  Angiers  even  with  the  ground  ; 
Then,  after,  tight  who  fhall  be  king  of  it  r 

Faulc.  An  if  thou  haft  the  mettle  of  a  king,— 
Being  wrong'd,  as  we  are,  by  this  peevifh  town, 
Turn  thou  the  mouth  of  thy  artillery, 
As  we  will  ours,  againft  thefe  faucy  walls  : 
And  when  that  we  have  dafh'd  them  to  the  ground, 
Why,  then  defy  each  other ;  and,  pell-mell, 
Make  work  upon  ourfelves,  for  heaven  or  hell* 

K.  Phil.  Letitbefo:  Say,  where  v/ill  you  aflauit? 

K.  John.  We  from  the  weft  will  fend  deftruclion 
Into  the  city's  bofem. 

Auft.  I  from  the  north. 

K.  PhiL  Our  thunder  from  the  fouth 
Shall  rain  their  drift  of  bullets  on  this  town. 

Faulc,  O  prudent  discipline !  From  north  to  fouth  ; 
Auftria  and  France  fhoot  in  each  other'-s  mouth  : 
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I'll  ftir  them  to  it :  Come,  away  I  away  ! 

Cit.  Hear  us  great  kings :  vouchfafe  a  while  to  Hay, 
And  I  fhall  (hew  you  peace,  and  fiir-fac'd  league  ; 
Win  you  this  city  without  flroke,  or  wound ; 
Refcue  thofe  breathing  lives  to  die  in  beds, 
That  here  come  facrifices  for  the  field  : 
Perfevere  not,  but  hear  me,  mighty  kings. 

K.  John.  Speak  on,  with  favour  ;  we  are  bent  to 
hear. 

C/V.That  daughter  thereof  Spain,  the  lady  Blanch. 
Is  near  to  England  :  Look  upon  the  years 
Of  Lewis  the  Dauphin,  and  that  lovely  maid  : 
If  lufty  love  fhould  go  in  queft  of  beauty, 
Where  fhould  he  find  it  fairer  than  in  Blanch  ? 
If  zealous  love  mould  go  in  fearch  of  virtue, 
Where  fhould  he  find  it  purer  than  in  Blanch  ? 
If  love  ambitious  fought  a  match  of  birth, 
Whofe  veins  bound  richer  blood  than  lady  Blanch  I 
Such  as  fhe  is,  in  beauty,  virtue,  birth, 
Is  the  young  Dauphin  every  way  complete : 
If  not  complete,  oh  fay,  he  is  not  fhe ; 
And  fhe  again  wants  nothing,  to  name  want, 
If  want  it  be  not,  that  fhe  is  not  he  : 
He  is  the  half  part  of  a  blefTed  man, 
Left  to  be  finifhed  by  fuch  a  fhe  ;  * 
And  fhe  a  fair  divided  excellence, 
Whofe  fulnefs  of  perfection  lies  in  him. 
Oh,  two  fuch  filver  currents,  when  they  join, 
Do  glorify  the  banks  that  bound  them  in : 
And  two  fuch  mores  to  two  fuch  ilreains  made  one, 
Two  fuch  controlling  bounds  fhall  you  be,  kings, 
To  thefe  two  princes,  if  you  marry  them. 
This  union  fh all  do  more  than  battery  can, 
To  our  faft-ciofed  gates  ;  for,  at  this  match, 
With  fwifter  fpleen  than  powder  can  enforce. 
The  mouth  of  paiTage  fliail  we  ning  wide  ope, 
And  give  you  entrance  :  but,  without  this  match, 
The  fea  enraged  is  not  half  fo  deaf, 
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Lions  more  confident,  mountains  and  recks 
More  free  from  motion ;  no,  not  death  himfelf 
In  mortal  fury  half  fo  peremptory, 
As  we  to  keep  this  city. 

Faille.  Here's  a  flay, 
That  makes  the  rotten  carcafe  of  old  death 
Out  of  his  rags !  Here's  a  large  mouth,  indeed, 
That  fpits  forth  death,  and  mountains,  rocks,  and  feas  ; 
Talks  as  familiarly  of  roaring  lions,  v 
As  maids  of  thirteen  do  of  puppy-dogs  ! 
What  cannoneer  begot  this  luity  blood  ? 
He  fpeaks  plain  cannon,  fire,  and  fmoke,  and  bounce  ; 
He  gives  the  baflinado  with  his  tongue; 
Our  ears  are  cudgei'd  ;  not  a  word  of  his, 
But  buffets  better  than  a  fill  of  France  : 
Zounds !  I  was  never  fobethumpt  with  words, 
chiice  I  firii  call'd  my  brother's  father,  dad. 

Eli.  Son,  liil  to  this  conjunction,  make  this  match; 
Give  with  our  niece  a  dowry  large  enough: 
For  by  this  knot  thou  malt  fo  furely  tie 
Thy  now  unfur'd  afiurance  to  the  crown, 
That  yon  green  boy  mail  have  no  fun  to  ripe 
The  bloom  that  promifeth  a  mighty  fruit. 
I  fee  a  yielding  in  the  looks  of  France  ; 
Mark,  how  they  whifper:  urge  them,  while  their  fouls 
Are  capable  of  this  ambition ; 
Left  zeal,  now  melted ;  by  the  windy  breath 
Of  loft  petitions,  pity,  and  remorfe, 
Cool  and  congeal  again  to  what  it  was. 

Cit.  Why  anfwer  not  the  double  majeflies 
This  friendly  treaty  of  our  threaten'd  town  ? 

K.  Phil.  Speak  England  firft,  that  hath  been  for- 
ward nri! 

To  {peak  unto  this  city  :  What  fay  you? 

K.  John.  If  that  the  Dauphin  there,  thy  princely 

fon, 

Can  in  this  book  of  beauty  read,  I  love, 
Her  dowry  (hall,  weigh  equal  with  a  queen : 
For  Anjou,  and  fair  Touraine,  Maine,  Poitiers, 
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And  all  that  we  upon  this  fide  the  Tea 

(Except  this  city  now  by  us  befieg'd) 

Find  liable  to  our  crown  and  dignity, 

Shall  gild  her  bridal  bed ;  and  make  her  rich 

In  titles,  honours,  and  promotions, 

As  me  in  beauty,  education.,  blood, 

Holds  hand  with  any  princefs  of  the  world. 

K.  Phil.  What  fay'ft  thou,  boy?  look  in  the  lady's 
fice. 

Lewis.  I  do,  my  lord  ;  and  in  her  eye  I  find 
A  wonder,  or  a  wonderous  miracle, 
The  Ihadow  of  myfelf  form'd  in  her  eye  ; 
Which,  being  but  the  fhadow  of  your  fon, 
Becomes  a  fun,  and  makes  your  fon  a  ihadow : 
I  do  proteft,  I  never  lov'd  myfelf, 
*Till  now  infixed  I  beheld  myfelt, 
Drawn  in  the  flattering  table  of  her  eye. 

\lf~hijpers  with  Blanch. 

Faulc.  Drawn  in  the  flattering  table  of  her  eye! — 
Hang'd  in  the  frowning  wrinkle  of  her  brow  ! — 
[And  quarter d  in  her  heart!— he  doth  efpy 
Himfelf  love's  traitor:  This  is  pity  now, 
That  hang'd,  and  drawn,  and  quartered,  there  mould 
be, 

In  fuch  a  love,  fo  vile  a  lout  as  he. 

Blanch.  My  uncle's  will,  in  this  refped,  is  mine: 
If  he  fee  ought  in  you,  that  makes  him  like, 
That  any  thing  he  fees,  which  moves  his  liking, 
I  can  with  eafe  tranilate  it  to  my  will ; 
Or,  if  you  will,  (to  fpeak  more  properly) 
I  will  enforce  it  eafily  to  my  love, 
Further  I  will  not  flatter  you,  my  lord, 
That  all  I  fee  in  you  is  worthy  love, 
Than  this, — that  nothing  do  I  fee  in  you, 
(Though  churlilh  thoughts  themfelvcs  mould  be  your 
judge) 

That  I  can  find  mould  merit  any  hate. 

K.  John.  W'hat  fay  thefe  young  ones  ?  What  fay 
you,  my  niece  ? 

C: 
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Blanch.  That  me  Is  bound  in  honour  ftill  to  do 
What  you  in  wifdom  ftill  vouchfafe  to  fay. 

K.  John.  Speak  then,  prince  Dauphin ;  can  you 

love  this  lady  ? 
Lewis .  Nay,  aik  me* if  I  can  refrain  from  love ; 
For  I  do  love  her  nioft  unfeignedly. 

K.  John.  Then  do  I  give  VolquefTen,  Touraine, 
M-iine, 

PolcKers,  and  Anjou,  thefe  five  provinces, 
With  her  to  thee  ;  and  this  addition  more, 
Full  thirty  thoufand  marks  of  EnglUh  coin. — 
Philip  of  F ranee,  if  thou  be  pleas'd  withal, 
Command  thy  fon  and  daughter  to  join  hands. 

K.  PhlL  It  likes  us  well; — Young  princes,  clofc 
your  hands. 

Auft.  And  your  lips  too  ;  for,  I  am  well  alfur'd 
That  I  did  fo,  when  I  was  firft  afTurd. 

K.  Phil.  Now,  citizens  of  Angiers,  ope  your  gates, 
Let  in  chat  amity  which  you  have  made  ; 
For  at  St.  Mary's  chapel,  prefently, 
The  rites  of  marriage  mail  be  folemniz'd, — 
Is  not  the  lady  Conusance  in  this  troop  ? — 
I  know,  the  is  net  for  this  match,  made  up, 
Her  presence  would  have  interrupted  much': 
Where  is  fhe  and  her  fon ;  tell  me,  who  knows  ? 

Lewis.  She  is  fad  and  pamonate  at  your  highneiV 
tent. 

K.  PhlL  And  by  my  faith,  this  league,  that  we 
have  made, 
Will  gite  her  fadnefs  very  little  cure. — 
Brother  of  England,  how  may  we  content 
This  widow  lady  ?  In  her  right  we  came ; 
Which  we,  God  knows,  have  turn'd  another  way, 
To  our  own  vantage. 

JL  John.  We  will  heal  up  all : 
For  we'll  create  young  Arthur  duke  of  Bretagne, 
And  earl  of  Richmond  ;  and  this  rich  fair  town 
We  make  him  lord  of. — Call  the  lady  Conftance  5 
Some  fpeedy  meffenger  bid  her  repair 
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To  our  iblemnity : — I  truft  we  (hall, 
If  not  fill  up  the  rneaiure  of  her  wiilj 
Yet  in  fome  meafare  latisfy  her  fb, 
That  we  mall  flop  her  exclamation. 
Go  we,  as  well  as  haile  will  fufFer  us, 
To  this  unlook'd  for  unprepared  pomp. 

[Exeunt  all  but  F aulconbridge. 
Faulc.  Mad  world  !  mad  kings !  mad  compofition ! 
John,  to  ftop  Arthur's  title  in  the  whole; 
Hath  willingly  departed  with  a  part  : 
And  France,  (whofe  armour  cbnfcience  buckled  on ; 
Whom  zeal  and  charity  brought  to  the  field, 
As  God's  ownfoldier  )  rounded  in  the  ear 
With  that  fame  purpofe-ehanger,  that  fly  devil  ; 
That  broker,  that  flill  breaks  the  pate  of  faith; 
That  daily  break- vo  w  ;  he  that  wins  of  all, 
Of  kings,  of  beggars,  old  men,  young  men,  maids, 
(Who  having  no  external  thing  tolofe 
But  the  word  maid,  cheats  the  poor  maid  of  that) 
That  fmooth  fac'd  gentleman,  tickling  commodity,- — 
Commodity,  the  bias  of  the  world  ; 
The  world,  who  of  itfelf  is  poifed  well 
Made  to  run  even,  upon  even  ground  ; 
'Till  this  advantage,  this  vile  drawing  bias, 
Thisfway  of  motion,  this  commodity, 
Makes  it  take  head  from  all  indiiterency, 
From  all  direction,  purpofe,  courie,  intent : 
And  this  fame  bias,  this  commodity, 
This  bawd,  this  broker,  this  all  changing  word, 
Clapt  on  the  outward  eye  cf  fickle  France, 
Hath  drawn  him  from  his  own  determin'd  aid, 
From  a  refolv'd  and  honourable  war, 
To  a  moil  bafe  and  vile-concluded  peace.— 
And  why  rail  I  on  this  commodity  r 
But  for  becaufe  he  hath  not  woo'd  me  yet  : 
Not  that  I  have  the  power  to  clutch  my  hand. 
When  his  fair  angels  would  falute  my  palm  ; 
But  for  my  hand;  as  unattempted  yet, 
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Like  a  poor  beggar,  raileth  on  the  rich, 

Well,  whiles  I  am  a  beggar,  I  will  rail, 

And  fay, — there  is  no  fin,  but  to  be  rich ; 

And  being  rich,  my  virtue  then  mail  be, 

To  fay, — there  is  no  vice,  but  beggary  : 

Since  kings  break  faith  upon  commodity, 

Gain,  be  my  lord  ;  for  I  will  worihip  thee  !  [Exit. 


ACT     III.       SCENE  I. 

The  Fr&nch  King* s  Pavilion. 
Enter  Conftance,  Arthur,  and  Salijhury. 
Conft.f~^  on.  to  be  marry 'd!  gone  to  fwearapeace! 
\J  falfe  blood  to  falfe  blood  join'd!  Gone 
to  be  friends ! 
Shall  Lewis  have  Blanch  ?  and  Blanch  thofe  provinces  ? 
It  is  not  fo  ;  thou  hall  mif-fpoke,  mil-heard  ; 
Be  well  advis'd,  tell  o'er  thy  tale  again  : 
It  cannot  be  ;  thou  doft  but  fay,  'tis  fo  : 
I  truft,  I  may  not  trull  thee  ;  for  thy  word  ' 
Is  but  the  vain  breath  of  a  common  man ; 
Believe  me,  I  do  not  believe  thee,  man  : 
I  have  a  king's  oath  to  the  contrary, 
Thou  malt  be  punifh'd  for  thus  frighting  me, 
For  I  am  fick,  and  capable  of  fears ; 
Opprefs'd  with  wrongs,  and  therefore  full  of  fears ; 
A  widow,  hufbandlefs,    fubjeCl  to  fears  ; 
A  woman,  naturally  born  to  fears  : 
And  though  thou  nowconfefs,  thou  didft  but  jelt, 
With  my  vext  fpirits  I  cannot  take  a  truce, 
But  they  will  quake  and  tremble  all  this  day. 
What  doft  thou  mean  by  making  of  thy  head  ? 
Why  doft  thou  look  fo  fadly  on  my  fon  ? 
What  means  that  hand  upon  that  breaft  of  thine  ? 
Why  holds  thine  eye  that  lamentable  rheum, 
Like  a  proud  river  peering  o;er  his  bounds  ? 
Be  thefe  fad  figns  confirmers  of  thy  words  ? 
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Then  fpeak  again  ;  not  all  thy  former  talc, 
But  this  one  word,  whether  thy  tale  be  true. 

SaL  As  true,  as,  I  believe,  you  think  them  falfe, 
That  give  you  caufe  to  prove  my  laying  true. 

Cohfi.  Oh,  if  thou  teach  me  lo  believe  this  fchrrow, 
Teach  thou  this  forrow  how  to  make  mc  die ; 
And  let  belief  and  life  encounter  fo, 
As  doth  the  fury  of  two  defperate  men, 
Which,  in  the  very  meeting,  fall,  and  die. — 
Lewis  marry  Blanch  !  Oh  boy,  then  where  art  thou  ? 
France  friend  with  England !  what  becomes  of  me  ? — - 
Fellow,  begone;  I  cannot  brook  thy  fight ; 
This  news  hath  made  thee  a  moil  ugly  man. 

SaL  What  other  harm  have  I,  good  lady,  done, 
But  fpoke  the  harm  that  is  by  others  done  ? 

Confi.  Which  harm  within  itfeif  fo  heinous  is, 
As  it  makes  harmful  all  that  fpeak  of  it. 

Arth.  I  do  befeech  you,  madam,  be  content. 

Confi.  If  thou,  that  bidft  me  be  content,  wert  grim, 
Ugly,  and  iland'rous  to  thy  mother's  womb, 
Full  of  unpleaiing  blots,  and  fightlefs  Hams, 
Lame,  foolifh,  crooked,  fwart,  prodigious, 
Patch'd  with  foul  moles,  and  eye-offending  marks, 
I  would  not  care,  I  then  would  be  content ; 
For  then  1  mould  not  love  thee;  no,  nor  thou 
Bee  erne  thy  great  birth,  nor  defer  ve  a  crown. 
But  thou  art  fair ;  and  at  thy  birth,  dear  boy  ! 
Nature  and  fortune  jouvd  to  make  thee  great : 
Of  nature's  gifts  thou  may'ir.  with  lilies  boait, 
And  with  the  half-blown  rofe;  but.  fortune,  oh  ! 
She  is  corrupted,  chang'd  and  won  from  thee  ; 
She  adulterates  hourly  with  thine  uncle  John, 
And  with  her  golden  hand  hath  pluck'd  on  France 
To  tread  down  fair  re  fpedl  of  fovereignty, 
And  made  her  majefty  the  bawd  to  theirs. 
France  is  a  bawd  to  fortune,  and  king  John  : 
That  ilrumpet  fortune,  that  ufurping  John  :— 
Tell  me,  thou  fellow,  is  not  France  forfworn  ? 
Envenom  him  with  words  ;  or  get  thee  gone3 
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And  leave  thefe  woes  alone,  which  I  alone 
Am  bound  to  under-bear. 

Sal.  Pardon  me,  madam, 
I  may  not  go  without  you  to  the  kings. 

Confi.  Thou  may 'ft,  thou  malt,  I  will  not  go  witk 
thee : 

I  will  inftructmy  forrows  to  be  proud  ; 
For  grief  is  proud,  and  makes  his  owner  flout. 
To  me,  and  to  the  ftate  of  my  great  grief, 
Let  kings  affemble ;  for  my  griefs  fd  greats 
That  no  fupporterbut  the  huge  firm  earth 
Can  hold  it  up  ;  here  I  and  forrow  lit ; 
Here  is  my  throne,  bid  kings  come  bow  to  it. 

[  Throws  h  erf  elf  on  the  ground* 
Enter  King  John,  King  Philip,  Lewis,  Blanch,  Elinor, 
Faulconbridge,  and  Auftria. 

K.  Phil.  'Tis  true,  fair  daughter ;  and  this  bleffed  day 
"   Ever  in  France  mall  be  kept  feftival ; 
To  folemnize  this  day,  the  glorious  fun 
Stays  in  hiscourfe,  and  plays  the  alchymift  ; 
Turning,  with  fplendor  of  his  precious  eye, 
The  meagre  cloddy  earth  to  glittering  gold : 
The  yearly  courfe,  that  brings  this  day  about, 
Shall  never  fee  it  but  a  holy-day. 

Confi.  A  wicked  day,  and  not  a  holy-day  1  

[Riftng. 

What  hath  this  day  deferv'd  ?  what  hath  it  done  ; 
That  it  in  golden  letters  mould  be  fet, 
Among  the  high  tides,  in  the  kalendar  ? 
Nay,  rather,  turn  this  day  out  of  the  week; 
The  day  of  fname,  opprefticn,  perjury  : 
Or,  if  it  mull:  Hand  ftill,  let  wives  with  child 
Pray,  that  their  burdens  may  not  fail  this  day, 
Left  that  their  hopes  prodigioufly  be  croft  : 
But  on  this  day,  let  feamen  fear  no  wreck  ; 
No  bargains  break,  that  are  on  this  day  made ; 
This  day,  all  things  begun  come  to  ill  end  : 
Yea,  faith  itfelf  to  hollow  falftiood  change  ! 

A.  PhiL  By  heaven,  lady,  you  lhall  hare  no  caufe 
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To  curfe  the  fair  proceedings  of  this  day  : 
Have  I  not  pawn'd  to  you  my  majefly  ? 

Conft.  You  have  beguiPd  me  with  a  counterfeit, 
Refemblingmajefty  ;  which,  being  touch'd,  and  try'd, 
Proves  valueless  :  You  are  forfworn,  forfwron; 
You  came  in  arms  to  fpiil  mine  enemies  blood, 
But  now  in  arms  you  firengthen  it  with  yours  : 
The  grappling  vigour  and  rough  frown  of  war, 
Is  cold  in  amity  and  painted  peace, 
And  our  oppremon  hath  made  up  this  league  :— 
Arm.  arm,  you  heavens,  againft  thefe  perjur'd  kings ! 
A  widow  cries  ;  be  hufband  to  me,  heavens  ! 
Let  not  the  hours  of  this  ungodly  day 
Wear  out  the  day  in  peace;  bat,  ere  fun-fet, 
Set  armed  difcord  'twixt  thefe  perjur'd  kings  ! 
Hear  me,  oh,  hear  me  ! 

Auft.  Lady  Conflance,  peace. 

Conft.  War!  war !  no  peace !  peace  is  to  me  a  war. 
O  Lymoges  !  O  Auftria !  thou  doll  fhame 
That  bloody  fpoil :  Thou  flave,  thou  wretch,  thou 
coward  ; 

Thou  little  valiant,  great  in  villainy  ! 
Thou  ever  ilrong  upon  the  ilronger  fide  ! 
Thou  fortune's  champion,  that  doll:  never  fight 
But  when  her  humorous  ladyfhip  is  by 
To  teach  thee  fafety  !  thou  art  perjur'd  too, 
And  footh'ft  up  greatnefs.    What  a  fool  art  thou, 
A  ramping  fool ;   to  brag,  and  ftamp,  and  fwear, 
Upon  my  party  !  Thou  cold-blooded  Have, 
Hall:  thou  not  fpoke  like  thunder  on  my  fide  ? 
Been  fwornmy  foldier  ?  bidding  me  depend 
Upon  thy  liars,  thy  fortune,  and  thy  ftrength  ? 
And  doll  thou  now  fall  over  to  my  foes  ? 
Thou  wear  a  lions  hide  !  doff  it  for  fhame, 
And  hang  a  calPs-lkin  on  thefe  recreant  limbs. 

Auft.  O,  that  a  man  would  fpeak  thofe  words  to  me ! 

i^a/r.Andhangacalf's-fkin  on  thofe  recreant  limbs. 

Auft.  Thou  dar'ft  not  fay  fo,  villain,  for  thy  life. 

Fauk\  And  hang  a  calf's  fkin  on  thofe  recreant  limbs. 
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K.  John.  We  like  not  this ;  thou  doft  forget  thy  (elf. 
Enter  Paudidph. 

Ki  Phil.  Here  c ernes  the  holy  legate  of  the  pope. 

Vand,  HaUj  you  anhointed  deputies  of  heaven  ! — 
To  thee,  king  John,  my  holy  errand  is-. 
I  Pandulph*  of  fair  Milan  cardinal, 
And  from  Pope  Innocent  the  legate-here, 
Do,  in  his  name,  reUgidiifly  demand. 
Why  thou  ageinit  the  c  inch,  our  holy  mother, 
So  wilfully  doft  fpurn;  and  force,  perforce, 
Keep  Stephen  Langton,  chofen  archbiihop 
Of  Canterbury,  from  that  holy  fee? 
This,  in  our  'forefaid  holy  father's  name, 
Pope  Innocent,  I  do  demand  of  thee. 

K.  Jch.i.  What  earthly  name  to  interrogatories 
Can  talk  the  free  breath  of  a  facred  king  r 
Thou  canft  not,  cardinal,  devife  a  name 
So  flight,  unworthy,  and  ridiculous, 
To  charge  me  to  an  anfwer,  as  the  pope. 
Tel]  him  this  tale,;  and,  from  the  mouth  of  England. 
Add  thus  much  more, — That  no  Italian  prieit 
Shall  tithe  or  toll  in  our  dominions  ; 
But  as  we  under  heaven  are  {aprcme  head. 
So,  under  hirn,  that  great  fupremacy, 
Where  we  do  reign,  \\e  will  alone  uphold. 
Without  the  afnflance  of  a  mortal  hand  : 
So  tell  the  pope ;  all  reverence  let  apart, 
To  him,  and  his  ufurp'd  authority. 

K.  Phil.  Brother  of  England,  you  blafpheme  in  this. 
K.  John.  Though  you,  and  all  the  kings  ofChrif- 
tendorn, 

Aie  led  fo  grofsly  by  this  meddling  priefc, 
Dreading  the  curie  that  money  may  bay  cut  : 
And,  by  the  merit  of  vile  gold,  drofs,  dull, 
Purchafe  corrupted  pardon  of  a  man, 
Who,  in  that  faie,  fells  pardon  from  himfclf  : 
Though  you,  and  all  the  reft,  fo  grpfsly  lei, 
This  juggling  witchcraft  with  revenue  cheriili, 
Yet  I,  alone,  alone  do  me  oppofe 
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Againft  the  pope,  and  count  his  friends  my  foes. 

Pand.  Then,  by  the  lawful  power  that  I  havre, 
Thou  {halt  (band  curft,  and  excommunicate  : 
AndblefTed  fhall  he  be,  that  doth  revolt 
From  his  allegiance  to  an  heretic  ; 
And  meritorious  mall  that  hand  be  calpd, 
Canonized,  and  worfhip'd  as  a  faint, 
That  takes  away  by  any  fecret  courie 
Thy  hateful  life. 

Confi.  05  lawful  let  it  be, 
That  I  have  room  with  Rome  to  enrfe  awhile! 
Good  father  cardinal,  cry  thou.  Amen, 
To  ray  keen  curfes  :  for,  without  my  wrong, 
There  is  no  tongue  hath  power  to  curfe  him  right* 
Pand.  There's  law  and  warrant,  lady*  for  my  curie. 
Confi.  And  for  mine  too ;  when  ia\v  can  do  no  right, 
Let  it  be  lawful,  that  law  bar  no  wrong, 
Law  cannot  give  my  child  his  kingdom  here  ; 
For  he,  that  holds  his  kingdom,  kokh  the  law  : 
Therefore,  fince  law  itfelf  is  perfect  wrong, 
How  can  the  law  forbid  my  tongue  to  curie  ? 

Pand.  Philip  of  France,  on  peril  of  a  curfe, 
Let  go  the  hand  of  that  arch-  heretic  ; 
And  raife  the  power  of  France  upon  his  hea.d, 
Unlefs  he  do  fubmit  Jiimfelf  to  Rome. 

Eli.  Lo:)k?f!:  thou  pale,  France  ?  do  not  let  go  thy 
hand. 

Confi.  Look  to  that,  devil!  left  that  France  repent, 
And,  by  disjoining  hands,  hell  lofe  a  foul. 

Anft.  King  Philip,  lifteu  to  the  cardinal. 

Faille.  And.  haag  acalPs-fkinoii  his  recreant  limbs. 

Aufi.  Well,  ruhhan,  I  mud  pocket  up  there  wrongs, 
Becaufe  

Fault*.  Your  breeches  bell  may  carry  them. 

K.  John.  Philips  what  fay'ft  thou  to  the  cardinal  ? 

Confix  What  mould  he  fay,  but  as  the  cardinal? 

Lewis.  Bethink  you,  father,  for  the  difference 
Is,  purchafe  of  a  heavy  curie  from  Rome, 
Or  the  light  lofs  of  England  for  a  friend. : 

Vol.  IV.  D 
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Forego  the  eafier. 

Blanch.  That's  the  curfe  of  Rome. 

Confi.  O  Lewis,  Hand  fait;  the  devil  tempts  thee 
here  .  . 

In  likcnefs  of  anew  untrimmed  bride. 

Blanch*  The  lady  Conftance  (peaks  not  from  her 
faith, 
But  from  her  need. 

Conft.  O,  if  thou  grant  my  need,s 
Which  only  lives  hut  by  the  death  of  faith, 

That  need  mail  needs  infer  this  principle.,  

That  faith  will  live  again  by  death  of  need : 

O,  then,  tread  down  my  need,  and  faith  mounts  up  ; 

Keep  my  need  up,  and  faith  is  trodden  down. 

K.  John.  The  king  is  mov'd,  andailfwers  not  to  this. 

Gcnft.  O,  be  remov'd  from  him,  and  anfwer  well. 

Ai'fl.  Do  fo,  King  Philip ;  hang  no  more  in  doubt. 

Eaulc.  Hang  nothing  but  a  calf's-  fkin,  mofl  fweet 
lout. 

K.  Phil.  I  am  perplex  Jd,  and  knew  not  what  to  fay, 
Pand.  What  canft  thou  fay,  but  will  perplex  thee 
more, 

If  thou  Hand  excommunicate,  and  curd  ? 

K.  Phil.  Good  reverend  father,  make  my  perfen 
yours, 

And  tell  me,  how  you  would  bellow  yourfelf. 
This  royal  hand  and  mine  are  newly  knit ; 
And  the  conjunction  of  our  inward  fouls 
Marry'd  in  league,  coupled  and  link'd  together 
With  all  religious  ilrength  of  facrcd  vows ; 
The  latert  breath,  that  gave  the  found  of  words, 
Was  deep-fworn  faith,  peace,  amity,  true  love, 
Between  our  kingdoms,  and  our  royal  feives  ; 
And  even  before  this  truce,  but  new  before,— 
No  longer  than  wre  well  could  waih  our  hands, 

To  clap  this  royal  bargain  up  of  peace,  

Heaven  knows,  they  wrere  befmear'dand  over-ftamM 
With  flaughter's  pencil ;  where  revenge  did  paint 
The  fearful  difference  of  lucerne  d  kings; 
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And  fhall  thefe  hands,  fo  lately  purg'd  of  blood, 

So  newly  join'd  in  love,  fo  ftrong  in  both, 

Unyoke  this  feizure,  and  this  kind  regreet  ? 

Play  Fall  and  loofe  with  faith  ?  fo  jell  with  heaven, 

Make  fuch  unconftant  children  of  ourfelves, 

As  now  again  to  match  our  palm  from  palm  ; 

Unfwear  faith  fworn  ;  and  on  the  marriage  bed 

Of  fmiling  peace  to  march  a  bloody  holt, 

And  make  a  riot  on  the  gentle  brow 

Of  true  fmcerity  ?  O  holy  fir, 

My  reverend  father,  let  it  not  be  fo  : 

Out  of  your  grace,  devife,  ordain,  impofe 

Some  gentle  order  ;  and  then  we  fhall  be  bleft 

To  do  your  pleafure,  and  continue  friends. 

Pand.  All  form  is  formlefs,  order  orderlefs, 
Save  what  is  oppofite  to  England's  love. 
Therefore,  to  arms  !  be  champion  of  our  church  ! 
Or  let  the  church,  our  mother,  breathe  her  curfe, 
A  mother's  curie,  on  lier  revolting  fon. 
France,  thou  rnay'fc  hold  a  ferpent  by  the  tongue, 
A  caied  lion  by  the  mortal  paw, 
A  falling  tyger  fafer  by  the  tooth, 
Than  keep  in  peace  that  hand  which  thou  doll  hold. 

K.  Phil.  I  may  disjoin  my  hand,  but  not  my  faith; 

Pand.  So  mak'rt  thou  faith  an  enemy  to  faith  ; 
And,  like  a  civil  war,  fet'ft  oath  to  oath, 
Thy  tongue  againfc  thy  tongue.    O,  let  thy  vow 
Firit  made  to  heaven,  firft  be  to  heaven  performed  : 
That  is,  to  be  the  champion  of  our  church ! 
What  {ince  thou  fworft,  is  fworn  againfl  thyfelf, 
And  may  not  be  performed  by  thyfelf : 
For  that,  which  thou  harT  fworn  to  do  amifs, 
Is 't  not  amifs,  when  it  is  truly  doner 
And  being  not  done,  where  doing  tends  to  ill, 
The  truth  is  then  moil  done  not  doing  it : 
The  better  a 61  of  purpofes  miilook 
Is,  to  miftake  again  ;  though  indirect, 
Yet  indirection  thereby  grows  direct, 
And  falfhood  Elfliopd  cures  ;  as  fire  cools  fire, 
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Within  the  fccrched  veins  of  one  new  bui  n'd. 
It  is  religion,  that  doth  make  vows  kept; 
But  thou  hail  fworn  againil  religion  : 
By  which  thou  fwear' It  againit  the  thing  thou  fwear'it ; 
And  mak'ft  an  oath  the  iurety  for  thy  truth 
Againit  an  oath :  The  truth  thou  art  unfure 
To  fwear,  fwear  only  not  to  be  forfworn  ; 
Elfe,  what  a  mockery  mould  it  be  to  fwear  ? 
But  thou  doll  fwear  only  to  be  fori  worn  ; 
And  moll  forfworn  to  keep  what  thdu  doll  fwear. 
Therefore,  thy  latter  vows,  againit  thy  firfl, 
Is  in  thyfelf  rebellion  to  thyfelf : 
And  better  conqueft  never  canil  thou  make, 
Than  arm  thy  conftant  and  thy  nobler  parts 
Againit  thefe  giddy  loofe  fuggeflions : 
Upon  which  better  part  our  prayers  come  in, 
If  thou  vouchfafe  them;  but,  if  not,  then  know, 
The  peril  of  our  curies  light  on  thee ; 
So  heavy,  as  thou  malt  not  make  them  off, 
But,  in  defpair,  die  under  their  black  weight. 
Auft.  Rebellion,  flat  rebellion  I 
Faille.  Wil't  not  be  ? 
Will  not  acalf's-fkin  Hop  that  mouth  of  thine  ! 
Lewis.  Father,  to  arms! 
Blanch.  Upon  thy  wedding-day  ? 
Againft  the  blood  that  thou  hail  married  ? 
What  mail  our  feaft  be  kept  with  flaughter'dmen  ? 
Shall  braying  trumpets,  and  loud  churiifh  drums, — 
Clamours  of  hell, — be  meafures  to  our  pomp? 
Ohufband,  hear  me!— aye,  alack,  how  new 
Is  hufband  in  my  mouth  ! — even  for  that  name, 
Which  till  this  time  my  tongue  did  ne'er  pronounce, 
Upon  my  knee  I  beg,  go  not  to  arms 
Againft  mine  uncle. 

Qcnft.  O,  upon  my  knee, 
Made  hard  with  kneeling,  I  do  pray  to  thee. 
Thou  virtuous  Dauphin,  alter  not  the  doom 
Fore-thought  by  heaven. 

Blanch.  Nowfealllfeethylove;  what  motive  may 
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Be  Wronger  with,  thee  than  the  name  of  wife? 

Conft.  That  which  npholdeth  him  that  thee  upholds, 
His  honour  :  Oh,  thine  honour,  Lewis,  thine  honour  ! 

Lewis.  I  mufe,  your  majefty  doth  feem  fo  cold, 
When  fuch  profound  refpe&s  do  puli  you  on, 

Pand.  I  will  denounce  a  curfe  upon  his  head. 

K.  Phil.  Thou  malt  not  need :— England,  I'll  fall 
from  thee. 

Co?:ft.  O  fair  return  of  banim'd  majcfly  ! 

Eli.  O  foul  revolt  of  French  inconllancy  ! 

K,  John.  France,  thou  fiialt  rue  this  hour  within 
this  hour. 

Faulc.  Old  time  the  clock-fetter,  that  bald  lex tan 
time, 

Is  it  as  he  will  ?  well  then,  France  fnall  rue. 

Blanch.  The  fan's  o'ercaft  with  blood  :  Fair  day, 
adieu ! 

Which  is  the  fide  that  I  mttft  go  withal  ? 
I  am  with  both  ;  each  army  hath  a  hand  : 
And,  in  their  rage,  I  having  hold  of  both, 
They  whirl  afunaer,  and  difmember  me. 
H  unhand,  I  cmnot  pray  that  thou  may'lt  win  : 
Uncle,  I  needs  mult  pray  that  thou  may'fl  lofe  ; 
Father,  I  may  not  wifh  the  fortune  thine  ; 
Graniam,  i  will  not  with  thy  wilhes  thrive  : 
Whoever  wins,  on  that  fide  fhalJ  I  lofe ; 
A  fibred  lofs,  before  the  match  be  play'd. 

Levjis.  Uady,  with  me;  with  me  thy  fortune  lies. 

Blanch.  There  where  my  fortune  lives,  there  my 
life  dies. 

A ,  'John.  Coufin,  go  draw  our  piuffance  together. — 

[Exit  Fauiconbridge. 
prance,  I  am  burned  up  with  inflaming  wrath ; 
A  rage  whole  heat  hat  a  this  condition, 
That  nothing  can  allay,  no'Jiing  but  bio  3d, 
The  blood,  and  deareft-vala'd  blood  of  France. 
K.  Phil.  Thy  rage  mail  burn  thee  up,  andtliau  malt 
turn 

To  allies,  ere  our  blood  Pa  ill  quench  that  fire: 
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Look  to  thyfelf,  thou  art  in  jeopardy. 

K.  John.  No  more  than  he  that  threats. — To  arms, 
let's  hie  !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

A  field  of  Battle. 

Alarums }    excursions  ;    enter  Faulconbridge,  nvith 

Avjiria's  head. 
Fault.  Now,  by  my  life  this  day  grows  wondrous  hot : 
Some  airy  devil  hovers  in  the  Iky,  v 
And  pours  down  mifchief.    Auitria's  head  lie  there  ; 
While  Philip  breathes. 

Enter  King  John,  Arthur,  and  Hubert. 
K.  John.  Hubert,  keep  this  boy. — Philip,  makeup; 
My  mother  is  a  (Tailed  in  our  tent, 
And  ta'en,  I  fear. 

Faulc.  My  lord,  I  refcu'd  her ; 
Her  highnefs  is  in  fafety,  fear  you  not : 
But  on,  my  liege;  for  very  little  pains 
Will  bring  this  labour  to  an  happy  end.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Alarums,   excurftons ,   retreat.     Re-enter  King  John, 
Elinor,  Arthur,  Faulcon bridge,  Hubert,  and  Lords. . 

K.  John.  So  mail  it  be ;  your  grace  fhall  ftay  be- 
hind, [To  Elinor* 
So  itrongly  guarded. — Coufm,  look  not  fad  : 

[  To  Arthur. 

Thy  Gran  dam  loves  thee  ;  and  thy  uncle  will 
£s  dear  be  to  thee  as  thy  father  was. 

Arth.  O,  this  will  make  my  mother  die  with  grief. 

K.  John.  Coufm,  away  for  England ;  hafte  before.; 

[  To  Faulcon  bridge. 
And,  ere  our  coming,  fee  thou  make  the  bags 
Of  hoarding  abbots ;  imprifoned  angels 
Set  at  liberty  ;  the  fat  ribs  of  peace 
Mull  by  the  hungry  now  be  fed  upon  : 
Ufe  our  commiffioa  in  his  utmclt  force, 
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Faiilc.  Bell  book  and  candle  (hall  not  drive  me  back, 
When  gold  and  filler  becks  me  to  come  on. 
I  leave  your  highnefs  : — Grandam,  I  will  pray 
(If  ever  I  remember  to  be  holy) 
For  your  fair  fafety  ;  fo  I  kifs  your  hand. 

Eli.  Farewell,  gentle  coufin. 

K.John.  Coz,  farewell.  [Exit  Faulc. 

Eli.  Come  hither,  little  kinfman ;  hark,  a  word. 

[  Taking bim  to  one  fide  of  the  ft  age. 

K.  John.  Come  hither,  Hubert,  O  my  gentle  Hubert, 
We  owe  thee  much;  within  this  wall  of  flefti 
There  is  a  foul,  counts  thee  her  creditor, 
And  with  advantage  means  to  pay  thy  love: 
And,  my  good  friend,  thy  voluntary  oath 
Lives  in  this  bofom,  dearly  cherifhed. 
Give  me  thy  hand.    I  had  a  thing  to  lay, — 
But  I  will  lit  it  with  fome  better  time. 
By  heaven,  Hubert,  I  am  almoft  afham'd 
To  fay  what  good  relpedl  I  have  of  thee. 

Hub.  I  am  much  bounden  to  your  majefty. 
K.  John.  Good  friend,  thou  hail:  no  caufe  to  fay  fo 
yet : 

But  thou  fhalt  have ;  and  creep  time  ne'er  fo  flow, 

Yet  it  fhall  come  for  me  to  do  thee  good. 

I  had  a  thing  to  fay, — But  let  it  go  : 

The  fun  is  in  the  heaven,  and  the  proud  day, 

Attended  with  the  pleafures  of  the  world, 

Is  all  too  wanton,  and  too  full  of  gawds, 

To  give  me  audience  : — If  the  midnight  bell 

Did  with  his  iron  tongue  and  brazen  mouth, 

Sound  on  unto  the  drowfy  race  of  night ; 

If  this  fame  were  a  church-yard  where  we  fcand, 

And  thou  poflefTed  with  a  thoufand  wrongs  ; 

Or  if  that  furly  fpirit,  melanc  *oly, 

Had  bak'd  thy  blood,  and  made  it  heavy,  thick  ; 

(Which,  elfe,  runs  tickling  up  and  down  the  yeifts, 

Making  that  ideot,  laughter,  keep  men's  eyes^, 

And  (train  their  cheeks  to  idle  merriment^ 

A  pafTion  hateful  to  my  purposes) 


44 


KING  JOHN. 


Ja  III. 


Or  if  that  thou  could 'ft  fee  me  without  eyes, 
Hear  me  without  thine  ears,  and  make  reply 
Without  a  tongue,  uftng  conceit  alone, 
Without  eyes,  ears,  and  harmful  found  of  words  ; 
Then,  in  defpight  of  broad-ey'd  watchful  day, 
I  would  into  thy  bofom  pour  my  thoughts  : 
But,  ah,  I  will  not : — Yet  I  love  thee  well ; 
And,  by  my  troth,  I  think  thoulov'ft  me  well. 

Hub.  So  well,  thai  what  you  bixi  me  undertake, 
Though  that  my  death  were  adjuncl^to  my  act, 
By  heaven,  I  w  ould  do  it. 

K.  John.  Do  not  I  know  thou  would' ft  ; 
Good  Hubert,  Hubert,  Hubert,  throw  thine  eye 
On  yon  young  boy  :  I'll  tell  thee  what,  my  friend, 
He  is  a  very  Terpent  in  my  way  ; 
And,  wHerefoe'r  this  foot  of  mine  doth  tread, 
He  lies  before  me  :  Doit  thou  underfland  me  ? 
Thou  art  his  keeper, 

Hub.  And  I'll  keep  bim  fo, 
That  he  mall  not  offend  yourmajefty. 
K.  John.  Death. 
Hub.  My  lord? 
K.  John.  A  grave. 
Hub.  He  mall  not  live. 
K.  John.  Enough. 
I  could  be  merry  now  :  Hubert,  I  love  thee  : 
Weil,  I'll  not  fay  what  I  intend  for  thee  : 

Remember.  -Madam,  fare  you  well : 

I'll  fend  thofe  powers  o'er  to  vour  majefty. 
Eli.  My  bleffing  go  with  thee  ! 
K.  John.  For  England,  coufm,  go  : 
Hubert  mall  be  your  man,  attend  on  you 
With  all  true  duty. — ,On  toward  Calais,  ho  ! 

[Exeunt* 

S    C    E    N    E  IV. 

The  French  Court. 
Enter  king  Philip,  Lewis,  Pandulph,  and  Attendants, 

K.  Phil.  So,  by  a  roaring  tempeft  on  the  flood; 
A  whole  armado  of  collected  fail 
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Is  fcatter'd,  and  disjoifl'd  from  fcllowlhip. 

Pand,  Courage  and  comfort !  all  (hall  yet  go  well. 

K.  Phil.  What  can  go  well,  when  we  have  run  fo  ill  ? 
Are  we  not  beaten  ?  Is  not  Angiers  loft  ? 
Arthur  ta'en  prifoner?  divers  dear  friends  flain  ? 
And  bloody  England  into  England  gone, 
O'er-bearing  interruption,  fpite  of  France  ? 

LevAs.  What  he  hath  won,  that  hath  lie  fortifi'd  : 
So  hot  afoeed  with  fuchadv'ice  difpos'd, 
Such  temperate  order  m  fo  fierce  a  caufe, 
Doth  want  example:  Who  hath  read,  or  heard 
Of  any  kindred  action  like  to  this  ? 

K.  Phil.  Well  could  I  bear  that  England  had  this 
praife, 

So  we  could  find  fome  pattern  of  our  fhame. 

Enter  Conftance. 
Look,  who  comes  here  1  a  grave  unto  a  foul ; 
Holding  the  eternal  fpirit,  again!!  her  will, 
In  the  vile  prifon  of  afflicted  breath : — 
I  pr'ythee,  lady,  go  away  with  me. 

Conft%  Lo,  now  !  now  fee  the  iffue  of  your  peace  ! 

K.  Phil.   Patience,  good  lady !  comfort,  gentle 
Conflance ! 

Conft.  No,  I  defy  all  counfel,  all  redrefs, 
But  that  which  ends  all  counfel,  true  redrefs, 
Death,  death: — Oh  amiable,  lovely  death! 
Thou  odoriferous  flench* I  found  rottennefs ! 
Arife  forth  from  the  couch  of  lafcing  night, 
Thou  hate  and  terror  to  profperity, 
And  I  will  kifs  thy  deteftable  bones  ; 
And  put  my  eye-balls  in  thy  vaulty  brows ; 
And  ring  thefe  lingers  with  thy  houfhold  worms ; 
And  flop  this  gap  of  breath  with  fulfome  dull, 
And  be  a  carrion  monfter  like  thyfelf : 
Come,  grin  on  me  ;  and  I  will  think  thou  fmiril, 
And  bufs  thee  as  thy  wife !  Mifery's  love, 
Oh,  come  to  me  ! 

K.  Phil.  Oh  fair  aBiiction,  peace. 

Conft.  No,  no,  I  will  not,  having  breath  to  cry  : 
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Oh,  that  my  tongue  were  in  the  thunders  mouth  ! 
Then  with  a  paffion  would  I  make  the  world ; 
And  roufe  from  fleep  that  fell  anatomy, 
Which  cannot  hear  a  lady's  feeble  voice, 
Which  fcorns  a  modern  invocation. 

Pa-ad.  Lady,  you  utter  madnefs,  and  not  fcrrow. 

Cgnft.  Thou  art  unholy  to  belie  me  fo  ; 
I  am  not  mad ;  this  hair  I  tear,  is  mine  ; 
My  name  is  Conftance  ;  I  was  Geffrey's  wife  ; 
Young  Arthur  is  my  fon,  and  he  is  Ibft  : 
I  am  not  mad  ; — I  would  to  heaven,  I  were  ! 
For  then,  'tis  like  I  mould  forget  myfelf : 
Oh,  if  I  could,  what  grief  mould  I  forget ! 
Preach  fome  philofophy  to  make  me  mad, 
And  thou  malt  be  canoniz'd,  cardinal.; 
For,  being  not  mad,  but  fenfible  of  grief, 
My  reafonable  part  produces  reafon 
How  I  may  be  deliver  d  of  thefe  woes, 
And  teaches  me  to  kill  or  hang  myfelf : 
If  I  were  mad,  I  fhc^1  i  forget  my  fon  ; 
Or  madly  think,  a  babe  of  clouts  were  he  : 
I  am  not  mad  ;  too  well,  too  well  I  feel 
The  different  plague  of  each  calamity. 

K.  Phil.  Bind  up  thofe  treffes :  Oh,'what  love  I  note 
In  the  fair  multitude  of  thofe  her  hairs ! 
Where  but  by  chance  a  filver  drop  hath  fallen, 
Even  to  that  drop  ten  thoufand  wiry  friends 
Do  glew  themfelves  in  fociable  grief; 
Like  true,  infeparable,  faithful  loves, 
Sticking  together  in  calamity. 

Conft.  To  England,  if  you  will. 

K.  PhiL  Bind  up  your  hairs. 

Conft.  Yes,  that  I  will :  And  wherefore  will  I  do  it  ? 
I  tore  them  from  their  bonds ;  and  cry'd  aloud, 
"  Oh  that  thefe  hands  could  fo  redeem  my  fon, 
"  As  they  have  given  thefe  hairs  their  liberty  If 
But  now  I  envy  at  their  liberty, 
And  will  again  commit  them  to  their  bonds, 
Becaufe  my  poor  child  is  a  prifoner. — — 
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And,  father  cardinal,  I  have  heard  you  fay, 

That  we  fhall  fee  and  know  our  friends  in  heaven  : 

If  that  be  true,  I  fhall  fee  my  boy  again  ; 

For,  fmce  the  birth  of  Cain,  the  firft  male  child, 

To  him  that  did  but  yeilerday  ftafpire, 

There  was  not  fuch  a  gracious  creature  born. 

Eut  now  will  canker  forrow  eat  my  bud, 

And  chafe  the  native  beauty  from  his  cheek, 

And  he  will  look  as  hollow  as  a  ghoit ; 

As  dim  and  meagre  as  an  ague's  fit : 

And  fo  he'll  die;  and,  riling  fo  again, 

When  I  mall  meet  him  in  the  court  of  heaven 

I  fhall  not  know  him  ;  therefore  never,  never 

Mult.  I  behold  my  pretty  Arthur  more: 

Pa?id.  You  hold  too  heinous  a  refpecl  of  grief. 

Ccnft.  He  talks  to  me,  that  never  had  a  fon. 

K.  Phil.  You  are  as  fond  of  grief,  as  of  your  child. 

Conft.  Grief  fills  the  room  up  of  my  abfent  child, 
Lies  in  his  bed,  walks  up  and  down  with  me  ; 
Puts  on  his  pretty  looks,  repeats  his  words, 
Remembers  me  of  all  his  gracious  parts, 
Stufrs  out  his  vacant  garments  with  his  form  ; 
Then,  have  I  reafon  to  be  fond  of  grief. 
Fare  you  well ;  had  you  fuch  a  lofs  as  I, 
I  could  give  better  comfort  than  you  do. — 
I  will  not  keep  this  form  upon  my  head, 

[Tearing  off  her  head-drefs. 
When  there  is  fuch  diforder  in  my  wit. 
I  O  lord  !  my  boy,  my  Arthur,  my  fair  fon  ! 
My  life,  my  joy,  my  food,  my  all  the  world  ! 
My  widow-comfort,  and  my  forrow s' cure  !  [Exit. 

K.  Phil.  I  fear  fome  outrage,  and  I'll  follow  her. 

[Exit. 

I     Leivis.  There's  nothing  in  this  world  can  make 
me  joy  : 

Life  is  as  tedious  as  a  tw ice-told  tale, 

Vexing  the  dull  ear  of  a  drowfy  man  ; 

And  bitter  ihame  hath  fpoil'd  the  fweet  world's  tafte* 

That  it  yields  nought,  but  mame,  and  bitternefs. 
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Fund.  Before  the  curing  of  a  itrong  difeafe, 
Even  in  the  iriftant  of  repair  and  health, 
The  fit  is  ftrongeft;  evils,  that  take  leave, 
On  their  departure  moil  of  all  fhew  evil  : 
What  have  you  loft  by  lofing  of  this  day  ? 

Lewis.  All  days  of  glory,  joy,  and  happinefs. 

Pand.  If  you  had  won  it,  certainly  you  had. 
No,  no  ;  when  fortune  means  to  men  moll  good, 
She  looks  upon  them  with  a  threatening  eye. 
'Tis  ilrange,  to  think  how  much  king  John  hath  loll 
In  this  which  he  accounts  fo  clearly  won  : 
Are  not  you  griev'd,  that  Arthur  is  his  prifoner  ? 

Lewis.  As  heartily,  as  he  is  glad  he  hath  him. 

Pand.  Your  mind  is  all,  as  youthful  as  your  blood, 
Now  hear  me  fpeak,  with  a  prophetic  fpirit : 
For  even  the  breath  of  what  I  mean  to  fpeak 
Shall  blow  eachduft,  each  ftraw,  each  little  rub, 
Out  of  the  path  which  (hall  directly  lead 
Thy  foot  to  England's  throne  ?  and,  therefore,  mark, 
John  hath  feiz'd  Arthur ;  and  it  cannot  be, 
That,  whiles  warm  life  plays  in  that  infant's  veins, 
The  mifplac'd  John  ihould  entertain  an  hour, 
One  minute,  nay,  one  quiet  breath  of  reft : 
A  fceptre,  fnatch'd  with  any  unruly  hand, 
Muft  be  as  boifteroufiy  main  tain' d  as  gain' d : 
And  he,  that  fcands  upon  a  flippery  place, 
Makes  nice  of  no  vile  hold  to  flay  him  up  : 
That  John  may  Hand,  then  Arthur  needs  muft  fall ; 
So  be  it,  for  it  cannot  be  but  fo. 

Lewis.  But  what  mail  I  gain  by  young  Arthur's  fall ! 

Pand.  You,  in  the  right  of  lady  Blanch  your  wife, 
May  then  make  all  the  claim  that  Arthur  did. 

Lewis.  And  lofe  it,  life  and  all.  as  Arthur  did. 

Pand.  How  green  you  are,  and  frelh  in  this  old 
world  ! 

John  lays  you  plots  ;  the  times  confpire  with  you  : 
For  he,  that  deeps  his  fafety  in  true  blood, 
Shall  find  but  bloody  fafety,  and  untrue. 
This  a<2,  fo  evilly  born,  .fhall  cool  the  hearts 
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Of  all  his  people,  and  freeze  up  their  zeal ; 
That  none  fo  lmall  advantage  fhall  ftep  forth, 
To  check  his  reign,  but  they  will  cherifh  it : 
No  natural  exhalation  in  tlie  fky, 
No  fcape  of  nature,  no  diftemper'd  day, 
No  common  wind,  no  cuftomed  event, 
But  they  will  pluck  away  his  natural  caufe, 
And  call  them  meteors,  prodigies,  and  fgns, 
Abortives,  prefages,  and  tongues  of  heaven, 
Plainly  denouncing  vengeance  upon  John. 

Lezvis.  May  be,  he  will  not  touch  young  Arthur's 
life, 

But  hold  himfelf  fare  in  his  prifonment. 

Panci.  O,  fir,  when  he  fhall  hear  of  your  approach. 
If  that  young  Arthur  be  not  gone  already, 
Even  at  that  news  he  dies  :  and  then  the  hearts 
Of  all  his  people  mall  revolt  from  him, 
And  kifs  the  lips  of  unacquainted  change  ; 
And  pick  ilrong  matter  of  revolt,  and  wrath* 
Out  of  the  bloody  fingers'  ends  of  John. 
Methinks,  I  fee  this  hurly  all  on  foot ; 
And,  O,  what  better  matter  breeds  for  you, 
Than  I  have  nanvd  ? — The  bafcard  Faulconbridge 
Is  now  in  England,  ranfackinp-  the  church, 
Offending  charity  :  If  but  a  dozen  French 
Were  there  in  arms,  they  would  be  as  a  call 
To  train  ten  thoufand  Englifth  to  their  fide  ; 
Or,  as  a  little  fnow,  tumbled  about, 
Anon  becomes  a  mountain.    O  noble  Dauphin, 
Gov/ith  me  to  the  king  ;  ?Tis  wonderful 
What  may  be  wrought  out  of  their  difcontent  : 
Now  that  their  fouls  are  top-full  of  o'Fence, 
For  England  go  ;  I  will  whet  on  the  king. 

Lezvis.  Strong  reafons  make  ftrcng  actions  :■ — -Let 
us  go  i 

If  you  fay,  ay,  the  king  will  not  fay,  no. 

[Mxcuut^ 
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ACT     IV.        SCENE  I. 

England. 

Northampton.    A  room  in  the  cajtle. 
Enter  Hubert,  and  Executioners. 
Rub.  TTEAT  me  thefe  irons  hot  ;  and,  look  thou 

AX  ftand 
Within  the  arras ;  when  I  ftrike  my  fpot 
Upon  the  bofom  of  the  ground,  rum  forth ; 
And  bind  the  boy,  which  you  mall  find  with  me, 
Fall  to  the  chair  ;  be  heedful ;  hence,  and  watch. 
Exec.  I  hope,  your  warrant  will  bear  out  the  deed. 
Hub.  Uncleanly  fcruples !  Fear  not  you ;  look  to't. — 

[  Exeunt  Executioners. 
Young  lad,  come  forth  ;  I  have  to  fay  with  you. 
Enter  Arthur. 
Arth.  Good  morrow,  Hubert. 
Hub.  Good  morrow,  little  prince. 
Arth.  As  little  prince  (having  fo  great  a  title 
To  be  more  prince)  as  may  be. — You  are  fad. 
Hub.  Indeed,  I  have  been  merrier. 
Arth.  Mercy  on  me  ! 
Methinks,  no  body  mould  be  fad,  but  I  : 
Yet,  I  remember,  when  I  was  in  France, 
Young  gentlemen  would  be  as  fad  as  nighl, 
Only  for  wantonnefs.    By  my  chrirlendpm, 
So  I  were  out  of  prifon,  and  kept  meep, 
I  mould  be  as  merry  as  the  day  is  long  ; 
And  fo  I  would  be  here,  but  that  I  doubt 
My  uncle  praclifes  more  harm  to  me  : 
He  is  afraid  of  me  and  I  of  him  : 
Is  it  my  fault  that  I  was  Geffrey's  fon  r 
No,  indeed,  is't  not :  And  I  would  to  heaven, 
I  were  your  fon,  fo  you  would  love  me,  Hubert. 

Hub.  If  I  talk  to  him,  with  his  innocent  prate, 
He  will  awake  my  mercy,  which  lies  dead: 
Therefore  I  will  be  fudden,  and  difpatch.  \_Afide. 
Jrth.  Are  you  hxk,  Hubert  ?  you  look  pale  to-day  : 
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In  (both,  I  would  you  were  a  little  fick; 

That  I  might  fit  all  night,  and  watch  with  you  : 

I  warrant,  I  love  you  mere  thrm  yaa  do  me. 

Hub.  His  words  do  take  poifeilicn  of  my  bofom. — 

Read  here,  young  Arthur   Shewing  a  paper. 

How  now,  fcoliih  rheum  !  [Jjfide. 

Turning  difpiteous  torture  out  of  door? 

I  muft  be  brief ;  left  refolution  drop 

Out  at  mine  eyes,  in  tender  womanifh  tears. — 

Can  you  not  read  it  ?  is  it  not  fair  writ  ? 

Arth.  Too  fairly,  Hubert,  for  fo  foul  effect : 
Mult  you  with  hot  irons  burn  out  both  mine  eyes  ? 

Hub.  Young  boy,  I  mull. 

Arth.  And  will  you  ? 

Hub.  And  I  will. 

Arth.  Have  you  the  heart  ?  When,  your  head  did 
but  ake, 

I  knit  my  handkerchief  about  your  brows, 

(The  bell  I  had,  a  princefs  wrought  it  me) 

And  I  did  never  afk  it  y@u  again  : 

And  with  my  hand  at  midnight  held  your  head  ; 

And,  like  the  watchful  minutes  to  the  hour, 

Still  and  anon  chear'd  up  the  heavy  time  ; 

Saying,  What  lack  you  ?  and,  Where  lies  your  grief? 

Or,  What  good  love  may  I  perform  for  you  ? 

Many  a  poor  man's  fon  would  hare  lain  fUll, 

And  ne'er  have  fpoke  a  loving  word  to  you  ; 

But  you  at  your  fick  fervice  had  a  prince. 

Nay,  you  may  think,  my  love  was  crafty  love* 

And  call  it,  cunning  :  Do,  an  if  you  will : 

If  heaven  be  pleas'd  that  you  muft  ufe  me  ill, 

Why,  then  you  muft. — Will  you  put  out  mine  eyes 

Thefe  eyes,  that  never  did,  nor  never  mall, 

So  much  as  frown  on  you  ? 

Hub.  I  have  fworn  to  do  it  ; 
And  with  hot  irons  mull  I  burn  them  out. 

Arth.  Ah,  none,  but  in  this  iron  age,  would  do  it ! 
The  iron  of  itfeif,  though  heat  red-hot, 
Approaching  near  thefe  eyes,  would  drink  my  tears,, 
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And  quench  this  fiery  indignation, 

Even  in  the  matter  of  mine  innocence  : 

Nay,  after  that,  confume  away  in  rult, 

But  for  containing  fire  to  harm  mine  eye. 

Are  you  more  ftubborn-hard  than  hammer'd  iron  ? 

An  if  an  angel  mould  have  come  to  me, 

And  told  me,  Hubert  mould  put  out  mine  eyes, 

I  would  not  have  believ'd  him  ;  no  tongue,  but 

Hubert's .    [  Hubert  ft  amps,  and  the  men  enter. 

Huh.  Come  forth  ;  do  as  I  bid  you  do. 

Arth.  O,  fave  me,  Hubert,  fave  me  !  my  eyes  are 
out, 

Even  with  the  fierce  looks  of  thefe  bloody  men. 

Hub.  Give  me  the  iron,  I  fay,  and  bind  him  here. 

Arth.  Alas,  what  need  you  be  fo  boiftrous-rough  ? 
J  will  not  ftruggle,  I  will  ft  and  ftone-ftill. 
For  heaven's  fake,  Hubert,  let  me  not  be  bound ! 
Nay,  hear  me,  Hubert !  drive  thefe  men  away, 
And  I  will  fit  as  quiet  as  a  lamb  ; 
I  will  not  ftir,  nor  wince,  nor  fpeak  a  word, 
Nor  look  upon  the  iron  angerly : 
Thruft  but  thefe  men  away,  and  I'll  forgive  you, 
Whatever  torment  you  do  put  me  to. 

Hub.  Go,  fland  within ;  let  me  alone  with  him. 

Exec*  I  am  bell  pleas'd  to  be  from  fuch  a  deed. 

[Exeunt. 

Arth.  Alas,  I  then  have  chid  away  my  friend  ;  • 
He  hath  a  ftern  look,  but  a  gentle  heart : — 
Let  him  come  back,  that  his  compaiTion  may- 
Give  life  to  yours. 

Hub.  Come,  boy,  prepare  yourfelf. 

Arth.  Is  there  no  remedy? 

Huh.  None,  but  to  lofe  your  eyes. 

Arth.  O  heaven: — tfiat "there  were  but  a  moth  in 

}CITS, 

A  g£ain,  a  dull,  a  gnat,  a  wandering  hair, 

Any  annoyance  in  tiiat  precious  fenfe  ! 

Then  feeling  what  fmafi  things  are  boiftrous  there, 

Your  vile  intent  mult  needs  feem  horrible. 
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Hub.  Is  this  your  promife  ?  go  to,  hold  your 
tongue. 

Artb.  Hubert,  the  utterance  of  a  brace  of  tongues 
Muft  needs  want  pleading  for  a  pair  of  eyes  : 
Let  me  not  hold  my  tongue  !  let  me  not,  Hubert ! 
Or,  Hubert,  if  you  will,  cut  out  my  tongue, 
So  I  may  keep  mine  eyes ;  O,  fpare  mine  eyes : 
Though  to  no  ufe,  but  Hill  to  look  on  you  ! 
Lo,  by  my  troth,  the  inftrument  is  cold, 
And  would  not  harm  me. 

Hub.  I  can  heat  it,  boy. 

Artb.  No,  in  good  footh ;  the  lire  is  dead  with  grief, 
Being  create  for  comfort,  to  be  usM 
In  undeferv'd  extremes :  See  elfe  yourfelf ; 
There  is  no  malice  in  this  burning  coal ; 
The  breath  of  heaven  hath  blown  his  fpirit  out, 
And  ftrew'd  repentant  allies  on  his  head. 

Hub,  But  with  my  breath  I  can  revive  it,  boy. 

Arih.  And  if  you  do,  you  will  but  make  it  biufh, 
And  glow  with  ihame  of  your  proceedings.,  Hubert; 
Nay,  it  perchance,  will  fpafkle  in  your  eyes  ; 
And,  like  a  dog,  that  is  compell'd  to  fight, 
Snatch  at  his  mafcer  that  doth  tarre  him  on. 
All  things,  that  you  mould  ufe  to  do  me  wrong, 
Deny  their  office ;  only  you  do  lack 
That  mercy,  which  fierce  fire,  and  iron,  extends-, 
Creatures  of  note  for  mercy-lacking  ufes. 

Hub.  Well,  fee  to  live  :  I  will  not  touch  thine  eve 
For  all  the  treafure  that  thine  uncle  ewes : 
Yet  am  I  fworn,  and  I  did  purpofe,  boy, 
With  this  fame  very  iron  to  burn  them  out. 

Artb.  O,  now  you  look  like  Hubert !  all  this  while 
You  v/ere  difguiied. 

Hub.  Peace  :  no  more.    Adieu" ; 
Your  uncle  mull  not  know  but  you  are  dead  ; 
I'll  fill  theie  dogged  fpies  with  fa  lie  reports. 
And,  pretty  child,  fleep  doubtlefs,  and  fecure, 
That  Hubert,  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  world, 
Will  not  offend  thee. 

Ez 
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Artb.  O  heaven! — I  thank  yo-i,  Hubert. 
Hub.  Silence  ;  no  more  :  Go  clcfely  in  with  me  ; 
Much  danger  do  I  undergo  for  thee.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  U, 
The  Court  of  England. 
Enter  King  John,  Pembroke,  Salijlury,  and  other  lords. 

K.  John.  Here  once  again  we  fit,  once  again  crown'd, 
And  look'd  upon,  I  hope,  with  cheerful  eyes. 

Pemb.  This  once  again,  but  that,  your  highnefs 
pleas'd, 

Was  once  fupeniuous :  you  were  crown'd  before, 
And  that  high  royalty  was  ne'er  pluck'd  off; 
The  faiths  of  men  ne'er  iiained  with  revolt; 
Frefn  expectation  troubled  not  the  land 
With  any  long'd-for  change,  or  better  ftate. 

Sal.  Therefore,  to  be  poiTefs'd  with  double  pomp^ 
To  guard  a  title  that  was  rich  before, 
To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lily, 
To  throw  a  perfume  on  the  violet, 
To  fmooth  the  ice,  or  add  another  hue 
Unto  the  rainbow,  or  with  taper-light 
To  feek  the  beauteous  eye  of  heaven  to  garnim, 
Is  wakeful,  and  ridiculous  excefs. 

Pemb.  But  that  your  royal  pleafure  muff  be  done, 
This  act  is  as  an  ancient  tale  new  told ; 
And,  in  the  laft  repeating,  trcublefome, 
Being  urged  at  a  time  unfeafonable. 

Sal.  In  this,  the  antique  and  well -no ted  face 
Of  plain  eld  form  is  much  disfigured  : 
And,  like  a  fhifted  wind  unto  a  fail, 
It  makes  the  courfe  of  thoughts  to  fetch  about ; 
Startles  and  frights  coniideration ; 
Makes  found  opinion  nxk,  and  truth  fufpecled, 
For  putting  on  fo  new  a  falhion'd  robe. 

Prmb.  When  workmen  ilrive  to  do  better  than  well, 
They  do  confound  their  Ikill  in  covetoufnefs  : 
And,  oftentimes,  excufmg  of  a  fault 
Do  make  a  fault  the  worfe  by  the  excufe  ; 
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As  patches,  fet  upon  a  little  breach, 
Diicredit  mere  in  hiding  of  the  fault, 
Than  did  the  fault  before  it  was  fo  patcVd. 

Sal.  To  this  effect,  before  }  ou  were  new-crown'd, 
We  breath'd  our  counfel ;  but  it  pleas'dyour  highnefs 
To  over-bear  it ;  and  we  are  all  well  pleas  ?cl  ; 
Since  all  and  every  part  of  what  we  would, 
Mini  make  a  Hand  at  what  your  highnefs  will. 

K.  John.  Some  reafons  of  this  double  coronation 
I  have  poiFefs'd  ycu  with,  and  think  them  rlronp : 
And  more,  more  ftrong  (when  leiTer  is  mv  fear) 
I  mall  endue  you  with  :  Meantime,  but  ai'k 
What  you  would  have  referm'd,  that  is  not  well; 
And  well  lhall  you  perceive,  how  willingly 
I  will  both  hear,  and  grant  you  your  requeits. 

Pemb.  Then  I, (as  one  that  am  the  tongue  of  thefe, 
To  found  the  purnofes  of  all  their  hearts) 
Both  for  m}  (elf  and  them  (but,  chief  of  all, 
Your  fafety,  for  the  which  myfelf  and  them 
Bend  their  bell:  ftudies)  heartily  requefl 
The  en  franc  hifement  of  Arthur  ;  whofe  reilraint 
Doth  move  the  murmuring  lips  of  difcoutent 
To  break  into  this  dangerous  argument :—  - 
If,  what  in  reft  you  have,  in  right  you  hold, 
Why  then  your  fears  (which  as  they  fay,  attend 
The  fleps  of  wrong)  mould  move  you  to  mew  up 
Your  tender  kinfman,  and  to  choak  his  days 
With  barbarous  ignorance,  and  deny  his  youth 
The  rich  advantage  of  good  exerciie  ? 
That  the  time's  enemies  may  not  have  this 
To  grace  cccafions,  let  it  be  our  fuit, 
That  you  have  bid  us  afk  his  liberty  ; 
Which  for  our  goods  we  do  no  further  afk, 
Than  whereupon  our  weal,  on  you  depending, 
Counts  it  your  weal,  he  have  his  liberty. 

K.  John.  Let  it  be  fo ;  I  do  commit  his  youth 
Enter  Hubert. 
To  your  direction, — Hubert,  what  news  with  you  ? 
J*mk  This  is  the  man  mould  do  the  bloody  deed  ; 
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He  fnew'd  his  warrant  to  a  friend  of  mine: 
The  image  of  a  wicked  htnious  fault 
Lives  in  his  eye  :  that  ciofe  afpecl  of  his 
Does  fhew  the  mood  of  a  much-troubled  breafl ; 
And  I  do  fearfully  believe,  'tis  done, 
What  we  fo  fear'd  he  had  a  charge  to  do. 

Sal.  The  colour  of  the  king  doth  come  and  go, 
Between  his  purpofe  and  his  conicience, 
Like  heralds  'twixt  two  dreadful  battles  fet : 
His  paffion  is  fo  ripe,  it  needs  muiiSbreak. 

Pemb.  And,  when  it  breaks,  I  fear  will  iiTue  thence 
The  foul  corruption  of  a  fweet  child's  death. 

K.  John.  We  cannot  hold  mortality  'sflrong  hand: — 
Good  lords,  although  my  will  to  give  is  living, 
The  fuit  which  you  demand  is  gone  and  dead  : 
He  tells  us,  Arthur  is  deceas'd  to  night. 

Sal.  Indeed,  we  fear'd,  his  fickneis  was  pail  cure. 

Pemb.  Indeed,  we  heard  how  near  his  death  he  was, 
Before  the  child  himfelf  felt  he  was  fick : 
This  mull  be  anfwer'd,  either  here  or  hence. 

K.  John.  Why  do  you  bend  fuch  folemn  brows  on 
me  ? 

Think  you  I  bear  the  Ihears  of  deiliny  ? 
Have  I  commandment  on  the  pulfe  of  life  ? 

Sal.  It  is  apparent  foul-play  ;  and  'tis  fhame, 
That  greatnefs  mould  fo  grofsly  offer  it : 
So  thrive  it  in  your  game  !  and  fo  farewell. 

Pemb.  Stay  yet,  lord  Saliibury  ;  I'll  go  with  thee, 
And  find  the  inheritance  of  this  poor  child, 
His  little  kingdom  of  a  forced  grave. 
That  blood,  which  own'd  the  breadth  of  all  this  ifle, 
Three  foot  of  it  doth  hold  :  Bad  world  the  while  ! 
This  mult  not  be  thus  borne  ;  this  will  break  out 
To  all  our  forrows,  and  ere  long  I  doubt.  [Excunfc 

K.  John.  They  burn  in  indignation  ;  I  repent : 
There  is  no  Aire  foundation  fet  on  blood  ; 

No  certain  life  atchiev'd  by  others  death.  

Enter  a  MeJJenger. 
A  fearful  eye  thou  hall :  Where  is  that  blood, 
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That  I  have  feen  inhabit  in  thofe  cheeks  ? 

So  foul  a  Iky  clears  not  without  a  florm  : 

Pour  down  thy  weather :— How  goes  all  in  France  ? 

Mef  From  France  to  England  .—Never  fucli  a  power 
From  any  foreign  preparation, 
Was  levy'd  in  the  body  of  a  land  ! 
The  copy  of  your  fpeed  is  learn' d  by  them  ; 
For  when  you  mould  be  told  they  do  prepare, 
The  tidings  come,  that  they  are  all  arrived. 

K.  John.   O,  where  hath  c^ur  intelligence  been 
drunk  ? 

Where  hath  it  flept  ?  Where  is  my  mother's  care  ? 
That  fuch  an  army  could  be  drawn  in  France, 
And  flie  not  hear  of  it  ? 

Mef  My  liege,  her  ear 
Is  it  opt  with  duft  ;  the  firft  of  April,  dy'd 
Your  noble  mother :  And,  as  I  hear,  my  lord, 
The  lady  Conilance  in  a  frenzy  dy'd 
Three  days  before  :  but  this  from  rumour's  tongue 
I  idly  heard :  if  true  or  falfe,  I  know  not. 

K.  John.  Withhold  thy  fpeed,  dreadful  occafion ! 
O,  make  a  league  with  me,  till  I  have  pleas'd 
My  discontented  peers  ! — -What !  mother  dead  ? 
How  wildly  then  walks  my  eflate  in  France  ? 
Under  whofe  conduct  came  thofe  powers  of  France, 
That,  thou  for  truth  giv'ft  out,  are  landed  here  ? 

Mef.  Under  the  Dauphin. 

Enter  Faulconhridge  and  Peter  of  Pomfret. 

K.  John.  Thou  hail  made  me  giddy 
With  thefe  ill  tidings.— Now,  what  fays  the  world 
To  your  proceedings  ?  do  not  feek  to  fluff 
My  head  with  more  ill  news,  for  it  is  full. 

Faulc.  But,  if  you  be  afeard  to  hear  the  worft., 
Then  let  the  worft,  unheard,  fall  on  your  head. 

K.  John.  Bear  with  me,  coufm  ;  for  I  was  arnaz'd 
Under  the  tide  ;  but  now  I  breathe  again 
Aloft  the  flood  ;  and  can  give  audience 
To  any  tongue,  fpeak  it  of  what  it  will. 

Faulc,  How  I  have  fped  among  the  clergymen, 
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The  fums  I  have  colleded  fhall  exprefs. 
But,  as  I  travell'd  hither  through  the  land, 
I  find  the  people  ftrarigely  fantafy'd  ; 
PofTefs'd  with  rumours,  full  of  idle  dreams ; 
Not  knowing  what  they  fear,  but  full  of  fear  : 
And  here's  a  prophet,  that  I  brought  with  me 
From  forth  the  flreets  of  Pomfret,  whom  I  found 
With  many  hundreds  treading  on  his  heels ; 
To  whom  he  fung,  in  rude  harm-founding  rhimes, 
That,  ere  the  next  Afcenfion-day  at  noon, 
Your  highnefs  fhould  deliver  up  your  crown. 

K.  John.  Thou  idle  dreamer,  wherefore  didflthou 
fay  fo  ? 

Peter.  Fore-knowing  that  the  truth  will  fall  out  fo. 

K.  John.  Hubert,  away  with  him ;  imprifon  him  ; 
And  on  that  day  at  noon,  whereon,  he  fays, 
I  mall  yield  up  my  crown,  let  him  be  hang'd  ; 
Deliver  him  to  fafety,  and  return, 
For  I  mull  ufe  thee. — O  my  gentle  coufm, 

[Exit  Hubert,  with  Peter. 
Hear'fl  thou  the  news  abroad,  who  are  arriv'd  ? 

Fazdc.  The  French,  my  lord ;  men's  mouths  are 
full  of  it: 

Befides,  I  met  lord  Bigot,  and  lord  Salifhury, 
(With  eyes  as  red  as  new  enkindled  tire) 
And  others  more,  going  to  feek  the  grave 
Of  Arthur,  who,  they  fay,  is  kiil'd  to-night 
On  your  fuggeflion. 

K.  John.  Gentle  kinfman,  go, 
And  thftuft  thyfelf  into  their  companies  : 
I  have  a  way  to  win  their  loves  again ; 
Bring  them  before  me. 

Panic,  i  will  feek  them  out. 

K.  John.  Nay,  but  make  haile ;  the  better  foot 
before. — 
O,  let  me  have  no  fubjeci  enemies, 
When  adverfe  foreigners  affright  my  towns 
With  dreadful  pomp  of  flout  invafion  !— 
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Be  Mercury,  fet  feathers  to  thy  heels ; 
And  fly,  like  thought,  from  them  to  me  again. 
Faulc.  The  fpirit  of  the  time  mall  teach  me  fpeed. 

[Exit. 

K.  Job?:.  Spoke  like  afprightful  noble  gentleman. 
Go  after  him  ;  for  he,  perhaps,  mall  need 
Some  mefTenger  betwixt  me  and  the  peers  ; 
And  be  thou  he. 
Mef.  With  all  my  heart,  my  liege.  [Exh. 
K.  John.  My  mother  dead. 

Re-enter  Hubert. 
Hub.  My  lord,  they  fay,  live  moons  were  feen  to- 
night : 

Four  fixed  ;  and  the  fifth  did  whirl  about 
The  other  four,  in  wond'rous  motion. 

K.  John.  Five  moons  ? 

Hub.  Old  men,  and  beldams,  in  the  ftreets 
Do  prophefy  upon  it  dangeroufly  : 
Young  Arthur's  death  is  common  in  their  mouths  : 
And  when  they  talk  of  him,  they  make  their  heads, 
And  whifper  one  another  in  the  ear ; 
And  he,  that  fp^aks,  doth  gripe  the  hearer's  wrift ; 
Whilft.  he,  that  hears,  makes  fearful  a&ion 
With  wrinkled  brows,  with  nods,  with  rolling  eyes. 
I  faw  a  fmith  Hand  with  his  hammer,  thus, 
The  whilft  his  iron  did  on  the  anvil  cool, 
With  open  mouth  fvvallowing  a  taylor's  news  ; 
Who,  with  his  fhears  and  meafure  in  his  hand, 
Standing  on  dippers  (which  his  nimble  hafte 
Had  falfely  thruft  upon  contrary  feet) 
Told  of  a  many  thoufand  warlike  French, 
That  were  embattled  and  rank'd  in  Kent: 
Another  lean  unwahYd  artificer 
Cuts  off  his  tale,  and  talks  of  Arthur's  death. 

K.  John.  Why  feek'fl  thou  to  pofTefs  me  with  thefe 
fears  ? 

Why  urgeft  thou  fo  oft  young  Arthur's  death? 
Thy  hand  hath  murder'd  him  ;  I  had  a  mighty  caufe 
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To  wifli  him  dead,  but  thou  hadft  none  to  kill  him. 
Hub.  Had  none,  my  lord  !  why,  did  not  you  pro- 
voke me  ? 

K.  John,  It  is  the  curie  of  kings,  to  be  attended 
By  flaves,  that  take  their  humours  for  a  warrant 
To  break  within  the  bloody  houfe  of  life : 
And,  on  the  winking  of  authority, 
To  underftand  a  law  ;  to  know  the^meaning 
Of  dangerous  majefty,  when,  perchance,  it  frowns 
More  upon  humour  than  advis'd  refpeft. 

■Hub-.  Here  is  your  hand  and  ieal  for  what  I  did. 

K.  John.  Oh,  when  the  laft  account  'twixt  heaven 
and  earth 

Is  to  be  made,  then  mall  this  hand  and  feal 

Witnefs  againft  us  to  damnation  ! 

How  oft  the  light  cf  means  to  do  ill  deeds, 

Makes  deeds  ill  done  ?  Had 'ft  not  thou  been  by, 

A  fellow  by  the  hand  of  nature  mark'd, 

Quoted,  and  fighM  to  do  a  deed  of  fhanie, 

This  murder  had  not  come  into  my  mind  : 

But,  taking  note  of  thy  abhorr'd  afpecl, 

Finding  thee  fit  for  bloody  villainy, 

Apt,  liable,  to  be  employed  in  danger, 

I  faintly  broke  with  thee  of  Arthur's  death  ; 

And  thou,  to  be  endeared  to  a  king, 

Mad'ft  it  no  conscience  to  deftroy  a  prince. 

Hub.  My  lord,—-  J 
K.  John.  Had'ftthou  but  iliook  thy  head,  or  made 
a  paufe, 

When  I  fpake  darkly  what  I  purpofed ; 

Or  turn'd  an  eye  of  doubt  upon  my  face  : 

Or  bid  me  tell  my  tale  in  exprefs  words ; 

Beep  fhame  had  ftruck  me  dumb,  made  me  break  off, 

And  thofe  thy  fears  might  have  wrought  fearc  in  me: 

But  thou  didft-  underhand  me  by  my  figns, 

And  didft  in  figns  again  parley  with  fin  ; 

Yea,  without  ftop,  didft  let  thy  heart  confent, 

And,  coniequently,  thy  rude  hand  to  acl 

The  deed,  which  both  our  tongues  held  vile  to  name. 
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Out  of  my  fight,  and  never  fee  me  more  I 

My  nobles  leave  me  ;  and  my  Hate  is  brav'd, 

Even  at  my  gates,  with  ranks  of  foreign  powers : 

Nay,  in  the  body  of  this  flefhly  land, 

This  kingdom,  this  confine  of  blood  and  breath, 

Hoftility  and  civil  tumult  reigns 

Between  my  confcience,  and  my  coufin's  death. 

Hub.  Arm  you  againil  your  other  enemies, 
I'll  make  a  peace  between  your  foul  and  you. 
Young  Arthur  is  alive :  This  hand  of  mine 
'  s  yet  a  maiden  and  an  innocent  hand, 
Not  painted  with  the  crimfon  fpots  of  blood. 
Within  this  bofom  never  enter'd  yet 
The  dreadful  motion  of  a  murd'rous  thought, 
And  you  have  fiander'd  nature  in  my  form ; 
Which,  howfoever  rude  exteriorly, 
Is  yet  the  cover  of  a  fairer  mind 
Than  to  be  butcher  of  an  innocent  child. 

K.  John.  Doth  Arthur  live  ?  O,  hafte  thee  to  tlx 
peers, 

Throw  this  report  on  their  inceiifed  rage, 

And  make  them  tame  to  their  obedience  ! 

Forgive  the  comment  that  mypa/hon  made 

Upon  thy  feature  ;  for  my  rage  was  blind. 

And  foul  imaginary  eyes  of  blood 

Prefented  thee  more  hideous  than  thou  art. 

Oh,  anfwer  not ;  but  to  my  clofet  bring 

The  angry  lords,  with  all  expedient  harle  : 

I xonj-urc  thee  but  (lowly:  run  more  fail.      \  Exca 

SCENE  III. 

A  Street  before  a pri fori. 
Enter  Arthur  on  the  avails. 
Arth.  The  wall  is  high ;  and  yet  will  I  leap  down : 

Good,ground,  be  pitiful,  and  hurt  me  not  I  

S  There's  few,  or  none,  do  know  me;  if  they  did, 
This  fhip-hoy's  femblance  hath  difguis'd  me  quite 
I  am  afraid  ;  and  yet  I'll  venture  it. 
If  I  get  do  wn,  and  do  not  break  myiimbs, 
Vol.  IV.  F 
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I'll  find  a  thoufand  fhifts  to  get  away  ; 
As  good  to  die,  and  go,  as  die,  and  flay. 

>J       [Leaps  dcnvn. 
Oh  me  !  my  uncle's  fpirit  is  in  thefe  flones  : — 
Heaven  take  rny  foul,  and  England  keep  my  bones  ! 

[Dies. 

Enter  Pembroke,  Salijlury,  and  Bigot. 
Sal.  Lords,  I  will  meet  him  at  Saint  Edmund's-bury ; 
It  is  our  fafety,  and  we  mult  embrace 
This  gentle  offer  of  the  perilous  time. 

Pemb.  Who  brought  that  letter  from  the  cardinal? 
Sal.  The  count  Melun,  a  noble  lord  of  France ; 
Whofe  private  with  me,  of  the  Dauphin's  love, 
Is  much  more  general  than  thefe  lines  import. 

Bigot.  To-morrow  morning  let  us  meet  him  then. 
Sal.  Or,  rather,  then  fet  forward:  for  'twill  be 
Two  long  days'*  journey,  lords,  or  ere  we  meet.. 
Ex ter  Faulconbridge . 
FaulcX  Once  more  to-day  well  met,  didemper'd 
lords! 

The  king,  by  me,  requells  your  prefence  flraight. 

Sal.  The  king  hath  diipofTefs'd  himfelfof  us ; 
We  will  not  line  his  thin-beilained  cloak 
With  our  pure  honours,  nor  attend  the  foot 
That  leaves  the  print  of  blood  where-e'er  it  walks : 
Return,  and  tell  him  fo ;  we  know  the  worft, 

Faulc.  Whate'er  you  think,  good  words,  I  think, 
were  belt. 

Sal.  Our  griefs,  and  not  our  manners,  reafon  njow. 
Faulc.  But  there  is  little  reafon  in  your  grief: 
Therefore,  'twere  reafon,  you  had  manners  now. 
Pe?nb.  Sir,  hr,  impatience  hath  its  privilege. 
Faulc.  7Tis  true;  to  hurt  his  mailer,  no  man  elfe. 
Sal.  This  is  the  prifon:  What  is  he  lies  here? 

[  Seeing.  Arthur. 

Pemb.  O  death,  made  proud  with  pure  and  prince- 
ly beauty  ! 

The  earth  had  not  a  hole  to  hide  this  deed. 

Sal.  Murder,  as  hating  what  himfelf  hath  done,  i 
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Doth  lay  it  open  to  urge  on  revenge. 

Bigot.  Or,  when  he  doom'dthis  beauty  to  the  grave, 
Found  it  too  precious -princely  for  a  grave. 

Sal.  Sir  Richard,  what  think  you  ?  Have  you  be- 
held, 

Or  have  you  read,  or  heard?  or  could  you  think? 
Or  do  you  almoil  think,  although  you  fee, 
That  you  do  fee?  could  thought  without  this  object, 
Form  fuch  another  ?  This  is  the  very  top, 
The  height,  the  cret,  or  creit  unto  the  creit, 
Of  murder's  arms  :  this  is  the  bloodiefl  ihame, 
The  vvildeil  favag'ry,  the  viiefi:  ilroke, 
That  e/er  wdil  ey:'d  wrath,  or  flaring  rage, 
Prefented  to  the  tears  of  foft  remorfe. 

PemL  All  murders  paft  do  Hand  excus'd  in  this, 
And  this,  fo  fole,  and  fo  unmatchable, 
Shall  give  a  holinefs,  a  purity, 
To  the  yet-unbegotten  fins  of  time; 
And  prove  a  deadly  bloodihed,  but  a  jell, 
Exampled  by  this  heinous  fpectacle. 

Fault.  It  is  a  damned  and  a  bloody  work 
The  gracelefs  action  of  a  heavy  hand, 
If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand. 

Sal.  If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand  ?•— 
We  had  a  kind  of  light  what  would  enfue  : 
It  is  the  fhameful  work  of  Hubert's  hand ; 
The  practice,  and  the  purpofe,  of  the  king  : 
From  whofe  obedience  I  forbid  my  foul, 
Kneeling  before  this  ruin  of  iweet  life, 
And  breathing  to  this  breathlefs  excellence 
The  incenfe  of  a  vow,  a  holy  vow; 
Never  to  talle  the  pleafures  of  the  world, 
Never  to  be  infected  with  delight, 
Nor  converfant  with  eafe  and  idlenefs, 
Till  I  have  fet  a  glory  to  this  hand, 
By  giving  it  the  wonhip  of  revenge. 

Pe?nh.  Bigot.  Our  fouls  religiouily  confirm  thy  words. 
Enter  Hubert. 

Huh.  Lords,  I  am  hot  with  hafte  in  feeking  you  : 
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Arthur  doth  live;  the  king  hath  fent  for  you. 

SaL  Oh.  he  is  bold,  and  blufhes  not  at  death  : — 
A  vaunt,  thou  hateful  villain,  get  thee  gone  ! 

Hub.  I  am  no  villain.  v 

SaL  Muft  I  rob  the  law  ?        [Drawing  his  /word. 

Faulc.  Your  fword  is  bright,  fir ;  put  it  up  again. 

SaL  Not  till  I  fheath  it  in  a  murderer's  (kin. 

Hub.  Stand  back,  lord  Salifbury,  Hand  back,  I  fay: 
By  heaven,  I  think  my  fword' s  as  fharp  as  yours  : 
I  would  not  have  you,  lord,  forget  yourfeif, 
Nor  tempt  the  danger  of  my  true  defence ; 
Leil  I  by  marking  of  your  rage,  forget 
Your  worth,  your  greatnefs,  and  nobility. 

Bigot.  Out,  dunghill!  dar'ft  thou  brave  a  nobleman? 

Hub.  Not  for  my  life:  but  yet  I  dare  defend 
My  innocent  life  again!!  an  emperor. 

SaL  Thou  art  a  murderer. 

Hub.  Do  not  prove  me  fo ; 
Yet,  I  am  none;  Whofe  tongue  foe'er  fpeaks  faife, 
Not  truly  fpeaks;  who  fpeaks  not  truly,  lies. 

Pemb.  Cut  him  to  pieces. 

Faulc.  Keep  the  peace,  I  fay. 

Sal.  Stand  by,  or  I  fhall  gall  you,  Faulconbridge. 

Faulc.  Thou  wert  better  gall  the  devil,  Salifbury : 
If  thou  but  frown  on  me,  or  ftir  thy  foot, 
Or  teach  thy  hafty  fpleen  to  do  me  fhame, 
I'll  ftrike  thee  dead.    Put  up  thy  fword  betime  ; 
Or  I'll  fo  maul  you  and  your  toaliing  iron, 
That  you  (hall  think  the  devil  is  come  from  hell. 

Bigot.  What  wilt  thou  do,  renowned  Faulconbridge? 
Second  a  villain,  and  a  murderer? 

Hub.  Lord  Bigot,  I  am  none. 

Bigot.  Who  kill'd  this  prince? 

Hub.  'Tis  not  an  hour  fmce  I  left  him  well  : 
I  honour'd  him,  I  lov'd  him ;  and  will  weep 
M  y  date  of  life  out,  for  his  fweet  life's  lofs. 

SaL  Trail  not  thofe  cunning  waters  of  his  eyes, 
For  villainy  is  not  without  fueh  rheum  ; 
And  he,  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  feem 
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Like  rivers  of  remorfe  and  innocency. 
Away  with  me,  all  you  whofe  fouls  abhor 
The  uncleanly  favours  of  a  flaughter-houfe  ; 
For  I  am  ftifled  with  this  fmell  of  fin. 

Bigot,  Away,  toward  Bury,  to  the  Dauphin  there! 

Pemb,  There,  tell  the  king,  he  may  enquire  us  out, 

[Exeunt  Lords, 

Faulc.  Here's  a  good  world!— Knew  you  of  this 
fair  work  ? 
Beyond  the  infinite  andboundlefs  reach 
Of  mercy,  if  thou  didft  this  deed  of  death, 
.Art  thou  damn'd,  Hubert. 

Hub,  Do  but  hear  me,  fir. 

Faulc.  Ha  !  I'll  tell  thee  what ; 
Thou  art  damn'd  fo  black — nay,  nothing  is  fo  black ; 
Thou  art  more  deep  damn'd  than  prince  Lucifer: 
There  is  not  yet  fo  ugly  a  fiend  of  hell 
As  thou  {halt  be,  if  thou  didft  kill  this  child. 

Hub,  Upon  my  foul,  — 

Faulc.  If  thou  didft  but  confent 
To  this  moil  cruel  act,  do  but  defpair, 
And,  if  thou  want'ft  a  cord,  the  finalleft  thread 
That  ever  fpider  twifted  from  her  womb 
Will  ferve  to  ftrangle  thee;  a  rum  will  be  a  beam 
To  hang  thee  on  :  or,  would'ft  thou  drown  thyfelf, 
Put  but  a  little  water  in  a  fpoon, 
And  it  mail  be  as  ail  the  ocean, 
Enough  to  ftifie  fuch  a  villain  up,— 
I  do  fuf  peel  thee  very  grievoufty. 

Hub.  If  I  in  aft,  confent,  or  fm  of  thought, 
Be  guilty  of  the  ftealing  that  fweet  breath 
Wnich  was  embounded  in  this  beauteous  clay, 
Let  hell  want  pains  enough  to  torture  me  ! 
I  left  him  well. 

Faulc.  Go,  bear  hi rn  in  thine  arms.  

I  am  amaz'd,  methinks ;  and  lofe  my  way 
Among  the  thorns  and  dangers  of  this  world. — 
How  eafy  doft  thou  take  all  England  up  ! 
From  forth  this  morfel  of  dead  royalty, 
F  z 
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The  life,  the  right,  and  truth  of  all  this  realm 

Is  fled  to  heaven  ;  and  England  now  is  left 

To  tug,  and  fcamble,  and  to  part  l^y  the  teeth 

The  unow'd  intereft  of  proud  fwelling  ftate. 

Now,  for  the  bare  pick'd  bone  of  majefty, 

Doth  dogged  war  briftle  his  angry  creft, 

And  fnarieth  in  the  gentle  eyes  of  peace  : 

Now  powers  from  home,  and  difcontents  at  home, 

Meet  in  one  line  ;  and  van  confufion  waits 

(As  doth  a  raven  on  a  fick- fallen  beaft) 

The  imminent  decay  of  wreiled  pomp. 

Nov/  happy  he,  whofe  cloak  and  cincture  can 

Hold  out  this  temper!:.    Bear  away  that  child, 

And  follow  me  with  fpeed  ;  I'll  to  the  king  : 

A  thoufand  bulineiTes  are  brief  in  hand, 

And  heaven  itfelf  doth  frown  upon  the  land.  [Exeunt. 

~~ — — ~~~«*»«^«^^  — 

A  C  T    V.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

The  Court  of  England. 

Enter  King  John,  Pandulph,  and  attendants. 

K.  John/  |  ^HUS  have  I  yielded  up  into  your  hand 
JL    The  circle  of  my  glory. 

[  Giving  up  the  crown. 

Pand.  Take  again 
From  this  my  hand,  as  holding  of  the  Pope, 
Your  fovereign  greatnefs  and  authority. 

K.  John.  Now  keep  your  holy  word :  go  meet  the 
French ; 

And  from  his  holinefs  ufe  all  your  power 
To  flop  their  marches,  'fore  we  are  inflam'd. 
Our  discontented  counties  do  revolt; 
Our  people  quarrel  with  obedience  ? 
Swearing  allegiance,  and  the  love  of  foul, 
To  Granger  blood,  to  foreign  royalty. 
This  inundation  of  miftemper'd  humour 
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Refls  by  you  only  to  be  qualify'd. 
Then  paufe  not ;  for  the  prefent  time's  fo  fick 
That  prefent  medicine  mull  be  miniilred, 
Or  overthrow  incurable  enfues. 

Pand.  It  was  my  breath  that  blew  this  tempeft  up, 
Upon  your  ftubborn  ufage  of  the  pope  : 
But,  fince  you  area  gentle  con/ertite, 
My  tongue  mail  hum  again  this  ftorm  of  war, 
And  make  fair  weather  in  your  bluitering  land. 
On  this  Afcenfion-dayi  remember  well, 
Upon  your  oath  of  fervice  to  the  Pope, 
Go  I  to  make  the  French  lay  down  their  arms,  [Exit. 

K.  John.  Is  this  Afcenfion-day  ?   Did  not  the  pro- 
phet 

Say,  that,  before  Afceniion-day  at  noon, 
My  crown  I  mould  give  oiF?  Even  fo  I  have  : 
I  did  fuppofe,  it  mould  be  on  conflraint ; 
But,  heaven  be  thank'd,  it  is  but  voluntary. 

Enter  Faulconbridge. 
Faulc,  All  Kent  hath  yielded ;  nothing  there  holds 
out, 

But  Dover  caftle  :  London  hath  receiv'd, 
Like  a  kind  hoil,  the  Dauphin  and  his  powers : 
Your  nobles  will  not  hear  you,  but  are  gone 
To  offer  fervice  to  your  enemy  ; 
And  wild  amazement  hurries  up  and  down 
The  little  number  of  your  doubtful  friends. 

K.  John.  Would  not  my  lords  return  to  me  again, 
After  they  heard  young  Arthur  was  alix^e  ? 

Faulc.  They  found  him  dead,  and  caft  into  the 
llreets  ; 

An  empty  cafket,  where  the  jewel  of  life, 

By  fome  damn'd  hand,  was  robb'd  and  ta'en  away, 

K.  John.  That  villain  Hubert  told  me  he  did  live. 

Faulc.  So,  on  my  foul,  he  did,  for  aught  he  knew. 
But  wherefore  do  you  droop  ?  why  look  you  fad  ? 
Be  great  in  acl,  as  you  have  been  in  thought ; 
Let  not  the  world  fee  fear,  and  fad  diftruit, 
Govern  the  motion  of  a  kingly  eye  : 
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Be  furring  as  the  time  ;  be  fire  with  fire  ; 

Threaten  the  threatner,  and  out-face  the  brow 

Of  bragging  horror:  fo  mall  inferior  eyes, 

That  borrow  their  behaviours  from  the  great, 

Grow  great  by  your  example,  and  put  on 

The  dauntlefs  fpirit  of  refolution. 

Away  ;  and  glitter  like  the  god  of  war, 

When  he  intendeth  to  become  the  field  : 

Shew  boldnefs,  and  afpiring  confidence. 

What  ,  dial!  they  feek  the  lion  in  his  den  ? 

And  fright  hiin  there ;  and  make  him  tremble  there  ? 

Oh,  let  it  not  be  faid  ! — Forage,  and  run 

To  meet  difpleafure  farther  from  the  doors ; 

And  grapple  with  him,  ere  he  come  fo  nigh. 

K.  John.  The  legate  of  the  Pope  hath  been  with  me, 
And  I  have  made  a  happy  peace  with  him  ; 
And  he  hath  promis'd  to  difmifs  the  powers 
Led  by  the  Dauphin. 

FauJc.  Oh  inglorious  league  ! 
Shall  we,  upon  the  footing  of  our  land, 
Send  fair-play  orders,  and  make  cornpromife, 
Insinuation,  parley,  and  bale  truce, 
To  arms  invafive  ?  Shall  a  beardleis  boy, 
A  cocker'd  filken  wanton  brave  our  fields, 
And  rleih  his  fpirit  in  a  warlike  foil, 
Mocking  the  air  with  colours  idly  ipread, 
And  find  no  check?  Let  us.  my  liege,  to  arm?: 
Perchance,  the  cardinal  cannot  make  your  peace  ; 
Or  if  he  do,  let  it  at  leaft  be  faid, 
They  faw  we  had  a  purpofe  of  defence. 

K.  John.lla.ve  thou  the  ordering  of  this  prel^iit  time. 

Faulc.  Away  then,  with  good  courage  ;  yet  I  know, 
Our  party  may  well  meet  a  prouder  foe.  \Bxeuntj 

SCENE  II. 

The  Dauphin* $  camp  at  St.  Edmund  s-bioy. 
Enter,  in  arms,  Lewis,   Salijbury,   Melun,  Pembroke, 
Bigot,  and  Soldiers. 
Lewis.  My  lord  Melun,  let  this  be  copied  out, 
And  keep  it  fafe  for  our  remembrance  : 
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Return  the  precedent  to  thefe  lords  again  ; 
That,  having  our  fair  order  written  down, 
Both,  they,  and  we,  perilling  o'er  thefe  notes, 
May  know  wherefore  we  took  the  facrament, 
And  keep  our  faiths  firm  and  inviolable, 

Sal.  Upon  our  fides  it  never  fliall  be  broken. 
And  noble  Dauphin,  albeit  we  fwear 
A  voluntary  zeal,  and  an  unurg'd  Faith 
To  your  proceedings ;  yet,  believe  me,  prince, 
I  am  not  glad  that  fuch  a  fore  of  time 
Should  feek  a  plaifter  by  contemn'd  revolt, 
And  heal  the  inveterate  canker  of  one  wound, 
By  making  many  :  Oh,  it  grieves  my  foul, 
That  I  mull  draw  this  metal  from  my  fide 
To  be  a  widow  -maker  ;  oh,  and  there, 
Where  honourable  refcue,  and  defence, 
Cries  out  upon  the  name  of  Salifbury  : 
But  fuch  is  the  infection  of  the  time, 
That,  for  the  health  and  phyfic  of  our  right, 
We  cannot  deal  bat  with  the  very  hand 

Of  item  injuftice  and  confufed  wrong.-  

And  is't  not  pity,  oh  my  grieved  friends  ! 

That  we,  the  fons  and  children  of  this  ifle, 

Were  born  to  fee  fo  fad  an  hour  as  this ; 

Wherein  we  ilep  after  a  ftranger  march 

Upon  her  gentle  bofom,  and  fill  up 

Her  enemies'  ranks,  (I  muit  withdraw  and  weep 

Upon  the  fpot  of  this  enforced  caufe) 

To  grace  the  gentry  of  a  land  remote, 

And  follow  unacquainted  colours  here  ? 

What,  here  ?— O  nation,  that  thou  could'ft  remove  ! 

That  Neptune's  arms,  whoclippeth  thee  about, 

Would  bear  thee  from  the  knowledge  of  thyfelf, 

And  grapple  thee  unto  a  pagan  fnore  ; 

Where  thefe  two  Chriftian  armies  might  combine 

The  blood  of  malice  in  a  vein  of  league, 

And  not  to  fpend  it  fo  unneighbourly  ! 

Lews.  A  noble  temper  doil  thou  mew  in  this  ; 
And  great  affections,  wreftling  in  thy  bofom? 


70 


KING  JOHN. 


AaV. 


Do  make  an  earthquake  of  nobility. 

Oh,  what  a  noble  combat  hall  thou  fought, 

Between  compulfion,  and  a  brave  refpe£t ! 

Let  me  wipe  off  this  honourable  dew, 

That  filveny  doth  progrefs  on  thy  cheeks : 

My  heart  hath  melted  at  a  lady's  tears, 

Being  an  ordinary  inundation  ; 

But  this  efFufion  of  fuch  manly  drops,  - 

This  Ihower,  blown  up  by  tempeft  of  the  foul, 

Startles  mine  eyes,  and  makes  me  more  amaz'd 

Than  had  I  feen  the  vaulty  top  of  heaven 

FigurM  quite  o'er  with  burning  meteors. 

Lift  ap  thy  brow,  renowned  Sulllbury, 

An  1  with  a  great  heart  heave  away  this  ftorm : 

Commend  thefe  waters  to  thefe  baby  eyes, 

That  never  faw  the  giant  world  enrag'd  ; 

Nor  met  with  fortune  other  than  at  feajjts. 

Full  warm,  of  blood,  of  mirth,  of  gofiiping. 

Come,  come,  for  thou  (halt  thruft  thy  hand  as  deep 

Into  the  purfe  of  rich  profperity, 

As  Lewis  himfelf : — fo,  nobles,  iliall  you  all, 

That  knit  your  finews  to  the  flrength  of  mine. 

Enter  Pandulph,  attended. 
And  even  there,  me  thinks,  an  angel  fpake  : 
Lock,  where  the  holy  legate  comes  apace, 
To  give  us  warrant  from  the  hand  of  heaven ; 
And  on  our  actions  fet  the  name  of  right, 
With  holy  breath. 

Pand.  Hail,  noble  prince  of  France  ! 
The  next  is  this,— king  John  hath  reconcil'd 
Himfelf  to  Rome  ;  his  fpirit  is  come  in, 
That  fo  flood  out  againlt  the  holy  church, 
The  great  metropolis  and  fee  of  Rome  : 
Therefore  thy  threat'ning  colours  now  wind  up, 
And  tame  the  lavage  fpirit  of  wild  war: 
That,  like  a  lion  fofler'd  up  at  hand, 
It  may  lie  gently  at  the  foot  of  peace, 
And  be  no  further  harmful  than  in  mew, 

Lewis.  Your  grace  mall  pardon  me,  I  will  not  back ; 
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I  am  too  high-born  to  be  property  VI, 

To  be  a  fecondary  at  controul. 

Or  ufeful  ferving-rnan,  and  inflrument, 

To  any  fovereign  ftate  throughout  the  world. 

Your  breath  iirrt  kindled  the  dead  coal  of  wars 

Between  this  chartis'd  kingdom  and  myfelf, 

And  brought  in  matter  that  fhould  feed  this  fire  ; 

And  now  'tis  far  too  huge  to  be  blown  out 

With  that  fame  weak  wind  which  enkindled  it. 

You  taught  me  how  to  know  the  face  of  right, 

Acquainted  me  with  intereft  to  this  land, 

Yea,  thruft  this  enterprize  into  my  heart ; 

And  come  ye  now  to  tell  me,  John  hath  made 

His  peace  with  Rome  ?  What  is  that  peace  to  me  ? 

I  by  the  honour  of  my  marriage-bed, 

After  young  Arthur,  claim  this  land  for  mine; 

And,  now  it  is  half  conquer'd,  mufti  back, 

Becaufe  that  John  hath  made  his  peace  with  Rome  ? 

Am  I  Rome's  Have  ?  What  penny  hath  Rome  borne, 

What  men  provided,  what  munition  fent, 

To  underprop  this  action  ?  Xs't  not  I, 

That  undergo  this  charge  ?  Who  elfe  but  I, 

And  fuch  as  to  my  claim  are  liable, 

Sweat  in  this  bufmefs,  and  maintain  this  war? 

Have  I  not  heard  thefe  iilanders  fhout  out, 

Vive  le  roy  !  as  I  have  bank'd.  their  towns  ? 

Have  I  not  here  the  befi  cards  for  the  game, 

To  win  this  eafy  match  play'd  for  a  crown  ? 

And  fhall  I  now  give  o'er  the  yielded  fet  ? 

No,  no,  on  my  foul,  it  never  ihall  be  faid. 

Pand.  You  look  but  on  the  outnde  of  this  work. 

Lewis.  Outfide  cr  infide,  I  will  not  return 
Till  my  attempt  fo  much  be  glorify 'd 
As  to  my  ample  hope  was  promifed 
Before  I  drew  this  gallant  head  of  war, 
And  cull'd  thefe  fiery  fpirits  from  the  world, 
To  out-look  conquer!:,  and  to  win  renown 
Even  in  the  jaws  of  danger  and  of  death.- — 

[  Trumpet  founds 
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What  lulty  trumpet  thus  doth  fummon  us  ? 

Enter  Faulconbridge,  attended, 

FauL  According  to  the  fair-play  of  the  world, 
Let  me  have  audience ;  I  am  Tent  to  fpeak  : 
My  holy  lord  of  Milan,  from  the  king 
I  come,  to  learn  how  you  have  dealt  for  him; 
And,  as  you  anfwer,  I  do  know  the  fcope 
And  warrant  limited  unto  my  tongue. 

Pand.  The  Dauphin  is  too  willful -oppohte, 
And  will  not  temporise  with  my  entreaties ; 
He  flatly  fays,  he'll  not  lay  downhis  arms. 

Faulc.  By  all  the  blood  that  ever  fury  breath'd, 
The  youth  fays  well:— -Now  hear  our  Engli'h  king  ; 
For  thus  his  royalty  doth  fpeak  in  me. 
He  is  prepar'd ;  and  reaibn  too,  he  fhould  : 
This  apifh.  and  unmannerly  approach, 
This  harnefs'd  mafque,  and  uriadvifed  revel, 
This  unhair'd  faucinefs,  and  boyiih  troops, 
The  king  doth  (mile  at ;  and  is  well  prepar'd 
To  whip  this  dwarfiih  war,  thefe  pigmy  arms, 
From  out  the  circle  cf  Iris  territories. 
That  hand,  which  had  the  ftrengtli,  even  at  your  door, 
To  cudgel  you,  and  make  you  take  the  hatch ; 
To  dive,  like  buckets,  in  concealed  wells  ; 
To  crouch  in  litter  of  your  liable  planks ; 
To  lie,  like  pawns,  lock'dup  in  chefts  and  trucks; 
To  hug  with  fwine ;  to  feek  fweet  fafety  out 
In  vaults  and  prifons ;  and  to  thrill,  and  fhake, 
Even  at  the  crying  cf  your  nation's  crow, 
Thinking  this  voice  an  armed  Engliihman 
Shall  that  victorious  hand  be  feebied  here, 
That  in  your  chambers  gave  you  chaftifement  ? 
No:  Know,  the  gallant  monarch  is  in  arms  ; 
And,  like  an  eagle  o'er  his  aiery  towers, 
To  foufe  annoyance  that  comes  near  his  neiL— 
And  you  degenerate,  yon  in  grate  revolts, 
You  bloody  Neroes,  ripping  up  the  womb 
Of  your  dear  mother  England,  biufh  for  fhame  : 
For  your  own  ladies,  and  pale-vifag'd  maids, 
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Like  Amazons,  come  tripping  after  drums  ; 
Their  thimbles  into  armed  gantlers  change, 
Their  needles  to  lances,  and  their  gentle  hearts 
To  fierce  and  bloody  inclination. 

Lewis.  There  end  thy  brave,  and  turn  thy  face  ifi 
peace  ; 

We  grant,  thou  caiift  out-fcold  us :  fare  thee  well ; 
We  hold  our  time  too  precious  to  be  fpent 
With  fuch  a  brabler. 

Pand.  Give  me  leave  to  fpeak. 

Faulc.  No,  I  will  fpeak. 

Lewis.  We  will  attend  to  neither  : 
Strike  up  the  drums;  and  let  the  tongue  of  war 
Plead  for  our  intereft,  and  our  being  here. 

Fade.  Indeed,  your  drums,  being  beaten,  will 
cry  out; 

And  fo  mall  you,  being  beaten:  Do  but  ilart 

An  echo  with  the  clamour  of  thy  drum, 

And  even  at  hand  a  drum  is  ready  brac'd, 

That  mail  reverberate  all  as  loud  as  thine ; 

Sound  but  another,  and  another  mall, 

As  loud  as  thine,  rattle  the  welkin's  ear, 

And  mock  the  deep-mouth'd  thunder:  for  at  hand 

(Not  trailing  to  this  haiting-!egate  here, 

Whom  he  hath  us'd  rather  for  fport  than  need) 

Is  warlike  John  ;  and  in  his  forehead  fits 

A  bare-ribb'd  death,  whole  office  is  this  day 

To  feaft  upon  whole  thou  finds  of  the  French. 

Lewis.  Strike  up  our  drums,  to  find  this  danger  out. 

Faulc.  And  thou  fhak  find  it,  Dauphin,  do  not 
doubt.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  ILL 

A  Field  of  Battle. 
Alarums.    Enter  King  John  and  Hubert. 

K.  John.  How  goes  the  day  with  us  ?  oh,  tell  me, 
Hubert. 

Hub.  Badly,  I  fear:  How  fares  your  majefty? 
Vol.  IV.  G 
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K.  John.  This  fever,  that  hath  troubled  me  fo  long3 
Lies  heavy  on  me  :  Oh,  my  heart  is  fick  ! 

Enter  a  J\leJ}enger. 
Me/.  My  lord,  your  valiant  kinfman,Faulconbridge, 
Defires  your  majelly  to  leave  the  £eld; 
And  fend  him  word  by  me,  which  way  you  go. 
K.  John.  Tell  him,  toward  Swinflead,  to  the  abbey 
there. 

Me/.  Be  of  goo$  comfort  ;  for  the  great  fupply, 
That  was  expected  by  the  Dauphin  here, 
Are  wreck'd  three  nights  ago  on  Geodwin-fand*. 
This  news  was  brought  to  Richard  but  even  now  : 
The  French  nght^coldly,  and  retire  themfelves. 

K.  John.  Ah  me  !  this  tyrant  fever  burns  me  up, 

And  will  not  let  me  welcome  this  good  news.  

Set  on  toward  Swinilead  :  to  my  litter  ftraight ; 
Weakness  poffefTeth  me;  and  I  am  faint.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

The  French  Camp. 
Enter  Salijlury,  P  emir  eke,  and  Bi  get. 
Sal.  I  did  not  think  the  king  fo  itor'd  with  friends. 
Pemb.  Up  once  again ;  put  fpirit  in  the  French  ; 
If  they  mifcarry,  we  mifcarry  too. 

Sal.  That  miubegotten  devil,  Faulconbridge, 
In  fpight  of  fpight,  alone  upholds  the  day. 

Pemb.  They  fay,  king  John,  fore  fick,  hath  left  the 
field. 

Enter -Melun  wounded,  and  led  by  Jcldiers. 
Melun.  Lead  me  to  the  revolts  of  England  here. 
Sal.  When  we  were  happy,  we  had  other  names. 
Pemb.  It  is  the  count  Melun. 
Sal.  Wounded  to  death. 

Mel.  Fly,  noble  Englifn,  3  ou  are  bought  and  fol 
Unthread  the  rude  eye  of  rebellion, 
And  welcome  home  again  difcardei  faith. 
Seek  out  King  John,  and  fall  before  his  feet  ; 
For,  if  the  French  be  lords  of  this  loud  day, 
lie  means  to  recompenfe  the  pains  you  take, 
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By  cutting  ofF  your  heads :  Thus  hath  he  fworn, 
And  I  with  him,  and  many  more  with  me, 
Upon  the  altar  at  Saint  Edmnnd's-bury  ; 
Even  on  that  altar,  where  we  (wore  to  you 
Dear  amity  and  everlafting  love. 

Sal.  May  this  be  poffible  !  may  this  be  true ! 

Melun.  Have  I  not  hideous  death  within  my  view, 
Retaining  but  a  quantity  of  life  : 
Which  bleeds  away,  even  as  a  form  of  wax 
Refolveth  from  his  figure  'gainft  the  fire  ? 
What  in  the  world  mould  make  me  now  deceive, 
Since  I  muft  lofe  the  ufe  of  all  deceit  ? 
Why  mould  I  then  be  falfe;  fmce  it  is  true 
That  I  mull  die  here,  and  live  hence  by  truth  I 
I  fay  again,  if  Lewis  do  win  the  day, 
He  is  forfworn,  if  e'er  thofe  eyes  of  yours 
Behold  another  day  break  in  the  eaft : 
But  even  this  night, — whofe  black  contagious  breath 
Already  fmokes  about  the  burning  creft 
Of  the  old,  feeble,  and  day-wearied  fun, — 
Even  this  ill  night,  your  breathing  lhall  expire; 
Paying  the  fine  of  rated  treachery, 
Even  with  a  treacherous  fine  of  ail  your  lives, 
If  Lewis  by  your  affiftance  win  the  day. 
Commend  me  to  one  Hubert,  with  your  king  ; 
The  love  of  him, — and  this  refpedt  befides, 
For  that  my  grandfire  was  an  Englifhman, — 
Awakes  my  confcience  to  confefs  all  this, 
In  lieu  whereof,  I  pray  you,  bear  me  hence 
From  forth  the  noife  and  rumour  of  the  field  ; 
Where  I  may  think  the  remnant  of  my  thoughts 
In  peace,  and  part  this  body  and  my  foul 
With  contemplation  and  devout  delires. 

Sal.  We  do  believe  thee, — And  befhrew  my  fern! 
But  I  do  love  the  favour  and  the  form 
Of  this  moft  fair  occafion,  by  the  which 
We  will  untread  the  fteps  of  damned  flight  5 
And,  like  a  bated  and  retired  flood, 
Leaving  our  ranknefs  and  irregular  courfe, 
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Stoop  low  within  thefe  bounds  we  have  o'er-look'd, 
And  calmly  run  on  in  obedience, 

Even  to  our  ocean,  to  our  great  King  John.  

My  arm  mail  give  thee  help  to  bear  thee  hence ; 
For  I  do  fee  the  cruel  pangs  of  death 
Right  in  thine  eye. — Away,  my  friends  !  New  flight; 
And  happy  newnefs,  that  intends  old  right. 

[Exeunt,  leading  $f  Melun. 

SCENE  V. 

A  different  fart  of  the  French  Camp. 
Enter  Lewis  and  his  train. 

Lewis.  The  fun  of  heaven,  methought,  was  loth 
*  to  fet ; 

But  ftaid,  and  made  the  weftern  welkin  blufh, 
When  the  Englifh  meafur'd  backward   their  own 
ground 

In  faint  retire :  Oh,  bravely  came  we  off, 
When  with  a  volley  of  our  needlefs  mot, 
After  fuch  bloody  toil,  we  bid  good  night; 
And  wound  our  tatter'd  colours  clearly  up, 
Laft  in  the  field,  and  almoft  lords  of  it ! — 
Enter  a  MeJJenger. 

Me/.  Where  is  my  prince,  the  Dauphin? 

Lewis.  Here: — What  news? 

Mef.  The  count  Melun  is  flam;  theEnglilh  lords, 
By  his  perfuafion,  are  again  fallen  off : 
And  your  fupplies,  which  you  have  wim'd  fo  long, 
Are  call  away,  and  funk,  on  Goodwin-fands. 

Lewis.  Ah  foul  fhrewd  news  ! — Befhrew  thy  very 
heart ! 

I  did  not  think  to  be  fo  fad  to-night, 

As  this  hath  made  me.— Who  was  he,  that  faid, 

King  John  did  fly,  an  hour  or  two  before 

The  Humbling  night  did  part  our  weary  powers! 

Mef.  Whoever  fpoke  it,  it  is  true,  my  lord. 

Lewis,  Well;  keep  good  quarter,  aftd  good  care 
to-night: 


Afl  V,  king  john.  77 

The  day  {[mil  not  be  up  To  foon  as  I, 

To  try  the  fair  adventure  of  to-morrow.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VI. 

An  open  place  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Savin/lead  Abbey, 
Enter  Faulconbridge,  and  Hubert,  federally. 
Hub,  Who's  there?  fpeak,  ho  !  fpeak  quickly  or 
I  moot. 

Faulc.  A  friend  : — What  art  thou? 
Hub.  Of  the  part  of  England. 
Fauk.  Whither  doft  thou  go? 
Hub.  What's  that  to  thee  ?  Why  may  I  not  de- 
mand 

Of  thine  affairs,  as  well  as  thou  of  mine  ? 

Faulc,  Hubert,  I  think. 

Hub,  Thou  hfijja  a  perfeel  thought : 
I  will,  upon  all  hazards,  well  believe     .  , 
Thou  art  my  friend,  that  know'it  my  tongue  fo  well: 
Who  art  thou  ?  , 

Faulc.  Who  thou  wilt:  an  if  thou  pleafe, 
Thou  may'il  befriend  me  fo  much,  as  to  think 
I  come  one  way  of  the  Plantagenets. 

Hub,  Unkind  remembrance  !    thou,   and  eyelefs 
night, 

Have  done  me  ihame: — Brave  foldier,  pardon  me, 
That  any  accent,  breaking  from  thy  tongue, 
Should  fenpe  the  true  acquaintance  of  mine  ear. 
Faulc,  Come,  corner  fans  compliment,  what  news 
abroad? 

Hub,  Why,  here  walk  I,  in  the  black  brow  of  night* 
To  finil  you  out. 

Faulc,  Brief,  then  ;  and  what's  the  news  ? 

Hub,  O  my  iVeet  fir,  news  fitted  to  the  nig' t, 
Black,  fearful,  comfortlefs,  and  horrible. 

Faulc,  Shew  me  the  very  wound  of  this  ill  news; 
I  am  no  woman,  I'll  not  fwoon  at  it. 

Hub.  The  king,  I  fear,  is  poifoji'd  by  a  monk  : 
I  left  him  almoin  fpeechlefs,  and  broke  out 
Gz 
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To  acquaint  you  with  this  evil ;  that  you  might 
The  better  arm  you  to  the  fudden  time, 
Than  if  you  had  at  leifure  known  of  tljis. 

Faulc.  How  did  he  take  it  ?  who  did  tafte  to  him  ? 

Hub.  A  monk,  I  tell  you  ;  a  refolved  villain, 
Whofe  bowels  fuddenly  burft  out :  the  king 
Yet  fpeaks,  and,  peradventure,  may  recover. 

Faulc,  Who  didlt.  thou  leave  to  tend  his  majefty  ? 

Hub.  Why,  know  you  not  the  lords  are  all  come 
back, 

And  brought  prince  Henry  in  their  company  ? 
At  whofe  requeft  the  king  hath  pardon'd  them, 
And  they  are  all  about  his  majefty. 

Faulc.  Withhold  thine  indignation,  mighty  heaven, 
And  tempt  us  not  to  bear  above  our  power  !— 
IT!  tell  thee,  Hubert,  half  my  power  this  night, 
Palling  thefe  flats,  are  taken  by  the  tide, 
Thefe  Lincoln  wafnes  have  devoured  them; 
Mylelf,  well-mounted,  hardly  have  efcap'd. 
Away,  before  !  conducl  me  to  the  king ; 
I  doubt  he  will  be  dead,  or  ere  I  come.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII. 

Ihe  Orchard  in  S^winjlead- Abbey . 
Enter  Prince  Henry,  Sali/bury,  and  Bigot. 
Hen'.  It  is  too  late  ;  the  life  of  all  his  blood 
Is  touch'd  corruptibly  ;  and  his  poor  brain 
(Which  fome  fuppofe  the  foul's  frail  dwelling-houfe) 
Doth,  by  the  idle  comments  that  it  makes, 
Foretell  the  ending  of  mortality. 

Enter  Pembroke. 
Pemb.  His  highnefs  yet  doth  fpeak ;  and  holds  be- 
lief, 

That,  being  brought  into  the  open  air. 
It  would  aiiay  the  burning  quality 
Of  that  fell  poifon  which  affaileth  him. 

Hen.  Let  hirn  be  brought  into  the  orchard  here. — 
Doth  he  fall  rage  ? 

Pemb.  He  is  more  patient 
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Than  when  you  left  him  ;  even  now  he  lung. 

Hen.  O  vanity  of  fickaefs !  fierce  extremes, 
In  their  continuance,  will  not  feel  themfelves. 
Death,  having  prey'd  upon  the  outward  parts, 
Leaves  them  ;  invifible  his  iiege  is  now, 
Againft  the  mind,  the  which  he  pricks  and  wounds 
With  many  legions  of  ftrange  fantahes  ; 
Which  in  their  throng  and  prefs  to  that  iafl  hold, 
Confound  themfelves.    'Tis  ftrange,  that  death  ihould 
fmg,  

I  am  the  cygnet  to  this  pale  faint  fwan, 
Who  chaunts  a  doleful  hymn  to  his  own  death  ; 
And,  from  the  organ-pipe  of  frailty,  lings 
His  foul  and  body  to  their  lading  re  it. 

Sal.  Be  of  good  comfort,  prince  ;  for  you  are  bom 
To  fet  a  form  upon  that  indigeft 
Which  he  hath  left  fo  fnapelefs  and  fo  rude. 

King  John  brought  in. 

K.  John.  Ay,  marry,  now  my  foul  hath  elbow-room ; 
It  would  not  out  at  windows,  nor  at  doors, 
There  is  fo  hot  a  fummer  in  my  bofom, 
That  all  my  bowels  crumble  up  to  dull: 
I  am  a  fcribbled  form,  drawn  with  a  pen 
Upon  a  parchment ;  and  againfc  this  fire 
Do  I  fhrink  up. 

Hen.  How  fares  your  majefty? 

K.  John.  Poifon'd, — ill  fare  ; — dead,  forfook,  call 
off: 

And  none  of  you  will  bid  the  winter  come, 
To  thruft  his  icy  fingers  in  my  maw: 
Nor  let  my  kingdom's  rivers  take  their  courfe 
Through  my  burn'd  bofom ;  nor  intreat  the  north 
To  make  his  bleak  winds  kifs,  ray  parched  lips, 
And  comfort  me  with  cold:— I  do  not  afk  you  much, 
I  beg  cold  comfort;  and  you  are  fo  ftraight, 
And  fo  ingrateful,  you  deny  me' that. 

Hen.  Oh,  that  there  were  fome  virtue  in  my  tears, 
That  might  relieve  you] 

K,  John.  The  fait  of  them  is  hct,~ 
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Within  me  is  a  hell ;  and  there  the  poifon 
Is,  as  a  fiend,  conlin'd  to  tyrannize 
On  unreprievable  condemned  bloods 
Enter  Faulconbridge. 
Faulc.  Oh,  I  am  fcalded  with  my  violent  motion 
And  fpleen  of  fpeed  to  fee  your  majeily. 

K,  John.  Oh,  couiin,  thou  art  come  to  fet  mine  eye 
The  tackle  of  my  heart  is  crack'd  and  burnt; 
And  all  the  fhrowds,  wherewith  my  life  mould  fail, 
Are  turned  to  one  thread,  one  little  hair; 
My  heart  hath  one  poor  firing  to  ftay  it  by, 
Which  holds  but  till  thy  news  be  uttered  ; 
And  then  all  this  thou  feefl  is  but  a  clod, 
And  module  of  confounded  royalty. 

Fauk.  The  Dauphin  is  preparing  hitherward  : 
Where,  heaven  he  knows,  how  we  mall  anfwer  him  : 
For,  in  a  night,  the  bell  part  of  my  power, 
As  i  upon  advantage  did  remove, 
Were  in  the  wafhes,  all  unwarily, 
Devoured  by  the  unexpected  flood.     [The  Icing  dies. 

Sal.  You  breathe  thefe  dead  news  in  as  dead  an  ear.— 
My  liege  !  my  lord  ! — But  now  a  king,— now  thus. 

Hen.  Even  fo  muft  I  run  on,  and  even  fo  ftop. 
What  furety  of  the  world,  what  hope,  what  ilay, 
When  this  was  now  a  king,  and  now  is  clay  ! 

Faulc.  Art  thou  gone  fo  ?  I  do  but  ftay  behind*, 
To  do  the  office  for  thee  of  revenge ; 
And  then  my  foul  mail  wait  on  thee  to  heaven, 
As  it  on  earth  hath  been  thy  fervant  ftill. — — — 
Now,  now,  you  ftars,  that  move  in  your  right  fpbcres, 
Where  be  your  powers?  Shew  now  your  mended  faiths; 
And  initantly  return  with  me  again, 
To  pufti  de#ru6!ion,  and  perpetual  fhame, 
Out  of  the  weak  door  of  our  fainting  land  : 
Straight  let  us  feek,  or  ilraight  we  (hall  be  fought ; 
The  Dauphin  rages  at  our  very  heels. 

Sal.  It  feems,  you  know  not  then  fo  much  as  we  : 
The  cardinal  Pandulph  is  within  at  reil, 
Who  half  aa  hour  fince  came  from  the  Dauphin ; 
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And  brings  from  him  fuch  offers  of  our  peace 
As  we  with  honour  and  refpecl  may  take, 
With  purpofe  prefently  to  leave  this  war. 

Faulc.  He  will  the  rather  do  it,  when  he  fees 
Ourfelves  well  fmewed  to  our  defence. 

SaL  Nay,  it  is  in  a  manner  done  already ; 
For  many  carriages  he  hath  difpatch'd 
To  the  fea-lide,  and  put  his  caufe  and  quarrel 
To  the  difpofmg  of  the  cardinal : 
With  whom  yourfelf,  myfelf,  and  other  lords, 
If  you  think  meet,  this  afternoon  will  poll 
To  confummate  this  bufmefs  happily. 

Faulc,  Let  it  be  fo: — An$  you,  my  noble  prince, 
Writh  other  princes  that  may  bell  be  fpar'd, 
Shall  wait  upon  your  father's  funeral. 

Hen.  At  Worcefter  mult  his  body  be  interr'd  ; 
For  fo  he  will'd  it. 

Faulc.  Thither  ihall  it  then. 
And  happily  may  your  fweet  felf  put  On 
The  lineal  ftate  and  glory  of  the  land  ! 
To  whom,  with  all  fubmiflion,  on  my  knee, 
I  do  bequeath  my  faithful  fervices 
And  true  fubjeclion  everlaftingly. 

SaL  And  the  like  tender  of  our  love  we  make, 
To  reft  without  a  fpot  for  evermore. 

Hen.  I  have  a  kind  foul,  that  would  give  you  thanks, 
And  knows  not  how  to  do  it,  but  with  tears. 

Faulc.  Oh,  let  us  pay  the  time  but  needful  woe, 
Since  it  hath  been  beforehand  with  our  griefs. — 
This  England  never  did,  nor  never  mall, 
Lye  at  the  proud  foot  of  a  conqueror, 
But  when  it  iirft  did  help  to  wound  itfelf. 
Now  thefe  her  princes  are  come  home  again, 
Come  the  three  corners  of  the  world  in  arms, 
And  we  fhall  mock  them  :  nought  fhall  make  us  rue, 
If  England  to  itfelf  do  reft  but  true.    \Exeunt  Omnes. 
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NOTE. 

The  tragedy  of  King  John,  though  net  written  with  the  it- 
1/ oft  power  of  Shakspear,  is  varied  with  a\ery  pleafing  lliter- 
change  of  incidents  and  characters.  The  lady's  grief  is  very  af- 
fe&ingj  ri  d  the.  character  of  the  baftard  contains  that  mixture 
of  gieatnefs  and  levity  which  this  author  delights  to  exhibit. 
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Lord  Willoughby. 
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Sir  Stephen  Scroop. 
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The  Court. 

Enter  King  Richard,  John  of  Gaunt,  with  other  n 
and  Attendants. 

K.  Rich.  /^\LD  John  of  Gaunt,  tlme-hons 

\Jr  Lanfaftei^ 
Hail  thou,  according  to  thy  oatH  and  band, 
Brought  hither  Henry  Hereford  thy  bold  ion  ; 
Here  to  make  good  the  boifterous  late  appeal, 
Which  then  our  ieifure  would  not  Jet  us  hear, 
Agamil  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mo  ,v  bray  ? 

Gaunt.  I  have,  my  liege. 

K.  Rich.  Tell  me  more  over,  haft  thou  founded  f 
If  he  appeal  the  duke  on  ancient  malice; 
Or  worthily,  as  a  good  fubject  mould. 
On  ibme  known  ground  of  treachery  in  him  ? 

Gaunt.  As  near  as  I  could  hft-iiirn  on  that 
ment,— 

On  fbme  apparent  danger  fees  in  him, 

Aim  a  at  your  highnefs,  no  inveterate  malice. 

K.  Rich.  Thencallthenito  our  prefence ;  face  to  5 
And  frowning  brow  to  brow,  ourfelves  will  hear 
The  accufer,  and  the  accufed,  freely  (peak:— 
Bigh-ilomach'd  are  they  both,  and  fall  of  ire, 
In  rage  deaf  as  the  lea,  hafty  as  hre. 

Enter  Bolingbroke  and  ivlonxhray. 

Baling.  Many  years  of  nappy  days  befal 
My  gracious  foverei'^n,  my  mofr  lovino-  liege  ! 
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K.  Rich.  We  thank  you  both :  yet  one  but  flat- 
ters us, 

As  well  appeareth  by  the  caufe  you  come  ; 
Namely,  to  appeal  each  other  of  high  treafon. — 
Coufin  of  Hereford,  what  doft  thou  object 
Againft  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray?  | 

Baling.  Firft  (heaven  be  the  record  to  my  fpeech!) 
In  the  devotion  of  a  fubjecVs  love,  * 
Tendering  the  precious  fafety  of  my  prince, 
And  free  from  other  mifbegotten  hate, 
Come  I  appellant  to  this  princely  prefence. — 
Now,  Thomas  Mowbray,  do  1  turn  to  thee, 
And  mark  my  greeting  well ;  for  what  I  fpeak, 
My  body  lhall  make  good  upon  this  earthy 
Or  my  divine  foul  anlwer  it  in  heaven. 
Thou  art  a  traitor,  and  a  mifcreant ; 
Too  good  to  be  fo,  and  too  bad  to  live ; 
Since,  the  more  fair  and  cryfial  is  the  fky, 
The  uglier  feem  the  clouds  that  in  it  fly. 
Once  more,  the  more  to  aggravate  the  note, 
With  a  foul  traitor's  name  liuff  I  thy  throat  ; 
And  wifh,  (fopleafe  my  fovereign)  ere  I  move, 
What  my  tongue  (peaks,  my  right-drawn  fword  may 
prove. 

Mowb.  Let  not  my  cold  words  here  accufe  my  zeal: 
'Tis  not  the  trial  of  a  woman's  war, 
The  bitter  clamour  of  two  eager  tongues, 
Can  arbitrate  this  caufe  betwixt  us  twain ; 
The  blood  is  hot,  that  mull  be  cool'd  for  this. 
Yet  can  I  not  of  fuch  tame  patience  boaft, 
As  to  be  huih'd,  and  nought  at  all  to  fay : 
Firfl,  the  fair  reverence  of  your  highnefs  curbs  me, 
From  giving  reins  and  fpurs  to  my  free  fpeech; 
Which  elfe  would  poll,  until  it  had  return'd 
Thefe  terms  of  treafon  doubled  down  his  throat. 
Setting  aiide  his  high  blood's  royalty, 
And  let  him  be  no  kinfman  to  my  liege, 
I  do  defy  him,  and  I  fpit  at  him ; 
Call  him— a  fhnderous  coward,  and  a  villain  ; 
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Which  to  maintain,  I  would  allow  him  odds ; 

And  meet  him,  were  Ity'dtorun  a-foot 

Even  to  the  frozen  ridges  of  the  Alps, 

Or  any  other  ground  inhabitable 

Where  ever  Englishman  durft  fet  his  foot. 

Mean  time,  let  this  defend  my  loyalty, — 

By  all  my  hopes,  moll  falfely  doth  he  lie. 

Baling.  Pale  trembling  coward,  there  I  throw  my 

Difclaiming  here  the  kindred  of  a  king ; 
And  lay  afide  my  high  blood's  royalty, 
Which  fear,  not  reverence,  makes  thee  to  except: 
If  guilty  dread  hath  left  thee  fo  much  flrength, 
As  to  take  up  mine  honour's  pawn,  then  Hoop; 
By  that,  and  all  the  rites  of  knighthood  elfe, 
Will  I  make  good  againft  thee,  arm  to  arm, 
What  I  have  fpoke,  or  thou  canft  worfe  devife. 

Mowb.  I  take  it  up  ;  and,  by  that  fword  I  fvvear, 
Which  gently  lay 5 d  my  knighthood  on  my  moulder, 
I'll  anfwer  thee  in  any  fair  degree, 
Or  chivalrous  defign  of  knightly  trial : 
And,  when  I  mount,  alive  may  I  not  light, 
If  I  be  traitor,  or  unjuftly  fight! 

K.  Rich.  What  doth  our  coufin  lay  to  Mowbray's 
charge  ? 

It  mull  be  great,  that  can  inherit  us 
So  much  as  of  a  thought  of  ill  in  him. 

Baling.  Look,  what  I  faid,  my  life  mail  prove  it 
true; — — 

That  Mowbray  hath  receiv'd  eight  thoufand  nobles, 
In  name  of  leadings  for  your  highnefs'  foldiers; 
The  which  he  hata  detam'd  for  lewd  employments, 
Like  a  falfe  traitor,  and  injurious  villain. 

Befides  I  fay,  and  will  in  battle  prove,  ■ 

Or  here  or  elfewhere,  to  the  furthefl  verge 

That  ever  was  furvey'd  by  Englim  eye,— 

That  all  the  treafons,  for  thefe  eighteen  years 

Complotted  and  contrived  in  this  land, 

Fetch  from  falfe  Mowbray  their  firll  head  and  fpring. 
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Further  I  fay, — and  further  will  maintain 
Upon  his  bad  life,  to  make  all  this  good, — 
That  he  did  plot  the  duke  of  Glofler's  death  : 
Suggefl:  his  ibon-believing  adverfaries  ; 
And,  confequently,  like  a  traitor  coward, 
Sluiced  out  his  innocent  foul  through  fcreams  of  blood ; 
Which  blood,  like  ihcrinclng  Abel's,  cries,  • 
EVeii  from  the  tonguelefs  caverns  of  the  earth, 
To  me,  for  juitice,  and  rough  chaflifement ; 
And,  by  the  glorious  worth  of  mydefcent, 
This  arm  mall  do  it,  or  this  life  be  fpent. 

K,  Rich.  How  high  a  pitch  his  resolution  foars! — 
Thomas  of  Norfolk,  what  fay'ft  thou  to  this? 

M(nvb,  O,  let  my  fovereign  turn  away  his  face, 
And  bid  his  ears  a  little  while  be  deaf, 
Till  I  have  told  this  fiander  of  his  blood, 
How  God,  and  good  men,  hate  fo  foul  a  liar. 

X.  Rich.  Mowbray,  impartial  are  our  eyes,  and  ears ; 
Were  he  my  brother,  nay,  my  kingdom's  heir, 
(As  he  is  but  my  father's  brother's  Ion), 
Now  by  my  fceptre's  awe  I  make  a  vow, 
Such  neighbour  nearnefs  to  our  facfed  blood 
Should  nothing  privilege  him,  nor  partialize 
The  unilooping  iirmnels  of  my  upright  foul: 
He  is  our  fubjecl,  Mowbray,  fo  art  thou  ; 
Free  fpeeth,  and  fearlefs,  I  to  thee  allow. 

ft  tub.  Then,  Bolingbroke,  as  low  as  to  thy  heart, 
Through  the  falfe  paffage  of  thy  throat,  thou  lieft  i 
Three  parts  of  that  receipt  I  had  for  Calais, 
Dilburs'd  I  to  his  highnels'  loldiers: 
The  other  part  referv'd  I  by  confent : 
B#r  that  my  fovereign  liege  was  in  my  debt, 
Upon  remainder  of  a  dear  account, 
Since  lahT  vent  to  France,  to  fetch  his  queen; 
Now  fwaliow  down  that  lie. — For  Glofler's  death, — 
1  he^v  him  not;  but,  to  mine  own  difgrace, 
•Nfgb&ed  my  fworn  duty  in  that  cafe. — 
Foi*ydli;  my  noble  lord  of  Laneafler, 
Rh<  I  unourable  father  to  my  foe,— 
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Once  did  I  lay  an  ambufh  for  your  life, 

A  trefpafs  that  doth  vex  my  grieved  foul: 

But,  ere  I  laft  receiv'd  the  facrament, 

I  did  confefs  it;  and  exactly  begg'd 

Your  grace's  pardon,  and,  I  hope,  I  had  it. 

This  is  my  fault :  As  for  the  reft  appeal'd, 

It  iffues  from  the  rancour  of  a  villain, 

A  recreant  and  moil  degenerate  traitor : 

Which  in  myfelf  I  boldly  will  defend  ; 

And  interchangably  hurl  down  my  gage 

Upon  this  over-weening  traitor's  foot, 

To  prove  myfelf  a  loyal  gentleman 

Even  in  the  bell  blood  chamber'd  in  his  bofom  : 

In  hafte  whereof,  moll  heartily  I  pray 

Your  highnefs  to  aiTign  our  trial-day. 

K.  Rich.  Wrath-kindled  gentlemen,  be  ruPd  by  me 
Let's  purge  this  choler  without  letting  blood  : 
This  we  prefcribe,  though  no  phyiician  ; 
Deep  malice  makes  too  deep  iiicihon : 
Forget,  forgive  ;  conclude,  and  be  agreed  ; 
Our  doctors  fay,  this  is  no  time  to  bleed.™ 
Good  uncle,  let  this  end  where  it  begun  ; 
We'll  calm  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  you  your  fon. 

Gaunt.  To  be  a  make-peace  mail  become  my  age 
Throw  down,  my  fon,  the  duke  of  Norfolk's  gage 

K.  Rich.  And,  Norfolk,  throw  down  his. 

Gaunt.  When,  Harry  ?  when  ? 
Obedience  bids,  I  mould  not  bid  again. 

K.Rich.  Norfolk,  throw  down;  we  bid ;  there! 
no  boot. 

Mo-wh.  Myfelf  I  throw,  dread  fovereign,  at  thy  foot 
My  life  thou  malt  command,  but  not  my  fhatne  : 
The  one,  my  duty  owes ;  but  my  Fair  name, 
(Defpight  of  death,  that  lives  upon  my  grave) 
To  dark  difoonour's  me  thou  fltalt  not  have. 
I  am  difgrac'd,  impeach'd,  and  barHed  here; 
Pierc'd  to  the  foul  with  {lander's  venom '"d  fpeir ; 
The  which  no  balm  can  cure,  but  his  heart-blood 
Which  breath' d  this  poifon. 
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K.  Rich.  Rage  mull  be  withflood: 
Give  me  his  gage : — Lions  make  leopards  tame. 
Mc-zib.  Yea,  but  not  change  their  fpots ;  take  but 

my  fhame, 

And  I  rengn  my  gage.    My  dear  dear  lord, 

The  pureft  trcafure  mortal  times  afford, 

Is — fpotlefs  reputation  ;  that  away, 

Men  are  but  gilded  loam,  or  painted-clay. 

A  jewel  in  a  ten-times-barr  d-up  cheft 

Is — a  bold  (pint  in  a  loyal  breaii. 

Mine  honour  is  my  life ;  both  grow  in  one  ; 

Take  honour  from  me,  and  my  life  is  done  : 

Then,  dear  my  liege,  mine  honourvlet  me  try  ; 

In  that  I  live,  and  for  that  will  I  die. 

K.  Rub.  Coufm,  throw  down  your  gage ;  do  you 
begin. 

Baling.  Oh,  heaven  defend  my  foul  from  fuch  foul  fin! 
Shall  I  feena  creft-fallen  in  my  father's  fight? 
Or  frith  pale  beggar- face  impeach  my  height 
Before  this  out-dar'd  daftard  r  Ere  my  tongue 
Shall  wound  mine  honor  with  fuch  feeble  wrong, 
Or  found  fo  bafe  a  parle,  my  teeth  fhall  tear 
The  flavifh  motive  of  recanting  fear  ; 
And  (pit  it  bleeding,  in  his  high  difgrace, 
Where  ihame  doth  harbour,  even  in  Mowbray's  face. 

[Exit  Gaunt. 

K.  Rich.  We  were  not  born  to  fue,  but  to  command: 
Which  fince  we  cannot  do  to  make  you  friends, 
Be  ready,  as  your  lives  fnall  anfwer  it, 
At  Coventry,  upon  St.  Lambert's  day; 
There  fhall  your  fwords  and  lances  arbitrate 
The  fwelling  difference  of  your  fettled  hate ; 
Since  we  cannot  atone  you,  you  mall  fee 
Juftice  decide  the  victor's  chivalry. — 
Lord  marfhal,  command  our  oiflcers  at  arms 
Be  ready  to  direct  thefe  home-alarms.  [Exeunt. 
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The  Duke  of  Lane  after*  s  Palace, 
Enter  Gaunt,  and  Due  heft  of  Glofter. 
Gaunt.  Alas !  the  part  I  had  in  Glofler's  blood 
Doth  more  folicit  me,  than  your  exclaims, 
To  ftir  againll  the  butchers  of  his  life. 
But,  fince  correction  lieth  in  thofe  hands, 
Which  made  the  fault  that  we  cannot  correct, 
Put  we  our  quarrel  to  the  will  of  heaven  ; 
Who,  when  they  fee  the  hours  ripe  on  earth, 
Will  rain  hot  vengeance  on  offenders'  heads. 

Duch,  Finds  brotherhood  in  thee  no  fharper  fpur? 
Hath  love  in  thy  old  blood  no  living  fire  ? 
Edward's  feven  Ions,  whereof  thyfelf  art  one, 
Were  as  feven  phials  of  his  facred  blood, 
Or  feven  fair  branches,  fpringing  from  one  root : 
Some  of  thofe  feven  are  dry'd  by  nature's  courfe, 
Some  of  thofe  branches  by  the  deilinies  cut. 
But  Thomas,  my  dear  lord,  my  life,  my  Glofter, — 
One  phial  full  of  Edward's  facred  blood, 
One  flourifhing  branch  of  his  moil  royal  root, — 
Is  crack'd,  and  all  the  precious  liquor  fpilt; 
Is  hack'd  down,  and  his  fummer  leaves  all  faded, 
By  envy's  hand,  and  murder's  bloody  axe. 
Ah,  Gaunt !  his  blood  was  thine ;  that  bed,  that  womb, 
That  metal,  that  felf-mould,  that  fafhion'd  thee, 
Made  him  a  man;  and  though  thou  liv'ft,  and  breath'fl, 
Yet  art  thou  (lain  in  him  ;  thou  doll  confent 
In  fome  large  meafure  to  thy  father's  death, 
In  that  thou  feeil  thy  wretched  brother  die, 
Who  was  the  model  of  thy  father's  life. 
Call  it  not  patience,  Gaunt,  it  is  defpair : 
In  fuffering  thus  thy  brother  to  be  flaughter'd, 
Thou  mew 'it  the  naked  path-way  to  thy  life, 
Teaching  fiern  murder  how  to  butcher  thee  :. 
That  which  in  mean  men  we  entitle — patience, 
Is  pale  cold  cowardice  in  noble  breafts. 
What  mall  I  &y  ?  to  fafeguard  thine  own  life, 
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The  bed  way  is— to  'vsnge  my  Giofler's  death. 
Gaunt.  Heaven's  is  the  quarrel ;  for  heaven's  fub 
ftitute, 

His  deputy  anointed  in  his  fight, 

Hath  caus'd  his  death  ;  the  which  if  wrongfully, 

Let  heaven  revenge ;  for  I  may  never  lift 

An  angry  arm  againft  his  minifter. 

Duch.  Where  then,  alas  !  may  I  complain  myfeif  f 
Gaunt.  To  heaven,  the  widow's  champion  and 
defence. 

Ducb.  Why  then,  I  will.    Farewell,  old  Gaunt ! 
Thou  go'ft  to  Coventry,  there  to  behold 
Our  coufin  Hereford  and  fell  Mov/bray  fight ; 
O,  fit  my  hufband's  wrongs  on  Hereford's  fpear, 
That  it  may  enter  butcher  Mowbray's  breafl  ! 
Or  if  misfortune  mifs  the  firft  career, 
Be  Mowbray's  fins  fo  heavy  in  his  bofom, 
That  they  may  break  his  foaming  courfer's  back, 
And  throw  the  rider  headlong  in  the  lifts, 
A  catifF  recreant  to  my  coufm  Hereford ! 
Farewell,  old  Gaunt ;  thy  feme  time  brother's  wife, 
V/ith  her  companion  grief  mull  end  her  life. 

Gaunt.  Siller,  farewell :  I  mttrr.  to  Coventry  : 
As  much  good  flay  with  thee,  as  go  with  me  ! 

Duch.  Yet  one  word  more  ;  Grief  boundeth  where 
it  falls, 

Not  with  the  empty  hollo wnefs,  but  weight : 

I  take  my  leave  before  I  have  begun ; 

For  forrow  ends  not,  when  it  feemeth  done. 

Commend  me  to  my  brother,  Edmund  York. 

Lo,  this  is  ail : — Nay,  yet  depart  not  fo  ; 

Though  this  be  all,  do  not  fo  quickly  go ; 

I  (hall  remember  more.    Bid  him — Oh,  what  ?— 

With  all  good  fpeed  at  Piafhy  vifit  me, 

Alack,  and  what  fhall  good  old  York  there  fee  J 

But  empty  lodgings  and  unfurnifh'ci  walls, 

Unpeopled  offices,  untrodden  ft  ones  ? 

And  what  hear  there  for  welcome,  but  my  groans 

Therefore  commend  me  5  let  him  not  come  there, 


A  Si  I.  KING  RICHA.ID  1).  93 

To  feek  out  forrow,  that  dwells  every  where  : 
Defdlate,  defolate,  will  I  hence,  and  die, 
The  laft  leave  of  thee  takes  my  weeping  eye, 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE  III. 
The  Lifts,  at  Coventry. 
Enter  the  Lord  Marjlal  and  Aumerle. 
Mar.  My  lord  Aumerle,  is  Harry  Hereford  arm'd  \ 
Aum.  Yea,  at  all  points  ;  and  longs  to  enter  in. 
Mar.  The  duke  of  Norfolk,  fprightfully  and  bold, 
Stays  but  the  fummons  of  the  appellant's  trumpet. 

Awn.  Why  then,  the  champions  are  prepared,  and  ftay 
For  nothing  but  his  majefty's  approach.  [Flouri/h. 
The  trumpets  found,  and  the  King  enters  with  Gaunt, 
Bujhy,  Bagot,  and  others  ;  when  they  are  Jet,  enter 
the  Duke  of  Norfolk  in  armour. 
K.  Rich.  Marihal,  demand  of  yonder  champion 
The  caufe  of  his  arrival  here  in  arms  : 
Aik  him  his  name  ;  and  orderly  proceed 
To  fwear  him  in  the  juilice  of  his  caufe. 

Mar.  ' h\  God's  name,  and  the  king's,  fay  who 
thou  art,  [  To  Mowbray. 

And  why  thou  corn'rl,  thus  knightly  clad  in  arms ; 
Againit  what  man  thou  com'fl,  and  what  thy  quarrel: 
Speak  truly,  on  thy  knighthood,  and  thy  oath, 
And  fo  defend  thee  heaven,  and  thy  valour ! 

Mowh.  My  name  is  Thomas  Mowbray,  duke  of 
Norfolk ; 

Who  hither  come  engaged  by  my  oath, 
(Which  heaven  defend  a  knight  mould  violate  !) 
Both  to  defend  my  loyalty  and  truth, 
To  God,  my  king,  and  his  fucceeding  iillie, 
Againft  the  duke  of  Hereford  that  appeals  me  j 
And  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  this  mine  arm, 
To  prove  him,  in  defending  of  myfelf, 
A  traitor  to  my  God,  my  king,  and  me  : 
And,  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heaven  ! 
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Trumpets  found.  Enter  Bolingbroke,  appellant,  in  armour. 

K.  Rich,  Marfhal,  afk  yonder  knight  in  arms, 
Both  who  he  is,  and  why  he  cometh  hither 
Thus  plated  in  habiliments  of  war  ; 
And  formally  according  to  our  law 
Depofe  him  in  the  juftice  of  his  caufe. 

Mar,  What  is  thy  name  ?  and  wherefore com'ft  thou 
hither, 

Before  king  Richard,  in  his  royal  lifts  ?  [To  Boling. 
Agamft  whom  corned;  thou  ?  and  what's  thy  quarrel  ? 
Speak  like  a  true  knight,  fo  defend  thee  heaven ! 

Boling.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancafter,  and  Derby, 
Am  I ;  who  ready  here  do  Hand  in  arms, 
To  prove,  by  heaven's  grace,  and  my  body's  valour, 
In  lifts,  on  Thomas  Mowbray,  duke  of  Norfolk, 
That  he's  a  traitor,  foul  and  dangerous, 
To  God  of  heaven,  king  Richard,  and  to  me  ; 
And,  as  I  truly  light,  defend  me  heaven  ! 

Mar.  On  pain  of  death,  no  perfon  be  fo  bold, 
Or  daring-hardy,  as  to  touch  the  lifts ; 
Except  the  marfhal,  and  fuch  officers 
Appointed  to  dired  thefe  fair  deiigns. 

Boling.  Lord  marfhal,  ietmekifsmy  fovereign'shand 
And  bow  my  knee  before  his  majefty  : 
For  Mowbray,  and  myfelf,  are  like  two  men 
That  vow  a  long  and  weary  pilgrimage  ; 
Then  let  us  take  a  ceremonious  leave, 
And  loving  farewell,  of  our  feveral  friends. 

Mar. The  appellant  in  all  duty  greets  your  highnefs, 

'[To  K.  Rich.' 
And  craves  to  kifs  your  hand,  and  take  his  leave. 

K.  Rich.  We  will  defcend  and  fold  him  in  our  arms. 
Coufin  of  Hereford,  as  thy  caufe  is  right, 
So  be  thy  fortune  in  this  royal  fight ! 
Farewell,  my  blcod;  which  if  to-day  thou  lived, 
Lament  we  may,  but  not  revenge  thee  dead. 

Bcli-ng.  Oh,  let  no  noble  eye  prop  Kane  a  tear 
For  me,  if  I  be  gor'd  with  Mowbray's  fpear : 
As  confident,  as  is  the  faulcon's  flight 
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Againft  a  bird,  do  I  with  Mowbray  fight. — 
My  loving  lord,  I  take  my  leave  of  you; — 
Of  you  my  noble  coufin,  lord  Aurnerlc  ; — 
Not  fick,  although  i  have  10  do  with  death  ; 
But  iufly,  young  and  chearly  drawing  breath. — - 
Lo,  as  at  Engiifh  feafts,  fo  I  regrect 
The  daintieft  lait,  to  make  the  end  moft  fweet : 
Oh,  thou  the  earthly  author  of  my  blood,— 

[  To  Gam 

Whofe  youthful  fpirit,  in  me  regenerate, 
Doth  with  a  two-fold  vigour  lift  me  up 
To  reach  at  vi'ftory  above  my  head, — 
Add  proof  unto  mine  armour  with  thy  prayers ; 
And  with  thy  blefTmgs  ileel  my  lance's  point, 
That  it  may  enter  Mowbray's  waxen  coat, 
And  furbiih  new  the  name  of  John  of  Gaunt, 
Even  in  the  luity  'haviour  of  his  fon. 

Gaunt,  Heaven  in  thy  good  caufe  make  thee  pr 
perous ! 

Be  fwift  like  lightning  in  the  execution ; 
And  let  thy  blows,  doubly  redoubled, 
Fall  like  amazing  thunder  on  the  cafque 
Of  thy  adverfe  pernicious  enemy  ; 
Rouze  up  thy  youthful  blood,  be  valiant  and  live. 
Boling.  Mine  innocency,  and  faint  George  to  thriv 
Mo*wb.  However  heaven,  or  fortune,  call:  my  1 
There  lives,  or  dies,  true  to  King  Richard's  thron 
A  loyal,  juil  and  upright  gentleman  : 
Never  did  captive  with  a  freer  heart 
Call  off  his  chains  of  bondage,  ,  and  embrace 
His  golden  uncontrouPd  enfranchifement, 
More  than  my  dancing  foul  doth  celebrate 
This  feaft  of  battle  with  mine  adverfary. — 
Mod  mighty  liege, — and  my  companion  peers, — 
l  ake  from  my  mouth  the  wifh  of  happy  years  : 
As  gentle,  and  as  jocund,  as  to  jell, 
Go  I  to  fight ;  truth  hath  a  quiet  breaft. 

K.  Rich,  Farewell,  my  lord;  fecurely  I  efpy 
Virtue  with  valour  couched  in  thine  eye.— 
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Order  the  trial,  Mirfhal,  and  begin. 

M^r.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancafter,  and  Derby, 
Receive  thy  lance  ;  and  heaven  defend  tae  right ! 

Bcling.  Strong  as  a  tower  in  '-ope,  I  cry— Araen. 

Mar.  Go  bear  this  lance  to  Thomas  duke  of  Norfolk. 

1  Her.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancafter,  and  Derbv, 
Stands  here  for  God,  his  fovereign,  and  himfelf, 
Gn  pain  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant. 

To  prove  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray, 
A  traitor  to  his  God,  his  king,  and  him, 
And  dares  him  to  fet  forward  to  the  fight. 

2  Her.  Here  ftandeth  Thomas  Mowbray,  cuke  of 

.Norfolk, 

On  pain  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant, 

Both  to  defend  himfelf,  and  to  approve 

Henry  of  Hereford,  Lancafter,  and  Derby, 

To  God,  his  fovereign,  and  to  .him,  diiioval ; 

Courageously,  and  wir.h  a  free  dehre, 

Attending,  bat  the  fignal  to  begin.  [A  charge  founded. 

Mar.  Sound,  trumpets ;  and  let  for  ward,  combatants. 
Stay,  the  king  has  thrown  his  warder  down. 

K.  Rich.  Let  them  lay  by  their  helmets,  and  their 
fpears. 

And  both  return  back  to  their  chairs  agsin : — — 
Withdraw  with  us; — and  let  the  trumpets  found, 
While  we  return  thefe  dukes  what  we  decree.—  - 

[  A  long  fourijh  :  after  which,  i he  king 
f peaks  to  the  combatants . 

Draw  near, 

And  lift,  what  with  our  council  we  have  done. 

For  that  our  kingdom's  earth  mould  not  be  foil-'d 

With  that  dear  blood  which  it  hath  foftered, 

And  for  cur  eyes  do  hate  the  dire  alpect 

Of  civil  wounds  plough' d  up  with  neighbor's  fwGKffl 

[And  for  we  think,  the  eagle- winged  pride 

Of  fky-afpiring  and  ambitious  thoughts, 

With  rival-hating  envy,  fet  you  on 

To  wake  our  peace,  which  in  our  country's  cradle  I 

Draws  the  fweet  infant  breath  of  gentle  fleepj] 
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Which  fo  rouz'd  up  with  boiflerous  untun'd  drums, 
And  harlh-refounding  trumpets'  dreadful  bray, 
And  grating  fhock  of  wrathful  iron  arms, 
Might  from  our  quiet  confines  fright  fair  peace, 
And  make  us  wade  even  in^our  kindred  s  blood, — 
Therefore,  webanifh  you  our  territories.—- — 
You,  coufin  Hereford,  upon  pain  of  death, 
Till  twice  five  fummers  haveenrich'd  our  fields, 
Shall  not  regreet  our  fair  dominions, 
But  tread  the  ftranger  paths  of  banifhment. 

Boling.  Your  will  be  done  :  This  mull:  my  com  fori 
be,  

That  fun,  that  warms  you  here,  mall  mine  on  me ; 
And  thofe  his  golden  beams,  to  you  here  lent, 
Shall  point  on  me,  and  gild  my  banimment. 

K.  Rich.  Norfolk,  for  thee  remains  a  heavier  doom, 
Which  I  with  fome  unwillingnefs  pronounce  : 
The  fly- flow  hours  (kail  not  determinate 
The  datelefs  limit  of  thy  dear  exile  ; — ■ 
♦The  hopelefs  word  of — never  to  return, 
Breathe  I  againft  thee,  upon  pain  of  life. 

Mowb.  A  heavy  fentence,  my  molt  fovereigh  lieee5 
And  all  unlook'd  for  from  your  highnefs'  mouth: 
A  dearer  merit  not  fo  deep  a  maim 
As  to  be  caft  forth  in  the  common  air, 
Have  I  deferred  at  your  highnefs'  hand. 
The  language  I  have  learn'd  thefe  forty  years, 
My  native  Englifh,  now  I  mart  forego  : 
And  now  my  tongue's  ufe  is  to  me  no  more 
Than  an  unftringed  viol,  or  a  harp  ; 
Or  like  a  cunning  inurnment  cas'd  up, 
Or,  being  open,  put  into  his  hands 
That  knows  no  touch  to  tune  the  harmony. 
Within  my  mouth  you  have  engoaPd  my  tongue. 
Doubly  portculiis'd  with  my  teeth  and  lips ; 
And  dull,  unfeeling,  barren  ignorance 

It 

Is  made  my  gaoler  to  attend  on  me. 
jl  am  too  old  to  fawn  upon  a  nurfe, 
[Too  far  in  years  to  be  a  pupil  now  ; 
Vol.  IV.  1 
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What  is  thy  fentence  then,  but  fp^e^Hefs  death, 
Which  robs  my  tongue  from  breathing  native  breath? 

K.  Rich.  It  boots  thee  not  to  be  companionate, 
After  our  fentence,.  plaining  comes  too  late. 

Mo<wb.  Then  thus  I  turn  me  from  my  country's 
light, 

To  dwell  in  folemn  fhadcs  of  endlefs  night. 

K.  Rich,  Return  again,  and  take  an  oath  with  thee. 
Lay  on  our  royal  fword  your  baniih'd  hands; 
Swear  by  the  duty  that  you  owe  to  heaven, 
(Our  part  therein  we  banim  with  yourfelves) 
To  keep  the  oath  that  we  admin i iter-:— 
You  never  mall  (fo  help  you  truth  and  heaven  !) 
Embrace  each  other's  love  in  banilhment  ; 
Nor  ever  look  upon  each  other's  face  : 
Nor  ever  write,  regreet,  nor  reconcile 
This  lowering  tempeft  of  your  home-bred  hate, 
Nor  never  by  advifed  purpofe  meet, 
To  plot,  contrive,  or  complot  any  ill, 
'Gainfl  us,  our  Hate,  our  fubje&s,  or  our  land. 
Baling.  I  fwear. 
Mowb.  And  I,  to  keep  all  this. 
Baling.  Norfolk,— fo  far  as  to  mine  enemy  ; 
By  this  time,  had  the  king  permitted  us, 
One  of  our  fouls  had  wander'd  in  the  air, 
BanihYd  this  frail  fepulchre  of  our  flefh, 
As  now  our  flem  is  banifh'd  from  this  land : 
Confefs  thy  treafons,  ere  thou  fly  this  realm; 
Since  thou  hail  far  to  go,  bear  not  along 
The  clogging  burthen  of  a  guilty  foul. 

Mo<wb.  No,  Bolingbroke ;  if  ever  I  were  traitor, 
My  name  be  blotted  from  the  book  of  life, 
And  I  from  heaven  banifh'd,  as  from  hence  ! 
But  what  thou  art,  heaven,  thou,  and  I  do  know ; 
And  all  too  foon,  I  fear,  the  king  mall  rue. — 
Farewell,  my  liege  ;—  Now  no  way  can  I  flray ; 
Save  back  to  England,  all  the  world's  my  way. 
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K.  Rich.  Uncle,  even  in  the  glaffes  of  thine  eyes 
I  fee  thy  grie/ed  heart;  thy  fid  afpecl 
Hath  from  the  number  of  bis  banim'd  years 
Pluck'd  four  away  ; — Six  frozen  winters  fpent, 

[  To  Baling. 

Return  with  welcome  home  from  banifhment. 

Baling.  How  lon^  a  time  lies  in  one  little  word  ! 
Four  latino-  winters,  and  four  wanton  fprino-?, 

.000  _r  o' 

End  in  a  word  :  Such  is  the  breath  of  kings. 

Gaunt.  I  thank  my  liege,  that  in  regard  of  me, 
He  fhortens  four  years  of  my  fon's  exile  : 
Bat  little  vantage  mail  I  reap  thereby ; 
For,  ere  the  fix  years,  that  he  hath  to  fpend, 
Can  change  their  moons,  and  bring  their  times  about, 
My  oil-dry'd  lamp,  and  time-bewailed  light, 
Shall  be  extmcl  with  age,  and  endlefs  night ; 
My  inch  of  taper  will  be  burnt  and  done, 
And  blindfold  death  not  let  me  fee  my  fon. 

K.  Rich.  Why,  uncle,  thou  hail  many  years  to  live. 

Gaunt.  But  not  a  minute,  king,  that  thou  can'ft  give,- 
Shorten  my  days  thou  can' ft  with  fullen  forrow, 
And  pluck  nights  from  me,  but  not  lend  a  morrow  : 
Thou  can'ft  help  time  to  furrow  me  with  age, 
But  flop  no  wrinkle  in  his  pilgrimage  ; 
Thy  word  is  current  with  him  for  my  death : 
But,  dead,  thy  kingdom  cannot  buy  my  breath. 

K.  Rich.  Thy  fon  is  banim'd  upon  good  advice, 
Whereto  thy  tongue  a  party-verdict  gave  ; 
Why  at  our  juflice  feem'rl  thou  then  to  lour  ? 

Gaunt.  Things  fweetto  tafle,  prove  in  digeflionfour^ 
You  urg'd  me  as  a  judge  ;  but  I  had  rather, 
You  would  have  bid  me  argue  like  a  father  : — - 
O,  had  it  been  a  flranger,  not  my  child, 
To  fmooth  his  fault  I  would  have  been  more  mild  ; 
Alas,  I  look'd,  when  fome  of  you  mould  fay, 
I  was  too  Uriel:,  to  make  mine  own  away  ; 
But  you  gave  leave  to  my  unwilling  tongue, 
Againfl  my  will,  to  do  myfelf  this  wrong: 
A  partial  {lander  fought  I  to  avoid, 
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And  in  the  fentencemy  own  life  deftroy'd. 

K.  Rich,  Coufin,  farewell: — and,  uncle,  bid  him  fo; 
Six  5  ears  we  banifh  him,  and  he  mall  go.  [Flaurijh. 

[Exit, 

J um.   Coufin,  farewell;  what  prefence  muft  not 
know, 

From  where  you  do  remain,  let  paper  mow. 

Mar.  My  lord,  no  leave  take  I;  for  I  will  ride, 
As  far  as  land  will  let  me,  by  your  fide. 

Gaunt.  Oh,  to  what  purpofe  dofl  thou  hoard  thy 
words  s 
That  thou  return'ft  no  greeting  to  thy  friends  ? 

Baling.  I  have  too  few  to  take  my  leave  of  you, 
When  the  tongue's  office  fhoukl  be  prodigal 
To  breathe  the  abundant  dolour  of  the  heart. 

Gaunt.  Thy  grief  is  but  thy  abfence  for  a  time. 

Baling .  Joy  abfent,  grief  is  prefent  for  that  time. 

Gaunt.  What  is  fix  winters?  they  are  quickly  gone* 

Baling .  To  men  in  joy ;  but  grief  makes  one  hour 
ten. 

Gaunt.  Call  it  a  travel  that  thou  tak'fl  for  pleafure. 

Baling.  My  heart  will  figh,  when  I  mifcall  it  fo, 
Which  finds  it  an  enforced  pilgrimage. 

Gaunt,  The  fullen  paffage  of  thy  weary  fteps 
Efteem  a  foil,  wherein  thou  art  to  fet 
The  precious  jewel  of  thy  home-return. 

Baling.  Nay,  rather  every  tedious  ftride  I  make 
Will  but  remember  me,  what  a  deal  of  world 
I  wander  from  the  jewels  that  I  love. 
Muft  I  not  ferve  a  long  apprenticehood 
To  foreign  parTages ;  and  in  the  end, 
Having  my  freedom,  boaft  of  nothing  elfe, 
But  that  I  was  a  journeyman  to  grief? 

Gaunt.  All  places  that  the  eye  of  heaven  vifits, 
Are  to  a  wife  man  ports  and  happy  havens : 
Teach  thy  neceility  to  reafon  thus ; 
There  is  no  virtue  like  neceflity. 
Think  not,  the  king  did  baniih  thee  ; 
But  thou  the  king  ;  Woe  doth  the  heavier  fit, 
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Where  it  perceives  it  is  but  faintly  borne. 

Go  fay — 1  fent  thee  forth  to  purchafe  honour x 

And  not — the  king  exil'd  thee  ;  or  fuppofe, 

Devouring  peftilence  hangs  in  our  air, 

And  thou  art  flying  to  a  frefher  clime. 

Look,  what  thy  foul  holds  dear,  imagine  it 

To  lie  that  way  thou  go'll,  not  whence  thoucom'il : 

Suppofe  the  finging  birds,  muficians ; 

The  grafs  whereon  thou  tread'ft,  the  prefence  ftrow'd ; 

The  flowers,  fair  ladies;  and  thy  Heps,  no  more 

Than  a  delightful  meafure  or  a  dance : 

For  gnarling  forrow  hath  lets  power  to  bite 

The  man  that  mocks  at  it,  and  lets  it  light. 

Baling,  Oh,  who  can  hold  a  fire  in  his  hand, 
By  thinking  on  the  frofty  Caucafus  ? 
Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite, 
By  bare  imagination  of  a  feafl? 
Or  wallow  naked  in  December  fnovv, 
By  thinking  on  rantaitic  fummcr's  heat? 
Oh,  no  !  the  apjprehenfkm  of  the  good 
Gives  but  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worfe  : 
Fell  forrow' s  tooth  doth  never  rankle  mors, 
Than  when  it  bites,  but  lanceth  not  the  fore. 

Gaunt,  Come,  come,  my  fbn,  I'll  bring  thee  on  thy 
way: 

Had  I  thy  youth  and  caufe,  I  would  not  flay. 

Beting.  Then  England's  ground,  farewell;  fweet 
foil,  adieu  ; 
My  mother  and  my  nurfe,  that  bears  me  yet ! 

Where-e'er  I  wander,  bcafl  of  this  I  can.  ~- 

Though  banlQi'd,  yet  a  true-born  Engliihman. 

[  J£xemh 

SCENE  IV. 
The  Court . 

Enter  King  Richard,  and  Bagot,  &e.  at  one  door,  and 
the  Lord  Aumerle  at  the  ether, 
K.  Rich.  We  did  obferve.— Co  aim  Aumerle, 
How  far  brought  you  high  Hereford  0:1  his  way  ? 
I  2 
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Aum.  I  brought  high  Hereford,  if  you  call  him  fo, 
But  to  the  next  high-way,  and  there  I  left  him. 
K.  Rich.  And  fay,  what  liore  of  parting  tears  were 

fhed?  6 
Aum.  'Faith  none  by  me;  except  the  north-earl  wind, 
Which  then  blew  bitterly  againfl  our  faces, 
Awak'd  the  fleepy  rheum  ;  and  fo,  by  chance, 
Did  grace  our  hollow  parting  with  a  tear. 

K.  Rich.  What  faid  our  coufin,  when  you  parted 

with  him  ? 
Aum.  Farewell : 
And  for  my  heart  difdained  that  my  tongue 
Should  fo  prophane  the  word,  that  taught  me  craft 
To  counterfeit  opprefHon  of  fuch  grief. 
That  words  feem'd  buried  in  my  forrow's  grave. 
Marry,  would  the  word  farewell  have  lengthened  hours, 
And  added  years  to  his  fhoft  banifhment, 
He  mould  have  had  a  volume  of  farewells ; 
But  fince  it  would  not,  he  had  none  of  me. 

K.  Rich.  He  is  our  coufin,  coufin;  but  'tis  doubt, 
When  time  (hall  call  him  home  from  banifhment, 
Whether  our  kinfman  come  to  fee  his  friends. 
Ourfelf,  and  Bufhy,  Bagot  here,  and  Green, 
Obferv'd  his  courtmip  to  the  common  people  i 
How  lie  did  feem  to  dive  into  their  hearts, 
With  humbie  and  familiar  courtefy  ; 
What  reverence  he  did  throw  away  on  Haves; 
Weeing  poor  craftfmen  with  the  craft  of  fmiles, 
And  patient  underbearing  of  his  fortune, 
As  'twere,  to  banifh  their  eireds  with  him. 
Off  goes  his  bonnet  to  an  oyfler-wench  ; 
A  brace  of  dray-men  bid — Godfpeed  him  well, 
And  had  the  tribute  of  hi  s  fupple  knee, 
With — — "  Thanks,  my  countrymen,  my  loving 

friends;"— ^ 
Af  were  our  England  in  reverfion  Ids', 
And  he  cur  fubj eels'  next  degree  in  hope. 
Green.  Well,  he  is  gone ;  and  with  him  go  thefe 
thoughts. 
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Now  for  the  rebels,  which  ftand  out  in  Ireland; — 
Expedient  manage  mud  be  made,  my  liege ; 
Ere  further  leifure  yield  them  further  means, 
For  their  advanta'ge,  and  your  highnefsMofs. 

K.  Rich.  We  will  ourfelf  in  perfon  to  this  war. 
And,  for  our  coffers — with  too  great  a  court, 
And  liberal  largefs. — are  grown  Tome  what  light, 
We  are  en  fore 'd  to  farm  our  royal  realm ; 
The  revenue  whereof  mail  furnifa  us 
For  our  affairs  in  hand  :  If  that  come  Chart, 
Our  fubllitutes  at  home  fliall  have  blank  charters ; 
Whereto,  when  they  mall  know  what  men  are  rich, 
They  fliall  fubferibe  them  for  large  fums  of  gold, 
And  fend  tiiem  after  to  fopply  our  wants  ; 
For  we  will  make  for  Ireland  prefently. 

Enter  Bujhy. 

K.  Rich.  Bufhy,  what  news  ? 

Bujhy.  Old  John  of  Gaunt  is  grievous  fick,  my  lord ; 
Suddenly  taken  ;  and  hath  lent  poll-hafte, 
To  entreat  your  majefty  to  viiit  him. 

AT.  Rich.  Where  lies  he  ? 

Bujhy.  At  Ely-houfe. 

K.  Rich.  Now  put  it,  heaven,  in  his  phyfician's  mind, 
To  help  him  to  his  grave  immediately  ! 
The  lining  of  his  coffers  mall  make  coats 

To  deck  our  foldiers  for  thefe  Irifh  wrars.  

Come,  gentlemen,  let's  all  go  vifit  him  : 

Pray  heaven,  we  may  make  haile,  and  come  too  late  ! 

{Exeunt. 

  '/i  iiiiiiiii'hiiiifttrmr— " 

ACT     II.       SCENE  I. 

London.     A  room  in  Ely-houfe. 
Gaunt  brought  injick  :  <with  the  Duke  cf  Turk. 
Gaunt.  T  T  TILL  the  king  come?  that  I  mav  breathe 

VV  mylaft 
In  wholefome  counfel  to  his  unftay'd  youth. 
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York.  Vex  not  yourfeif,  nor  ftrive  not  with  your 
j.  breath ; 

For  all  in  vain  comes  counfe!  to  his  ear. 

Gaunt.  Oh,  but  they  fay  the  tongues  of  dying  men 
Inforce  attention,  like  deep  harmony  : 
Where  words  are  fcarce  they  are  feldom  {pent  in  vain ; 
For  they  breathe  truth,  thatbreathetheirwordsinpair:. 
He,  that  no  more  muft  lay,  is  liftened  more 

Than  they  whom  youth  and  eafe  have  taught  to  glofe ; 
More  are  men's  endsmark'd,  than  their  lives  before: 

The  fetting  fun,  and  mufic  at  the  clofe, 
A  s  the  laft  tafte  of  fweets,  is  fweeteft  laft ; 
Writ  in  remembrance,  more  than  things  long  pail : 
Though  Richard  my  life's  counfel  would  not  bear, 
My  death's  fad  tale  may  yet  undeaf  his  ear. 

2Vi.No;  it  is  ftop'dwith  other  flattering  founds, 
As,  praifes  of  his  ftate  ;  then,  there  are  found 
Lafcivious  meeters ;  to  whofe  venom'd  found 
The  open  ear  of  youth  doth  always  liften ; 
Report  of  fafhions  in  proud  Italy  : 
Whofe  manners  ftill  our  tardy  apifh  nation 
Limps  after,  in  bafe  imitation. 
Where  doth  the  world  thruft  forth  a  vanity, 
(So  it  be  new,  there's  no  refpecl  how  vile) 
That  is  not  quickly  buzz'd  into  his  ears  ? 
Then  all  too  late  comes  counfel  to  be  heard, 
Where  will  doth  mutiny  with  wit's  regard : 
Direct  not  him,  whofe  way  himfelf  will  chufe  : 
'Tis  breath  thou  lack'ft,  and  that  breath  wilt  thou  lofe. 

Gaunt.  Methinks,  I  am  a  prophet  new  infpir'd ; 
And  thus,  expiring,  do  foretell  of  him  : — 
His  ram  fierce  blaze  of  riot  cannot  laft  ; 
For  violent  fires  foon  burn  out  themfelves : 
Small  mowers  laft  long,  but  fudden  ftorms  are  fhort ; 
He  tires  betimes,  that  fpurs  too  fall  betimes ; 
With  eager  feeding,  food  doth  choak  the  feeder  : 
Light  vanity,  initiate  cormorant, 
Confuming  means,  foon  preys  upon  itfelf.  ^ 
This  royal  throne  of  kings,  this  fcepter'd  ifle* 
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This  earth  of  majefty,  this  feat  of  Mars, 

This  other  Eden,  demy  paradife  ; 

This  fortrefs,  built  by  nature  for  herfelf, 

Againft  infection,  and  the  hand  of  war  ; 

This  happy  breed  of  men,  this  little  world  ; 

This  precious  lione  fet  in  the  filver  fea, 

Which  ferves  it  in  the  office  of  a  wall, 

Or  as  a  moat  defensive  to  a  houfe, 

Againft  the  envy  of  lefs  happier  lands ; 

This  bleiTed  plot,  this  earth,  this  realm,  this  England, 

This  nurfe,  this  teeming  womb  of  royal  kings, 

Fear'd  for  their  breed,  and  famous  by  their  birth, 

Renowned  for  their  deeds  as  far  from  home, 

For  Chrirtian-fervice,  and  true  chivalry, 

As  is  the  fepulchre  in  ftubborn  Jewry, 

Of  the  world's  ranfom,  bleiled  Mary's  fon ; 

This  land  of  fuch  dear  fouls,  this  dear  dear  land, 

Dear  for  her  reputation  through  the  world, 

Is  now  leas'd  out  (I  die  pronouncing  it) 

Like  to  a  tenement,  or  pelting  farm  : 

England,  bound  in  with  the  triumphant  fea, 

Whole  rocky  more  beats  back  the  envious  fiege 

Of  wat'ry  Neptune,  is  now  bound  in  with  fhame, 

With  inky  Blots,  and  rotten  parchment  bonds ; 

That  England,  that  was  wont  to  conquer  others, 

Hath  made  a  fhameful  conquer!:  of  itfelf ; 

Ah  !  would  the  fcandal  vaniih  with  my  life, 

How  happy  then,  were  my  enfuing  death  1 

Enter  King  Richard y  Queen}  Aumerle,  Btijhy,  Green, 
Bagot,  Rojs,  and  Willoughhy \ 

York.  The  king  is  come;  deal  mildly  with  his  youth; 
For  young  hot  colts  being  rag'd,  do  rage  the  more. 
£>ueen.  How  fares  our  noble  uncle,  Lancafter  ? 
K.  Rich.  What  comfort,  man  ?  How  is't  with  aged 
Gaunt  ? 

Gaunt.  Oh,  how  that  name  befits  my  compofition ! 
Old  Gaunt,  indeed  ;  and  gaunt  in  being  old  : 
Within  me  grief  hath  kept  a  tedious  fail ; 
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And  who  abllains  from  meat,  that  is  net  gaunt? 
For  keeping  England  long  time  have  I  watch'd  ; 
Watching  breeds  leannefs,  leannefs  is  all  gaunt  : 
The  pleasures  that  feme  fathers  feed  upon, 
Is  my  Uriel  fail,  I  mean — my  children's  Jooks ; 
And,  therein  fafting,  thou  hall  made  me  gaunt : 
Gaunt  am  I  for  the  grave,  gaunt  as  a  grave, 
Whole  hollow  womb  inherits  nought  but  bones. 
K.  Rico.  Can  fick  men  play  fo  nicely  w  ith  their  names? 

Gaunt.  No,  mifery  makes  fport  to  mock  itfelf : 
Since  thou  dofc  feek  to  kill  my  name  in  me, 
I  mock  thy  name,  great  king,  to  flatter  thee. 
K.  Rich.  Should  dying  men  flatter  with  thofe  that  live? 

Gaunt.  No,  no  ;  men  living  flatter  thofe  that  die. 

K.Rich.  Thou,  now  a  dying,  fayT: — thou  iiatter'il 
me. 

Gaunt.  Oh!  no;  thou  dy'it.  though  I  the  flcker  be. 

K.  Rich.  I  am  in  health,  I  breatne,  I  fee  thee  ill. 

Gaunt.  Now,  he  that  made  me,  knows  I  fee  thee  ill. 
Ill  in  myfelf  to  fee,  and  in  thee  feeing  ill. 
Thy  death-bed  is  no  lefTer  than  the  land, 
Wherein  thou  lieft  in  reputation  flck  ; 
And  thou,  too  carelefs  patient  as  thou  art, 
Giv'H  thy  anointed  body  to  the  cure 
Of  thofe  phyficians  that  £ rft  wounded  thee  : 
A  thoufand  flatterers  fit  within  thy  crown, 
Whofe  compafs  is  no  bigger  than  thy  head  ; 
And  yet,  incaged  in  fo  fmail  a  verge^ 
The  wafte  is  no  whit  leiTer  than  thy  land. 
Oh,  had  thy  grandfire,  with  a  prophet's  eye, 
See:-  how  his  ion's  fon  mould  ceitroy  his  fons, 
From  forth  thy  reach  he  would  have  laid  thy  fhame ; 
Depofmg  thee  before  thou  wert  poiTefs'd, 
Who  art  poffefs'd  now  to  depofe  thyfeif. 
Why,  couhn,  wert  thou  regent  of  the  world, 
It  were  a  fhame,  to  let  this  land  by  leafe  : 
But  for  thy  world,  enjoying  but  this  land, 
Is  it  not  more  than  fhame,  to  fhame  it  fo  ? 
Landlord  of  England  art  thou  now,  not  king  : 
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Thy  ftatc  of  law  is  bond-flave  to  the  law  ; 

And  

K.  Rich. — Thou,  a  lunatic  lean -wit  ted  fool, 
Prefuming  on  an  ague's  privilege, 
Darft  with  thy  frozen  admonition 
Make  pale  our  cheek;  chafing  the  royal  blood, 
With  fury,  frpm  his  native  refidence. 
Now  by  my  feat's  right  royal  majeity, 
Wert  thou  not  brother  to  great  Edward's  fon, 
This  tongue,  that  runs  fo  roundly  in  thy  head, 
Should  run  thy  head  from  thy  unreverend  fhouiders. 

Gaunt.  Oh,  fpare  me  not,  my  brother  Edward's  foa, 
For  that  I  was  his  father  Edward's  fon ; 
That  blood  already,  like  the  pelican, 
Hail  thou  tap'd  out,  and  drunkenly  carous'd  : 
My  brother  Glqfter,  plain  well-meaning  foul, 
(Whom  fair  befal  in  heaven  'mongft  happy  fouls !) 
May  be  a  precedent  and  witnefs  good, 
That  thou  refpedVil  not  fpilling  Edward's  blood : 
Join  with  the  prefent  iicknefs  that  I  have  ; 
And  thy  unkindnefs  be  like  crooked  age, 
To  crop  at  once  a  too  long  withered  flower. 
Live  in  thy  mame,  but  die  not  fhame  with  thee  ! 
Thefe  words  hereafter  thy  tormentors  be  ! — 
Convey  me  to  my  bed,  then  to  my  grave  : — 
Love  they  to  live,  that  love  and  honour  have. 

f  Exit,  borne  cut. 

K.  Rich.  And  let  them  die,  that  age  and  fallens 
have  ; 

For  both  haft  thou,  and  both  become  the  grave. 

York.  'Befeech  your  majefty,  impute  his  words 
To  wayward  fickiinefs  and  age  in  him : 
He  loves  you,  on  my  life,  and  holds  you  dear 
As  Harry  duke  of  Hereford,  were  he  here. 

K.  Rich.  Right ;  you  fay  true  :  as  Hereford's  love,, 
fo  his ; 

As  theirs,  fo  mine;  and  all  be  as  it  is. 

Enter  Northumberland. 
North.  My  liege,  old  Gaunt  commends  him  to 
your  majefty, 
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K.  Rich.  What  fays  he? 

North.  Nay,  nothing;  all  is  faid  : 
His  tongue  is  now  a  ftringlefs  inftrument  ; 
Words,  life,  and  all,  old  Lancaster  hath  fpent. 

York.  Be  York  the  next  that  muft  be  bankrupt  To  ! 
Though  death  be  poor,  it  ends  a  mortal  wee, 

K.  Rich.  The  ripeft  fruit  firft  falls,  and  fo  doth  he  5 
His  time  is  fpent,  our  pilgrimage  mufl  be  : 

So  much  for  that.-  Now  for  our  Irifh  wars  : 

We  mu ft  fupplant  thofe  rough  rug-headed  kerns ; 

Which  live  like  venom,  where  no  venom  elfe, 

But  only  they,  hath  privilege  to  live.  v 

And,  for  thefe  great  affairs  do  alk  feme  charge, — 

Towards  cur  alfiftance,  we  do  feize  to  us 

The  plate,  coin,  revenues,  and  moveables, 

Whereof  our  uncle  Gaunt  did  ftand  pofTefs'd. 

York.  How  long  mail  I  be  patient  ?  Oh,  how  long 
Shall  tender  duty  make  me  fufrer  wrong  ? 
Not  Glofter's  death,  nor  Hereford's  baniihment, 
Not  Gaunt's  rebukes,  nor  England's  private  wrongs, 
Nor  the  prevention  of  poor  Bolingbreke 
About  his  marriage,  nor  my  own  difgrace, 
Have  ever  made  me  four  my  patient  cheek, 
Or  bend  one  wrinkle  on  my  fovereign's  face. — 
I  am  the  laft  of  noble  Edward's  fons, 
Of  whom  thy  father,  prince  of  Wales,  was  firft  ; 
In  war  was  never  lion  rag'd  more  fierce, 
In  peace  was  never  gentle  lamb  more  mild, 
Than  was  that  young  and  princely  gentleman  : 
His  face  thou  haft,_  for  even  fo  look'd  he, 
Accomplifh'd  with  the  number  of  thy  hours ; 
But,  when  he  frown'd,  it  was  againft  the  French, 
And  not  againft  his  friends :  his  noble  hand 
Did  win  what  he  didfpend,  and  fpent  not  that 
Which  his  triumphant  father's  hand  had  won  : 
His  hands  were  guilty  of  no  kindred's  blood, 
But  bloody  with  the  enemies  of  his  kin. 
Oh,  Richard  !  York  is  too  far  gone  with  grief, 
Or  elfe  he  never  would  compare  between. 
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K.  Rich.  Why,  uncle,  what's  the  matter  ? 

York.  O,  my  ieige, 
Pardon  me,  if  you  pleafe  ;  if  not,  I  pleas \i 
Not  to  be  pardon'd,  am  content  withal,  i 
Seek  you  to  feize,  and  gripe  into  your  hands. 
The  royalties  and  rights  of  banifh'4  Hereforc 
Is  not  Gaunt  dead  ?  and  doth  not  Hereford  I: 
Was  not  Gaunt  jail  ?  and  is  not  Harry  ttue  ? 
Did  not  the  one  deferve  to  have  an  heir  ? 
Is  not  his  heir  a  well-deferving  fon ! 
Take  Hereford's  rights  away,  and  take  from 
His  charters,  and  his  cuilomary  rights  $ 
Let  not  to-morrow  then  enfue  to-day  % 
Be  not  thyfelf,  for  how  art  thou  a  king, 
But  by  fair  fequence  and  fuoCeffion  ? 
Now,  afore  God  (God  forbid,  1  fay  tifte  •) 
If  you  do  wrongfully  feize  Hereford's  lights. 
Call  in  his  letters  patents  that  he  hath 
By  his  attornies-general  to  fue 
His  liyery,  and  deny  his  orTer'd  homage, 
You  pluck  a  thoufand  dangers  on  your  head, 
You  lofe  a  thoufand  weli-difpofed  hearts, 
And  prick  my  tender  patience  to  thofe  thoug 
Which  honour  and  allegiance  cannot  think 

K,  Rich.  Think  what  you  will;  we  feize 
hands 

His  plate,  his  goods,  his  money,  and  his  land 
York.  I'll  not  be  by,  the  while;  My  ieige,  £ 
•What  will  enfue  hereof,  there's  none  ca*i  t§U 

That  their  events  can  never  fall  out  good. 

K.  Rich.  Go,  Bumy,  to  the  earl  of  Wiitihire  f 
Bid  him  repair  to  us  to  Ely-houfe, 
To  fee  this  buiinefs :  To-morrow  next 
We  will  for  Ireland  ;  and  'tis  time,  I  trow ; 
And  we  create,  in  ah  fence  of  ourfelf, 
Our  uncle  York  lord-governor  of  England, 
.  For  lis  is  juft,  and  always  lov'd  us  well. — 
Coras  on,  our  queen;  to-morrow  mail  we  pj 
Vol.  IV.  K 
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Be  merry,  for  our  time  of  ftaj  is  mort.  [Flourijb. 

[Exeunt  King>  Shieen,  Sec. 
North.  Well,  lords,  the  duke  of  Lancafter  is  dead. 
Rofs.  And  living  too  ;  for  now  his  fon  is  duke. 
Wills.  Barely  in  title,  not  in  revenue. 
•*  North.  Richly  in  both,  if  juftice  had  her  right. 
Rofs-  My  heart  is  great;  but  it  mull  break  with 
filence, 

Ere*t  be  difburden'd  with  a  liberal  tongue. 

Kcrtb.  Nay,  fpeak  thy  mind :  and  let  him  ne'er 
fpeak  more, 
That  fpeak s  thy  words  again,  to  do  thee  harm  ! 

Willo*  Tentls  that  thouYtfl  fpeak,  to  the  duke  of 
Hereford  ? 
If  it  be  fo,  out  with  it  boldly,  man  ; 
Quick  is  mine  ear,  to  hear  of  good  towards  him, 

Rofs.  No  good  at  all,  that  I  can  do  for  him  ? 
Unlefs  you  call  it  good,  to  pity  him, 
Bereft  and  gelded  of  his  patrimony. 

North.  Now,  afore  heaven,  'tis  fhame  fuch  wrongs 
are  borne,        »  • 
In  him  a  royal  prince,  and  many  more 
Of  noble  blood  in  this  declining  land. 
The  king  is  not  himfelf,  but  bafely  led 
By  flatterers ;  and  what  they  will  inform, 
Merely  in  hate,  'gainft  any  of  us  all, 
That  will  the  king  fevcrely  profecute 
'Gainlt.  us,  our  lives,  ourchildren,  and  our  heirs. 

Rofs.  The  commons  hath  he  piil'd  with  grievous 
taxes, 

And  quite  loft  their  hearts :  the  nobles  he  hath  fin'4 
For  ancient  quarrels,  and  quite  loft  their  hearts. 

Willo.  And  daily  new  exactions  are  devis'd ; 
Az- — blanks,  benevolences,  and  I  wet  not  what  : 
But  what,  o'  God's  name,  doth  become  of  this  ? 

'North.  War  hath  not  wailed  it,  for  warr'd  he  hath 
not, 

But  bafely  yielded  upon  compromife 

That  which  his  ancerlcrs  atchiev'd  with  blows; 
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More  hath  he  fpent  in  peace,  than  they  in  wars. 
Rg/s.  The  earl  of  Wiltfhire  hath  the  realm  in  farm. 
Willo.  The  king's  grown  bankrupt,  like  a  broken 
man. 

North.  Reproach,  and  didblutionjiangethoverhin^ 
Rofs.  He  hath  not  money  for  thefe  Irilh  wars, 
His  burthenous  taxations  notwithstanding,  • 
But  by  the  robbing  of  the  banifrYd  duke.  # 
North.  His  noble kinTman : — Moll  degenerate k^pg ! 
But,  lords,  we  hear  this  fearful  tempeit  fing,  # 
Yet  feek  no  melter  to  avoid  the  Itorm  :  # 
V;  V  fee  the  wind  gt  fore  upon  our  fails, 
And  vet  we  ftrike  not,  but  fecurely  perah. 


i?  ■  ■ 


We  fee 


WQ  mil  ft  fuiTer ; 


And  unavoidedis  the  danger  now, 
For  fuftering  fo  the  caufes  of  $ur  wrecft 

North.  Not  fo^*  even  through  the  ifcllow  eyes  of 
death,  # 
I  fpy  life  peering :  but  I  dare  iflft  fay, 
How  near  the  tidings  of  our  comfort  is. 

Willo.  Nay*  let  us  fnarePthy  thoughts,  as  thou  doft 

ours.  * 
Rofs.  Be  confident  to  fpeaks*,  Northumberland  : 
We  three  are  but  thyfelf ;  and,  fpeaking  fo, 
Thy  words  are  but  as  thoughts ;  therefore,  be  bold. 
North.  Then  thus : — I  have  from  Port  le  Blanc, 
a  bay 

InBritany,  receiv'd  intelligence, 

That  Harry  Hereford,  Fveignold  Lord  Cobham, 

That  late  broke  from  the  duke  of  Exeter  ; 

His  brother,  archbifhop  late  of  Canterbury, 

Sir  Thomas  Erpingham,  Sir  John  Ramfton, 

Sir  John  Norbery,  Sir  Robert  Waterton,  and  Francis 

Quoint,  

All  thefe,  well  furnifh'd  by  the  duke  of  Bretagne, 
With  eight  tall  mips,  three  thoufand  men  of  war, 
Are  making  hither  with  all  due  expedience, 
And  (hortly  mean  to  touch  our  northern  more  : 
Perhaps,  they  had  ere  this ;  but  that  they  flay 
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The  firft  departing  of  the  king  for  Ireland.* 
*if  then  we  mall  (hake  off  our  ilaviih  yoke, 
Imp  out  oar  drooping  country's  broken  wing, 
Redeem  from  broking  pawn  the  blemifh'd  crown, 
Wipe  off  the  daft  that  hides  our  fceptre's  gilt, 
And  make  high  majefty  look  like  itfelf,  . 
Away,  with  me,  in  poll  to  Ravenfpurg: 
<put  if  you  faint,  as  fearing  to  do  fo, 
•Stay,  and  be  fecret,  and  mn  felf  will  go. 
*  Ka/s.  To  horfe,  to  horfe  !  urge  doubts  to  them  that 
t  fear. 
JfFillo,  Hold  out  my  horfe,  and  I  will  £rfl  be  there. 

[Exeunt  • 

%      t     SCENE  II. 

"The  Court. 
Enter  2>uce£>  Bufcy,  andJSagct. 
9    Btifby.  Madam  your  majelty  is  much  too  fad  : 
You  promis'd,  when  you  parted  with  the  king, 
To  lay  aiide  life-harming  heavinefs, 
And  entertain  achear/ui  criipoiition. 

Queen.  To  pleafe  the  king  I  did  ;  to  pleafe  my  felf 
[  cannot  do  it ;  yet  I  know  no  caufe 
Why  I  mould  welcome  fuch  a  gueft  as  grief, 
Save  bidding  farewell  to  fo  fweet  a  gueft 
As  my  fweet  Richard:  Yet  again,  methinks, 
Some  unborn  forrow,  ripe  in  fortune's  womb, 
Is  coming  toward  me ;  and  my  inward  foul 
With  nothing  trembles :  at  fomething  it  grieves, 
I\ lore  than  with  parting  from  my  lord  the  king. 
Bufiy.  Each  Jubilance  of  a  grief  hath  twenty  Iha- 
•  dows, 

f\  Lch  fhew  like  grief  itfelf,  but  are  not  fo  : 
For  fcrrow?s  eye,  glazed  with  blinding  tears, 
Divides  one  thing  entire  to  many  objects ; 
Like  perfpe&ives,  which,  rightly  gaz'd  upon, 
She\v  nothing  but  confulion  ;  ey'd  awry, 
DiMnguiih  form  :  fo  your  fweet  majeiiy, 
Looking  awry  upon  your  lord's  departure, 
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Finds  fhapes  of  grief,  more  than  himfelf,  to  wail-; 
Which,  look'd  on  as  it  is,  is  nought  but  fhadows 
Of  what  it  is  not.    Then,  thrice  gracious  queen. 
More  than  your  lord's  departure  weep  not ;  more's 
not  feen : 

Or  if  it  be,  'tis  with  falfe  forrow's  eye, 

Which,  for  things  true,  weeps  things  imaginary. 

Queen.  It  may  be  fo  ;  but  yet  my  inward  foul 
Periuades  me,  it  is  otherwife :  Howe'er  it  be, 
I  cannot  but  be  fad  ;  fo  heavy  fad. 
As,  though,  in  thinking,  on  no  thought  I  think, 
Makes  me  with  heavy  nothing  faint  and  Ihrmk. 

Bujhy.  ' Tis  nothing  but  conceit,  my  gracious  lady. 

Queen.  'Tis  nothing  lefs :  conceit  is  frill  deriv'd: 
From  forne  fore-father  grief ;  mine  is  not  fo  ; 
For  nothing  hath  begot  my  fomething  grief; 
Or  fomething  hath,  the  nothing  that  I  grieve  : 
'Tis  in  reverlion  that  I  do  poffefs ; 
But  what  it  is,  that  is  not  yet  known ;  what 
I  cannot  name  ;  'tis  namelefs  woe,  I  wot. 

Enter  Green. 

,  Green.  Heaven  fave  your  maj city '—and  well  met, 
gentlemen  :~ 
I  hope  the  king;  is  not  yet  fliip'd  for  Ireland. 


io\t  thou  hope,  irie  i.s  not 


Who  flro&gly  hath  fet  footing  in  this  .land  ; 
The  banifh'd  Bolingbroke  repeals  himfelf, 
And  with  uplifted  arms  is  fafe  arriv'd 
At  Ravenfpurg. 

Queen.  Now  God  in  heiven  forbid  ! 
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Bujby,  Why  have  you  not  proclaim'd  Northumber- 
land, 

And  the  refi  of  the  revolted  faclion,  traitors  ? 

Green.  We  have  :  whereupon  the  earl  of  Worcefter 
Hath  broke  his  ftaff,  refign'd  his  ftewardfhip, 
And  all  the  houlhold  fervants  fled  with  him" 
To  Bolingbroke. 

Queen.  So,  Green,  thou  art  the  midwife  of  my  woe, 
And  Bolingbroke  my  fcrrow's  diimal  heir: 
New  hath  my  foal  brought  forth  her  prodigy  ; 
And  I*  a  gafpiag  new-deliver'd  mother, 
Have  woe  to  woe,  forrow  to  forrow  join'd. 

Bujljy.  Defpair  not,  madam. 

Queen.  Who  iliall  hinder  me  ? 
I  will  defpair,  and  be  at  enmity 
With  cozening  hope  :  he  is  a  flatterer, 
A  paralite,  a  keeper-back  of  death, 
Who  gently  would  difTolve  the  bands  of  life, 
Which  falfe  hope  lingers  in  extremity. 

Enter  York. 

Green.  Here  comes  the  duke  of  York. 

Queen.  Withfigns  of  war  about  his  aged  neck  ; 

Oh,  full  of  careful  bufinefs  are  his  looks  !  

Uncle,  for  heaven's  fake,  fpeak  comfortable  words. 

York.  Should  I  do  fo,  I  mould  beiy  my  thoughts ; 
Comfort's  in  heaven  ;  and  we  are  on  the  earth, 
Where  nothing  lives,  hutcroiles,  care,  and  grief. 
Your  hufband  he  is  gone  to  fave  far  off, 
Whilft  others  come  to  make  him  lofe  at  home  : 
Here  am  I  left  to  underprop  his  land  ; 
Who,  weak  with  age,  cannot  fupport  myfelf : — 
Now  comes  the  fick  hour  that  his  furfeit  made  ; 
Now  mall  he  try  his  friends  that  flatter'd  him. 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  My  lord,  your  fon  was  gons  before  I  cams. 

York,  He  was  ? — Whv,  fo  ! — go  ail  which  way  it 
will!  

The  nobles  they  are  Hed,  the  commons  they  are  cold, 
And  will,  I  fear,  revolt  on  Hereford's  fide. — 
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Sirrah, 

Get  thee  to  Plamy,  to  my  filter  Glofter ; 

Bid  her  fend  me  prefently  a  thousand  pound  :  

Hold,  take  my  ring. 

Ser.  My  lord,  I  had  forgot  to  tell  your  lordihip  : 
To-day,  I  came  by,  and  calPd  there; — but  I 
Shall  grieve  you  to  report  the  reft. 

York.  What  is  it,  knave  ? 

Ser.  An  hour  before  I  came,  the  duchefs  dy'd. 

York,  Heaven  for  his  mercy  !  what  a  tide  of  woes 
Comes  rufhing  on  this  woeful  land  at  once  ! 
I  know  not  what  to  do  : — I  would  to  heaven, 
(So  my  untruth  hath  notprovok'd  him  to  it) 
The  king  had  cut  off  my  her.d  with  my  brother's. — 
What,  are  there  polls  difpatch'd  for  Ireland  ? — 
How  mall  we  do  for  money  for  thefe  wars  ? 
Come,  lifter, — coufin,  I  would  fay:  pray,  pardon  me. — 
Go,  fellow,  get  thee  home,  provide  fome  carts, 

[  To  the  fervant. 
And  bring  away  the  armour  that  is  there. — 
Gentlemen,  will  you  go  mufter  men  ?  If  I  know 
How,  or  which  way,  to  order  thefe  affairs, 
Thus  disorderly  thruft  into  my  hands, 
Never  believe  me.    Both  are  my  kinfmen  ;- — 
The  one's  my  fovereign,  whom  both  my  oath 
And  duty  bids  defend  ;  the  other  again, 
Is  my  kinfman,  whom  the  king  hath  wrong'd  : 
Whom  conscience  and  my  kindred  bids  to  right. 
Well,  fomewhat  we  mull  do. — Come,  coufin,  I'll 
Difpofe  of  you  : — Go,  mufter  up  your  men, 
And  meet  me  prefently  at  Berkley,  gentlemen. 
I  fliould  to  Flamy  too  ; — 
But  time  will  not  permit : — All  is  uneven, 
And  every  thing  is  left  at  fix  and  feven. 

\Exeunt  York  a?id£hieen. 

Bufiy.  The  wind  fits  fair  for  news  to  go  to  Ireland, 
But  none  returns.    For  us  to  levy  power, 
Proportionable  to  the  enemy, 
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Green.  Befides,  our  nearnefs  to  the  king  in  love, 
Is  near  the  hate  of  thofe  love  not  the  king. 
Bagot.  And  that's  the  wavering  commons :  for 
their  love 

Lies  in  their  purfes  ;  and  whofo  empties  them, 
By  fo  much  fills  their  hearts  with  deadly  hate. 

Bujhy.  Wherein  the  king  Hands  generally  con- 
demn'd. 

Bagot.  If  judgment  lie  in  them,  then  fo  do  we, 
Becaufe  we  have  been  ever  near  the  king. 

Green.  Weil,  Pll  for  refuge  ftraight  to  Briflol  caHle: 
The  earl  of  Wiltfhire  is  already  there.  v 

Bujhy.  Thither  will  I  with  you:  for  little  office 
The  hateful  commons  will  perform  for  us  ; 
Except,  like  curs,  to  tear  us  all  in  pieces. — 
\Vrill  you  go  along  with  us  ? 

Bagot.  No  ;  I'll  to  Ireland  to  his  majefty. 
Farewell  :  if  heart's  prefages  be  not  vain, 
We  three  here  part,  that  ne'er  mall  meet  again. 

Bujhy.  That's  as  York  thrives  to  beat  back  Boling- 
broke. 

Green.  Alas !  poor  duke,  the  talk  he  undertakes 
Is — numb' ring  fands,  and  drinking  oceans  dry  ; 
Where  one  on  his  fide  fights,  thoufands  will  fly. 

Bnfijy.  Farewell  at  once ;  for  once,  for  all,  and  ever. . 

Green.  Well,  we  may  meet  again. 

Bagot.  I  fear  me,  never.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  HI. 
The  Wilds  in  Glcjlerfbire. 
Enter  Bolingbroke  and  Northumberland. 
h  Baling.    How  far  is  it,  my  lord,  to  Berkley  now  t 

North.  -Believe  me,  noble  lord, 
I  am  a  ftranger  here  in  Glofterfhire. 
Thefe  high  wild  hills,  and  rough  uneven  ways, 
Draw  out  our  miles,  and  make  them  wearifome  : 
And-  yet  your  fair  difcourfe  hath  been  as  fugar, 
Making  the  hard  way  fweet  and  delectable. 
But,  I  bethink  me,  what  a  weary  w&y, 
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From  Ravenfpurg  toCotfwold,  will  be  found 

In  Rofs,  and  Willoughby,  wanting  your  company ; 

Which,  I  protelr,  hath  very  much  beguii'd 

The  tedioufnefs  and  procefs  of  my  travel : 

But  theirs  is  fweeten'd  with  the  hope  to  have 

The  prefent  benefit  that  I  po fiefs  : 

And  hope  to  joy,  is  little  lefs  in  joy, 

Than  hope  enjoy 'd  :  by  this,  the  weary  lords 

Shall  make  their  way  feem  mort ;  as  mine  hath  done 

By  ftglit  of  what  I  have,  your  noble  company. 

Bclixv.  Of  much  lefs  value  is  my  company, 
Than  your  good  words.    But  who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  Harry  Percy. 

North.  It  is  my  fon,  young  Harry  Percy, 
Sent  from  my  brother  Wo  reciter,  whencefoever.— 
Harry,  how  fares  your  uncle  ? 

Percy.  I  had  thought,  my  lord,  to  have  learn'd 
his  health  of  you. 

North.  Why,  is  he  not  with  the  queen  ? 

Percy.  No,  my  good  lord;  hehathforfook  the  court, 
Broken  his  ftaif  of  office,  and  difpers'd 
The  houfhold  of  the  king. 

North.  What  was  his  reafen  ? 
He  was  not  fo  refolv'd,  when  laft  we  fpake  together. 

Percy.  Becaufe  your  lor  dfnip  was  proclaimed  traitor, 
But  he,  my  lord,  is  gone  to  Ravenfprug, 
To  offer  fervice  to  the  duke  of  Hereford: 
And  fent  me  o'er  by  Berkley,  to  difcover 
What  power  the  duke  of  York  had  levy'd  there  ; 
Then  with  direction  to  repair  to  Ravenfprug. 

North.  Have  you  forgot  the  duke  of  Hereford,  boy  ? 

Percy.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  for  that  is  not  forgot, 
Which  ne'er  I  did  remember :  to  my  knowledge, 
I  never  in  my  life  did  look  on  him. 

North.  Then  learn  to  know  him  now ;  this  is  the 
duke. 

Percy.  My  gracious  lord,  I  tender  you  my  fervice, 
Such  as  it  is,  being  tender,  raw,  and  young; 
Which  elder  days  lhall  ripen  and  confirm 
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To  more  approved  fervice  and  defert. 

Baling,  I  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy  :  and  be  fure, 
I  count  myfelf  in  nothing  elfe  fo  happy, 
As  in  a  foul  remembering  my  goad  friends ; 
And,  as  my  fortune  ripens  with  thy  love, 
It  mail  be  ftill  thy  true  love's  recompence  :. 
My  heart  this  covenant  mak^s,  i^iy  hand  thus  feals  it. 

North.  How  fir  is  it  to  Berkley  ?  And  what  flir 
Keeps  goad  old  York  there,  with  his  men  of  war? 

Percy.  There  (lands  the  cattle,  by^  yon  tuft  of  trees,. 
Manned  with  three  hundred  men,  as  IJiave  heard  \ 
And  in  it  are  the  lords  of  York,  Berkley,  and  oc/~ 
mour, 

None  elfe  of  name,  and  noble  eflimate. 

Enter  Rofs  and  Willonghby. 
North.  Here  come  the  lords  of  Rofs  and  Wiiloughby* 
Bloody  with  fpurring,  fiery-red  with  haiie. 

Baling.  Welcome,  my  lords ;  I  wot,  your  love 
purfues 

A  banim'd  traitor  ;  all  my  treafury 

Is  yet  but  unfelt  thanks,  which,  more  enrich'd, 

Shall  be  your  love  and  labour's  recompence. 

Rofs.  Your  prefence  make  us  rUh,  molt  noble  lord, 

Willo.  And  far  furmounts  our  labour  to  attain  it. 

Baling.  Evermore  thanks,  the  exchequer  of  the  poor ; 
Which,  'till  my  infant  fortune  comes  to  years, 
Stands  for  my  bounty.    But  who  comes  here? 
Enter  Berkley. 

North.  It  is  my  lord  of  Berkley,  as  I  guefs. 

Berk.  My  lord  of  Hereford,  my  mefTage  is  to  you. 

B cling.  My  lord,  my  anfwer  is  to  Lancafter  ; 
And  I  am  come  to  feek  that  name  in  England : 
And  I  mull  find  that  title  in  your  tongue, 
Before  I  make  reply  to  aught  you  fay. 

Berk.  Miftakeme  not,  my  lord :  'tis  not  my  meaning, 

To  raze  one  title  of  your  honour  out :  

To  you,  my  lord,  I  come,  (what  lord  you  will) 

From  the  moil  glorious  of  this  land, 

The  duke  of  York  ;  to  know,  what  pricks  you  on 
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To  take  advantage  of  the  abfent  time, 
And  fright  our  native  peace  with  felf-born  arms. 
Enter  Tcrky  attended. 
Baling.  I  mail  not  need  tranfport  my  words  by  you ; 
Here  comes  his  grace  in  perfon. — My  noble  uncle  1 

^Kneels. 

fork.  Shew  me  thy  humble  heart,  and  not  thy  knee, 
Whofe  duty  is  deccivable  and  falfe. 

Boling.  Mv  gracious  uncle  !  

York.  Tut",  tut  ! 
Grace  me  no  grace,  nor  uncle  me  no  uncle: 
I  am  no  traitor's  uncle  ;  and  that. word — grace, 
In  an  ungracious  mouth,  is  but  prophane. 
Why  have  thofe  banilh'd  and  forbidden  legs 
Dar'd  once  to  touch  a  dull:  of  England's  ground  ? 

But  more  than  why,  Why  have  they  dar'd  to 

march 

So  many  miles  upon  her  peaceful  bofom  ; 
Frighting  her  pale-fac'd  villages  with  war, 
And  oflentation  of  defpifed  arms  ? 
Com'lt,  thou  became  the  anointed  king  is  hence  ? 
Why,  foolifh  boy,  the  king  is  left  behind, 
And  in  my  loyal  bofom  lies  his  power. 
Were  I  but  now  the  lord  of  fuch  hot  youth, 
As  when  brave  Gaunt,  thy  father,  and  my  felf, 
Refcu'd  the  Black  Prince,  that  young  Mars  of  men, 
From  forth  the  ranks  of  many  thoufand  French ; 
Oh,  then,  ho  w  quickly  mould  this  arm  of  mine, 
Now  prifoner  to  the  palfy,  chaftife  thee, 
And  minifter  correction  to  thy  fault ! 

Boling.  My  gracious  uncle,  let  me  know  my  fault ; 
On  what  condition  ftands  it,  and  wherein  ? 

TorL  Even  in  condition  of  the  woril  degree, 
In  grofs  rebellion,  and  deteiled  treafon  : 
Thou  art  a  banifli'd  man ,  and  here  art  come, 
Before  the  expiration  of  thy  time, 
In  braving  arms  againft  thy  fovereign. 

B cling.  As  I  was  banihVd,  I  was  banilh'd  Hereford  ; 
But  as  I  come,  I  come  for  Lancaiter. 
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And,  noble  uncle,  I  befeech  you!r  grace, 
Look  on  my  wrongs  with  an  indifferent  eye  : 
You  are  my  father,  for,  me  thinks,  in  you 
I  fee  old  Gaunt  alive ;  O,  then,  my  father  ! 
Will  you  permit  that  I  mall  Hand  condemned 
A  wand'ring  vagabond  ;  my  rights  and  royalties 
Pluck'd  from  my  arms  perforce,  and  given  away 
To  upf!:art  unthrifts  ?  Wherefore  was  I  born  ? 
If  that  my  coufm  king  be  king  of  England, 
It  mufc  be  granted,  1  am  duke  of  Lancafter. 
You  have  a  ion,  Aumerle,  my  noble  kinfman  ; 
Had  you  firft  dy'd,  and  he  been  thus  trsd  down, 
He  lhould  have  found  his  uncle  Gaunt  a  father, 
To  roufehis  wrongs,  and  chafe  them  to  die  bay. 
I  am  deny 5 d  to  fue  my  livery  here, 
And  yet  my  letters  patents  give  me  leave  : 
My  father's  goods  are  all  diftrain'd,  and  fold : 
And  thefe,-  and  all,  are  all  amifs  employ 'd. 
What  would  you  have  me  do  ?  I  am  a  fubjecl, 
Arid  challenge  law  :  Attornies  are  deny'd  me  ; 
And  therefore  perfonally  I  lay  my  claim 
To  my  inheritance  of  free  defcent. 

North.  The  noble  duke  hath  been  too  much  abus'd. 

Rofs.  It  (lands  your  grace  upon,  to  do  him  right. 

Willo\  Bafe  men  by  his  endowments  are  made  great. 

York.  My  lords  of  England,  let  me  tell  you  this, — 
I  have  had  feeling  of  my  couftn's  wrongs, 
And  labour'd  all  1  could  to  do  him  right : 
But  in  this  kind  to  come,  in  braving  arms, 
Be  his  own  carver,  and  cut  out  his  way, 
To  find  out  right  with  wrong, — it  may  not  be  ; 
And  you,  that  do  abet  him  in  this  kind, 
Cherifh  rebellion,  and  are  rebels  all. 

North.  The  noble  duke  hath  fworn,  his  coming  is 
But  for  his  own :  and,  for  the  right  of  that, 
We  all  have  fcrongly  fworn  to  give  him  aid ; 
And  let  him  ne'er  lee  joy,  that  breaks  that  oath. 

York.  Well,  well,  I  fee  the  ilTue  of  thefe  arms ; 
I  cannot  mend  it,  I  jnuft  need  confefs, 
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Becaufe  my  power  is  weak,  and  all  ill  left : 
But  if  I  could,  by  Him  that  gave  me  life, 
I  would  attach  you  all,  and  make  you  ftoop 
Unto  the  fovereign  mercy  of  the  king  ; 
But,  fince  I  cannot,  be  it  known  to  you, 
I  do  remain  as  neuter.    So,  fare  you  well ; — 
Unlefs  you  pleafe  to  enter  in  the  caftle, 
And  there  repofe  you  for  this  night. 

BrAing.  An  offer,  uncle,  that  we  will  accent. 
But  we  mull  win  your  grace,  to  go  with  us 
To  Briftol  Grille  ;  which,  they  fay,  is  held 
By  Bufhy,  Bagot,  and  their  accomplices, 
The  caterpillars  of  the  commonwealth. 
Which  I  have  fworn  to  weed,  and  pluck  away. 

Tori*  It  may  be,  I  will  go  with  you  : — -but  yet  I'll 
paufe ; 

For  I  am  loth  to  break  our  country's  laws. 
Nor  friends  nor  foes,  to  me  welcome  you  are : 
Things  pafl  redrcfs,  are  now  with  ine  part  care. 

[  Exeunt-* 

SCENE  IV. 
In  Wales, 

Enter  Salifoury,  and  a.  Captain. 
Cap.  My  lord  of  Salilbury,  we  have  ftaid  ten  day  s, 
And  hardly  kept  our  countrymen  together, 
And  yet  we  hear  no  tidings  from  the  king ; 
Therefore  we  will  difperfe  ourfelves :  farewell. 

Sal.  Stay  yet  another  day,  thou  trufty  Welmman ; 
The  king  repofe th  all  his  confidence  in  thee. 

Cap.  ;Tis  thought,  the  king  is  dead ;  we  will  not 
flay. 

The  bay-trees  in  our  country  all  are  wither'd, 
And  meteors  fright  the  fixed  liars  of  heaven: 
The  pale-fkc'd  moon  looks  bloody  on  the  earth, 
And  iean-look'd  prophets  whifper  fearful  change  ; 
Rica  men  look  fad,  and  ruffians  dance  and  leap, — — 
The  one,  in  fear  to  iofe  what  they  enjoy, 
The  other,  to  enjoy  by  rage  and  war; 
Vol.  IV.  ■  L 
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Thefe  figns  forerun  the  death  of  kings — 

Farewell;  our  countrymen  are  gone  and  fled, 

As  well  affurd,  Richard  their  king  is  dead.  [Exit, 

Sal.  Ah,  Richard  S  with  eyes  of  heavy  mind, 
I  fee  thy  glory,  like  a  {hooting  ftar, 
Fall  to  the  bale  earth  from  the  firmament! 
Thy  fun  fets  weeping  in  the  lowly  weft, 
Witnefiing  ilorms  to  come,  woe,  and  unreft : 
Thy  friends  are  fled,  to  wait  upon  thy  foes ; 
And  crofsly  to  thy  good  all  fortune  goes.  [Exeunt. 


A  C  T    III.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Bolinghroke*  $  Camp  at  Brifiol. 

Mnter  Boli?igbrcke9  York,  Northumberland  Bofs,  Percy, 
■Willoughby ,  with  Bujhy  and  Green,  prifoners. 

Mating-  T>  RING  forth  thefe  men.-  

j3       Bufhy,  and  Green,  I  will  not  vex 
your  fouls 

(Since  prefently  your  fouls  mull  part  your  bodies) 

With  too  much  urging  your  pernicious  lives, 

For  'twere  no  charity  :  yet  to  warn  your  blood 

From  off  my  hands,  here  in  the  view  of  men, 

I  will  unfold  fome  caufes  of  your  death. 

You  have  mi  fled  a  prince,  a  royal  king, 

A  happy  gentleman  in  blood  and  lineaments, 

By  you  unhappy'd  and  disfgur'd  clean. 

You  have,  in  manner,  with  your  finful  hours, 

Made  a  divorce  betwixt  his  queen  and  him ; 

Broke  the  pbfleflion  of  a  royal  bed, 

And  flain'd  the  beau  ty  of  a  fair  queen's  cheeks 

With  tears  drawn  from  her  eyes  by  your  foul  wrongs. 

Myfelf — a  prince,  by  fortune  of  my  birth  ; 

Near  to  the  king  in  blood  ;  and  near  in  love, 

'Till  you  did  make  him  misinterpret  me,  — 

Have  iloop'd  my  neck  under  your  injuries, 
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And  figh'd  my  Englirh  breath  in  foreign  clouds, 

Eating  the  bitter  bread  of  baniihment : 

Whilft  you  have  fed  upon  my  fignories,  " 

Difpark'd  my  parks,  and  fell'd  my  foreft  woods ; 

From  mine  own  windows  torn  my  houfhold  coat, 

Raz'd  out  my  imprefs,  leaving  me  no  figti>* — 

Save  men's  opinions,  and  my  living  blood, — 

To  mew  the  world  I  am  a  gentleman. 

This,  and  much  more,  much  more  than  twice  all  this, 

Condemns  you  to  the  death      See  them  deliver  d  over 

To  execution  and  the  hand  of  death.  • 

Bufhy.  More  welcome  is  the  ftroke  of  death  to  me, 
Than  Bolingbroke  to  England. — Lords,  farewell. 

Green.  My  comfort  is, — that  heaven  will  take  our 
fouls, 

And  plague  injuftice  with  the  pains  of  hell. 

Baling.  My  lord  Northumberland,  fee  them  dif- 
patch'd.™ 
Uncle,  you  fay,  the  queen  is  at  your  houfe  ; 
For  heaven's  fake,  fairly  let  her  be  entreated  : 
Tell  her,  I  fend  to  her  my  kind  commends  : 
Take  fpecial  care  my  greetings  be  deiiver'd. 

York.  A  gentleman  of  mine  I  have  difpatch'd 
With  letters  of  your  love  to  her  at  large. 

Baling. Thanks,  gentle  uncle.— Come,  lords,  away;  • 
(  To  fight  with  Glendower  and  his  complices  ;) 
A  while  to  work,  and,  after,  holiday.  [Exeunt. 

scene  if; 

The  codft  of  IV ales.    A  caftle  in  evieitv. 
Flourifh  :  drums  and  trumpets. 
Enter  King  Richard,  Atmierle,  Bijhop  of  Car/lile,  and 
foldiers. 

K.  Rich.  Barkloughiy  caftle  call  you  this  at  hand?  v 
Aum.  Yea,  my  lord :  How  brooks  your  grace  the 
air, 

After  your  late  toiling  on  the  breaking  feas  ? 

K.  Rich,  Needs  mail:  I  like  it  well ;  1  weep  for  joy, 
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To  {land  upon  my  kingdom  once  again.  

Dear  earth,  I  do  falute  thee  with  my  hand, 
Though  rebels,  wound  thee  with  their  horfes'  hoofs  : 
As  a  long-parted  mother  with  her  child 
Plays  fondly  with  her  tears,  and  fmiles  in  meeting'; 
So  weeping,  fmiling,  greet  I  thee,  my  earth, 
And  do  thee  favour  with  my  royal  hands. 
Feed  not  thy  ibvereign's  foe,  my  gentle  earth, 
Nor  with  thy  fweets  comfort  his  rav'nous  fenfe  : 
But  let  thy  fpiders,  that  fuck  up  thy  venom, 
And  heavy- gai ted  toads,  lie  in  their  wvay ; 
Doing  annoyance  to  the  treacherous  feet, 
Which  with  ufurping  lleps  do  trample  thee  : 
Yield  Hinging  nettles  to  mine  enemeies  : 
And  when  they  from  thy  bofom  pluck  a  flower, 
Guard  it,  1  pray  thee,  with  a  lurking  adder  ; 
Whofe  double  tongue  may  with  a  mortal  touch 

Throw  death  upon  thy  fovereign's  enemies.  

Mock  not  my  fenfelefs  conjuration,  lords : 
This  earth  fliall  have  a  feeling,  and  thefe  Hones 
Prove  armed  foldiers,  ere  her  native  king 
SIiclVl  faulter  under  foul  rebellious  arms. 

Bijbcp.  Fear  not,  my  lord  ;  that  Power,  that  made 
you  king, 

Hath  power  to  keep  you  king,  in  fpight  of  all. 

The  means  that  heaven  yields  mufl  be  embrac'd, 

And  not  neglecled  ;  elfe,  if  heaven  would, 

And  we  would  not  heaven's  offer,  we  refufe 

The  proffer'd  means  of  fuccour  and  redrefs. 

v    J  urn.  He  means,  my  lord,  that  we  are  too  remifs ; 

Wliilft  Bolingbroke,  through  our  fecurity, 

Grows  fcrong  and  great,  in  fubltance,  and  in  friends. 

K.Rich.  Difcomfortable  coufin  !  know'fl  thou  not, 
That,  when  the  fearching  eye  of  heaven  is  hid 
Behind  the  globe,  and  lights  the  lower  world, 
Then  thieves  and  robbers  range  abroad  unfeen, 
In  murders,  and  in  outrage,  bloody  here; 
But    hen,  from  under  this  terreftriai  ball, 
lie  fires  the  proud  tops  of  the  eaftern  pines^ 
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And  darts  his  light  through  every  guilty  hole, 
Then  murders,  treafons,  and  detefted  fins, 
The  cloak  of  night  being  pluckt  from  oiftheir  backs, 
St.md  bare  and  naked,  trembling  at  themfclves  ? 
So  when  this  thief,  this  traitor,  Bolingbroke, — 
Who  all  this  while  hath  revell'd  in  the  night, 
Whilft  we  were  wand'ring  with  the  antipodes, — 
Shall  fee  us  riling  in  our  throne  the  ealt, 
His  treafons  will  fit  bin  filing  in  his  face, 
Not  able  to  endure  the  fight  of  day, 
But,  felf-affrighted,  tremble  at  his  fin. 
Not  all  the  water  in  the  rough  rude  fea 
Can  wafh  the  balm  from  an  anointed  king  ; 
The  breath  of  wordly  men  cannot  depofe 
The  deputy  elected  by  the  Lord  : 
For  every  man  that  Bolingbroke  hath  preft, 
To  lift  fhrewd  Heel  againft  our  golden  crown, 
God  for'his  Richard  hath  in  heavenly  pay 
A  glorious  angel :  then.,  if  angels  fight, 
W eak  men  mui!  fall ;  for  heaven  frill  guards  the  right. 

Enter  Salijbury. 
Welcome  ,  my  lord  ;  How  far  off  lies  your  power  ? 

SaL  Nor  near,  nor  further  off,  my  gracious  lord, 
Than  this  weak  arm  :  Difco.mfort  p- Hides  mv  tono-ue. 
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All  foals  that  will  be  fafe,  fly  from  my  fide  ; 
For  time  hath  fet  a  bl*  upon  mv  pride. 

Aum.  Comfort,  my  Ieige  ;  remember  who  you  are. 

K.  Rich,  I  had  forgot  myfelf :  Am  I  net  king? 
Awake,  thou  cbwairaly  majefty  !  thou  Beepeft. 
Is  not  the  king's  name  forty  thoufand  names ; 
Arm,  arm,  my  name  :  a  puny  fubje6l  Itrikes 
At  thy  great  glory. — Look  not  tu  the  ground, 
Ye  favourites  of  a  king  :  Are  we  not  high  ? 
High  be  our  thoughts  :  I  know,  my  uncle  York 
Hath  power  enough  to  feryc  our  turn.    But  who 
Comes  here  ?  ST 
Enter  Scrocp. 

Scroop*  More  health  and  happinefs  betide  my  liege, 
Than  can  my  care-tun'd  tongue  de  liver  him ! 

K.  Rich.  Mine  ear  is  open,  and  my  heart  prenar'd ; 
The  worft  is  worldly  lofs,  thou  canii  unfold. 
Say,  is  my  kingdom  loll  ?  why,  'twas  my  care  ; 
And  what  lofs  is  it,  to  be  rid  of  care  ? 
Strives  Bolingbrcke  to  be  as  great  as  we? 
Greater  he  mail  not  be  ;  if  he  fen*e  God, 
We'll  ferve  him  too,  and  be  his  fellow  fo; 
Revolt  our  fubjedls :  that  we  cannot  mend  ; 
They  break  their  faith  to  God,  as  well  as  us : 
Cry,  woe,  deftra&ion,  ruin,  lofs,  decay  ; 
The  worfl  is — death,  and  death  will  have  his  day. 

Scroop.  Glad  am  I,  that  your  highnefs  is  fo  arm'd 
To  bear  the  tidings  of  calamity. 
Like  an  unfeafonable  ft  or  my  day, 
VTich  makes  the  filver  rivers  drown  their  mores, 
As  if  the  world  were  all  dhTolv'd  to  tears; 
So  high  above  his  limits  fwells  the  rage 
Of  B  Viingbroke,  covering  your  fearful  land 
With  hard  bright  Heel,  and  hearts  harder  than  fieel. 
White  beards  have  arm'd  their  thin  and  hairlefs  fcalps 
A^amft  thy  majelty  ;  boys,  with  women's  voices, 
Strive  to  fpeak  big,  and  ciafp  their  female  joints 
I  \  ft  i  If  Unwieldy  arms  again  ft  thy  crown  : 
Thv  very  beaclfmen  learn  to  bend  their  bows 
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Of  double-fatal  yew  againft  thy  Gate ; 
Yea,  ditla ft*  women  manage  rulty  bills 
Againft  thy  feat:  both  young  and  old  rebel, 
And  all  goes  worfe  than  I  have  power  to  tell. 

K.  Rich.  Too  well,  too  well,  thou  tell'ft  a  tale  fo  ill. 
Where  is  the  earl  of  Wiltmire  ?  where  is  Bagot  ? 
What  is  become  of  Bufhy  ?  where  is  Green  ? 
That  they  have  let  the  dangerous  enemy 
Meafure  our  confines  with  iuch  peaceful  iteps  ? 
If  we  prevail,  their  heads  mail  pay  for  it. 
1  warrant,  they  have  made  peace  with  Bolingbroke. 

Scroop.  Peace  have  they  made  with  him,  indeed, 
my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  O  villains,  vipers,  damned  without  re- 
demption ! 
Dogs,  eafily  won  to  fawn  on  any  man  ! 
Snakes,  in  my  heart-blood  warm'd,  that  fting  my  heart! 
Three  Judafi'es,  each  one  thrice  worfe  than  Judas ! 
Would  they  make  peace  ?  TerriVe  hell  make  war 
Upon  their  fpotted  fouls  for  this  offence  ! 

Scroop.  Sweet  love,  I  fee,  changing  his  property, 
Turns  to  the  foureil  and  moft  deadly  hate  :— 
Again  uncurfe  their  fouls ;  their  peace  is  made  ., 
With  heads,  and  not  with  hands ;  thofe  whom  you  curfs, 
Have  felt  the  worir.  of  death's  deftroying  wound, 
And  lie  full  low,  grav'd  in  the  hollow  ground. 

Aum.  Is  Bufhy,  Green,  and  the  earl  of  Wiltmire 
dead  ? 

Scroop.  Yea,  all  of  them  at  Briftol  loft  their  heads. 

J.um.  Where  is  the  duke  my  father  with  his  power  ? 

K.  Rick.  No  matter  where :  of  comfort  no  man  fpeak : 
Let's  talk  of  graves,  of  worms,  and  epitaphs;' 
Make  dull  our  paper,  and  with  rainy  eyes 
Write  fcrrow  on  the  boibm  of  the  earth. 

Let's  chufe  executors,  and  talk  of  wills :  

And  yet  not  fo, — for  what  can  we  bequeath, 
Save  our  depofed  bodies  to  the  ground  ? 
Our  lands,  our  lives,  and  all  are  Bolingbroke's, 
And  nothing  can  we  call  oar  own,  but  death; 
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And  that  fmall  model  of  the  barren  earth, 
Which  ferves  as  paile  and  cover  to  our  bones. 
For  heaven's  fake,  let  us  fit  upon  the  ground, 
And  tell  fad  ftories  of  the  death  of  kings  : — 
How  fome  have  been  depos'd,  fome  ilain  in  war ; 
Some  haunted  by  the  ghoMs  they  have  depos'd  ; 
Some  poifon'd  by  their  wives,  fome  fleeping  kilPd  ; 
All  murder 'd  : — For  within  the  hollow  crown, 
That  rounds  the  mortal  temples  of  a  king, 
Keeps  Death  his  court  :  and  there  the  antic  fits, 
Scoffing  his  ftate,  and  grinning  at  his  pomp  ; 
Allowing  him  a  breath,  a  little  fcene  s 
To  monarchize,  be  fear'd,  and  kill  with  looks  ; 
Infuf  Dg  him  with  felf  and  vain  conceit, — 
As  if  this  flefhj  which  walls  about  our  life, 
Were  brafs  impregnable  ;  and,  humour'd  thus, 
Comes  at  tiie  lalt,  and  with  a  iittle  pin 
Bores  through  his  caftie  wall,  and — farewell  king  ! 
Cover  your  heads,  r*id  mock  not  Mem  and  blood 
With  folemn  reverence  ;  throw  away  refpecl, 
Tradition,  form,  and  ceremonious  duty, 
For  you  have  but  miitook  me  all  this  while  : 
I  live  on  bread  like  you,  feel  want,  tafle  grief, 
Need  friends  ? — Subjected  thus, 
How  can  you  fay  to  me — I  am  a  king  ? 

Carl.  My  lord,  wife  men  ne'er  wail  their  prefeuf 
woes, 

Bat  prefently  prevent  the  ways  to  wail. 

To  fear  the  foe,  fince  fear  oppreffeth  itrength, 

Gives,  in  your  weaknefs,  itrength  unto  your  foe, 

And  fo  your  follies  fight  again!!  yourfelf. 

Fear,  and  be  nain  ;  no  worfe  can  come,  to  light  : 

And  fight  and  die,  is  death  deftroying  death  ; 

Where  fearing  dying,  pays  death  fervile  breath. 

Aum.  My  father  hath  a  power,  enquire  of  him ; 
And  learn  to  make  a  body  of  a  limb. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  chid'rc  me  well Proud  Boling- 
broke,  I  come 
To  change  blows  with  thee  for  our  day  of  doom. 


Aft  111.  KING  RICHARD  II.  1 29 

This  ague-fit  of  fear  is  over-blown  ; 

An  eafy  talk  it  is,  to  win  our  Ovvn.  

Say,  Scroop,  where  lies  our  uncle  with  his  power  ? 
Speak  fweetly,  man,  although  thy  looks  be  four. 

Scroop.  Men  judge  by  the  complexion  of  the  iky 

The  ftate  and  inclination  of  the  day  : 
So  may  you  by  my  dull  and  heavy  eye  5 

My  tongue  hath  but  a  heavier  tale  to  fay, 
I  play  the  torturer,  by  fmall  and  fmall, 
To  lengthen  out  the  worft  that  muft  be  fpoken : — 
Your  uncle  York  hath  join'd  with  Bolingbroke  ; 
And  all  your  northern  tallies  yielded  up  ; 
And  all  our  fouthe'rn  gentlemen  in  arms 
Upon  his  party. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  hail  faid  enough.  

Befhrew  thee,  coufm,  which  did  ft  lead  me  forth 

[  To  Aumerle. 

Of  that  fweet  way  I  was  in  to  defpair  ! 

What  fay  you  now  ?  What  comfort  have  we  now  ? 

By  heaven,  I'll  hate  him  everiaftingly, 

That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more. 

Go  to  Flint  caftle  ;  there  I'll  pine  away; 

A  king,  woe's  Have,  fhall  kingly  woe  obey. 

That  power  I  have,  difcharge  ;  and  Jet  them  go 

To  ear  the  land  that  hath  fome  hope  to  grow, 

For  I  have  none  : — Let  no  man  fpeak  again 

To  alter  this,  for  counfel  is  but  vain. 

jfum.  My  liege  one  word. 

K.  Rich.  He  does  me  double  wrong, 
That  wounds  me  with  the  flatteries  of  his  tongue. 
Difcharge  my  followers,  let  them  hence  : — Away. 
From  Richard's  night,  to  Boliagbroke's  fair  day. 

\Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

The  Camp  of  Bolingbroke,  before  Flint  Caftle. 
Enter  'with  drums  and  colours,    Bolingbroke,  York* 
Northumberland,  and  Attendants. 
Boling.  So  that  by  this  intelligence  we  learn,, 
The  Welchmen  are  difpers'd  ;  and  Salifbury 
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Is  gone  to  meet  the  king,  who  lately  landed, 
With  fome  few  private  friends  upon  this  coaft. 

A  &rth.  The  news  is  very  fair  and  good,  my  lord  ; 
Richard,  not  far  from  hence,  hath  hid  his  head. 

York.  It  would  befeem  the  lord  Northumberland, 
To  fay — king  Richard  : — Alack  the  heavy  day, 
When  fuch  a  facred  king  fhould  hide  his  head. 

A  Trtb.  Your  grace  miitakes ;  only  to  be  brief, 
Left  I  his  title  out. 

York.  The  time  hath  been, 
Would  you  have  been  fo  brief  with  him,  he  would 
Have  been  fo  brief  with  you,  to  fliorten  you, 
For  taking  fo  the  head,  the  whole  head's  length. 

Beting.  Miftake  not,  uncle,  farther  than  you  mould. 

York*  Take  not,  good  coufin,  farther  than  you 

ihoilld, 

Left  you  mif-take  :  The  heavens  are  o'er  your  head. 

Soling.  I  know  it,  uncle;  and  oppofe  not 
ivlyielf  againit  their  will. — But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Percy. 

Welcome,  Harry  ;  what,  will  not  this  caicle  yield  ; 

Percy.  The  caflle  royally  is  mann'd,  my  lord, 
Againft  thy  entrance. 

Boling.  Royally  !  Why,  it  contains  no  king  ? 

Percy*  Yes,  my  good  lord, 
It  doth  contain  a  king  ;  king  Richard  lies 
Within  the  limits  of  yon  lime  and  ftone  : 
And  with  him  lord  Aumerle,  lord  Salihbury, 
Sir  Stephen  Scroop  ;  befides  a  clergyman  „ 
Of  holy  reverence,  who,  I  cannot  learn. 

North.  Belike,  it  is  the  Biihop  of  Carliile. 

Baling.  Noble  lord,  \To  North. 

Go  to  the  rude  ribs  of  that  ancient  caftle  ; 
Through  brazen  trumpet  fend  the  breath  of  parle 
Into  his  ruin'd  ears,  and  thus  deliver : 
Harry  of  Bolingbroke,  on  both  his  knees, 
Doth  kifs  king  Richard's  hand  ; 
And  fends  allegiance,  and  true  faith  of  heart, 
To  his  moft  royal  perfon ;  hither  come 
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Even  at  his  feet  to  lay  my  arms  and  power; 

Provided  that,  my  banimment  repeal'd, 

And  lands  reltor'd  again,  be  freely  granted  : 

Jf  not,  I'll  ufe  the  advantage  of  my  power, 

And  lay  the  fummer's  dull  with  mowers  of  blood, 

Rain'd  from  the  wounds  of  flaughter'd  Engliflimen: 

The  which,  how  fir  off  from  the  mind  of  Boiingbroke 

It  is,  fuch  crimfon  tempeft  mould  bedrench 

The  frefh  green  lap  of  fair  king  Richard's  land, 

My  Hooping  duty  tenderly  fliall  mew. 

Go,  fignify  as  much ;  while  here  we  march 

Upon  the  gralTy  carpet  of  this  plain.— 

Let's  march  without  the  noife  of  threat'ning  drum,, 

That  from  this  caltle's  totter'd  battlements 

Our  fair  appointments  may  be  well  perused. 

Methinks,  king  Richard  and  myfelf  ihould  meet 

With  no  lefs  terror  than  the  elements 

Of  fire  and  water,  when  their  thund'ring  mock 

At  meeting  tears  the  cloudy  cheeks  of  heaven. 

Be  he  the  fire,  I'll  be  the  yielding  water : 

The  rage  be  his,  while  on  the  earth  I  rain 

My  waters ;  on  the  earth,  and  not  on  him. 

March  on,  and  mark  king  Richard  how  he  looks. 

A  parte  founded,  and  answered  by  another  trumpet  with- 
in. Flouri/h.  Enter  on  the  walls,  King?  Richard, 
the  Bi/hop  of  Carlifle,  Aumerle,  Scroop,  and  Salifbury. 

York.  See,  fee,  king  Richard  doth  himfelf  appear, 
As  doth  the  blufhing  difcontented  fun 
From  out  the  fiery  portal  of  the  eaft ; 
When  he  perceives,  the  envious  clouds  are  bent 
To  dim  his  glory,  and  to  ilain  the  tracl 
Of  his  bright  pafTage  to  the  Occident. 
Yet  looks  he  like  a  king  ;  behold,  his  eye, 
As  bright  as  is  the  eagle's,  lightens  forth 
Controlling  majefty :  Alack,  alack,  for  woe, 
That  any  harm  mould  ftain  fo  fair  a  mow  ! 

K.  Rich.  We  are»amaz'd;  and  thus  long  have  we 
fcood 
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To  watch  the  fearful  bending  of  thy  knee.  [  Tc  North. 

Becaufe  we  thought  ourfelf  thy  lawful  king  ; 

And  if  we  be,  how  dare  thy  joints  forget 

To  pay  their  awful  duty  to  our  prefence  ? 

If  we  be  not,  mew  us  the  hand  of  God 

That  hath  difmifs'd  us  from  our  ftewardfhip ; 

For  well  we  know,  no  hand  of  blood  ana  bone 

Can  gripe  the  facrcd  handle  of  our  fceptre, 

Unlefs  he  do  prophane,  fteal,  or  ufurp. 

-And  though  you  think,  that  all,  as  you  have  done, 

Have  torn  their  fouls,  by  turning  them  from  us, 

And  we  are  barren,  and  bereft  of  friends ;  

Yet  know, — my  mafter,  God  omnipotent, 
7s  muft'ring  in  his  clouds,  on  our  behalf, 
Armies  of  peftilence  ;  and  they  (hall  ftrike 
Your  children  yet  unborn,  and  unbegot, 
That  lift  your  vaiTal  hands  againfl  my  head, 
And  threat  the  glcry  of  my  precious  crown. 
Tell  Boliiigbroke,  (for  yond',  methinks,  lie  is) 
That  every  ftride  he  makes  upon,  my  land, 
Is  dangerous  treafon :  He  is  come  to  ope 
The  purple  teflament  of  bleeding  war  ; 
But  ere  the  crown  he  looks  for  live  in  peace, 
Ten  thou  land  bloody  crowns  of  mother's  fons 
Shall  ill  become  the  flower  of  England's  face  ; 
Change  the  complexion  of  her  maid-pale  peace 
To  fcarlet  indignation,  and  bedew 
Her  pailure's  grafs  with  faithful  Englifh  blood. 
North.  The  king  of  heaven  forbid,  our  lord  the 
king  ^ 

Should  fo  with  civil  and  uncivil  arms 
Be  ruhVd  upon!  Thy  thrice-noble  counn, 
Harry  Boiingbroke,  doth  humbly  kifs  thy  hand; 
And  by  the  honourable  tomb  he  i wears. 
That  Hands  upon  thy  royal  grand  fire's  bones  ; 
And  by  the  royalties  of  both  your  bloods, 
Currents  that  fpring  from  one  moll  gracious  head  ; 
And  by  the  bury'd  hand  of  warlike  Gaunt ; 
And  by  the  worth  and  honour  of  him  felt ,  ^ 
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Comprifing  all  that  may  be  (wo-n  or  faid  3 — 
His  coming  hither  hath  no  farther  fcope, 
Than  for  his  lineal  royalties,  and  to  beg 
Fnfranchifement  immediate  on  his  knees : 
Which  on  thy  royal  party  granted  once, 
His  glittering  arms  he  will  commend  to  raft, 
His  barbed  fteeds  to  ftables,  and  his  heart 
To  futhful  fervice  of  your  majerty. 
This  fwears  he,  as  he  is  a  prince,  is  jufl : 
And,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  credit  him. 

K.  Rich.  Northumberland,   fay, — thus  t 

returns :  

I  lis  noble  coufm  is  right  welcome  hither; 
And  ail  the  number  of  his  fair  demands 
Shall  be  accompiihVd  without  contradiction 
With  all  the  gracious  utterance  thou  haft, 
Speak  to  his  gentle  hearing  kind  commends. 
We  do  debafe  ourfelf,  coutm,  do  we  not,  [ 
To  look  fo  poorly,  and  to  fpeak  fo  fair  ? 
Shall  we  call  back  Northumberland,  and  fen 
Defiance  to  the  traitor,  and  fo  die  ? 

Jum.  No,  good  my  lord;  let's  right  wi: 
words, 

Till  time  lend  friends,  and  friends  their  he  ir  fu 
K.  Rkb.  OGodl  oh  God  !  that  e'er  this 
of  mine, 

That  laid  the  fentence  of  dread  bani&m&nt 
On  yon  proud  man,  mould  take  it  off  again 
With,  words  of  foot h  !  Oh,  that  I  were  as  <?re 
As  is  my  grief,  or  lelfer  than  my  name  ! 
Or  that  I  could  forget  what  I  have  been  ! 
Or  not  remember  what  I  rnuft  be  now  ! 
SwelPfc  thou,  proud  heart  ?  I'll  give  thee  fcopc 
Since  foes  have  fcope  to  beat  both  thee  aad  n 
Aum.  Northumberland  comes  back  from 

K.  Rich.  What  rival  the  king  do  now? 
fVbmit? 

Tlie  king  mail  do  it.    Muft  he  be  depo:;'d  ? 
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The  king  {hall  be  contented.    Mutt  he  lofe 

The  name  of  king  r  o'  God's  name,  let  it  go: 

I'll  give  my  jewels  for  a  let  of  beads ; 

My  gorgeous  palace,  for  a  hermitage  : 

My  gay  apparel,  for  an  alms-man's  gown  ; 

My  figur'd  goblets,  for  a  dim  of  wood  ; 

My  fceptre,  for  a  palmer's  walking  ftaff  :• 

My  fubjdfts,  for  a  pair  of  carved  faints ; 

And  my  large  kingdom,  for  a  little  grave, 

A  little  little  grave,  an  obfcure  grave  : — 

Or  I'll  be  bury'd  in  the  king's  highway. 

Some  way  of  common  trade,  where  firbje&s'  feet 

May  hourly  trample  on  their  Sovereign's  head: 

For  on  my  heart  they  tread,  now  whilft  I  live  ; 

And,  bury'd  once,  why  not  upon  my  head  ? — i — 

Aumerle,  thou  weep' ft ;  My  tender-hearted  coufm  ! — 

We'll  make  foul  weather  with  defpifed  tears  ; 

,Our  f:ghs,  and  they,  mall  lodge  the  fummer  corn, 

'And  make  a  dearth  in  this  revolting  land. 

Or  mall  we  play  the  wantons  with  our  woes, 

And  make  fome  pretty  match  with  fhedding  tears? 

As  thus; — To  drop  them  ftill  upon  one  place, 

Till  they  have  fretted  us  a  pair  of  graves 

Within  the  earth  ;  and,  therein  laid, — There  lies 

mhvo  kin  J  men,  digged  their  graves  with  weeping  eyes  P 

Would  not  this  ill  do  well  ? — Well,  well,  I  fee 

I  talk  but  idly,  and  you  mock  at  me. 

[North,  advances. 
Moft  mighty  prince,  my  lord  Northumberland, 
What  fays  king  Uolingbrcke  ?  Will  his  majefty 
Give  Richard  leave  to  live  till  Richard  die? 
You  make  a  leg,  and  Bolingbioke  fays — -ay. 

North.  My  icfd;  in  the  bafe  court  he  doth  attend 
To  fpeak  with  you,  may't  pleafe  you  to  ccme  down. 

K.Rich. Down, down, I  come;  like  glift'ring Phaeton, 
Wanting  the  manage  of  unruly  jades. 

North,  retires  to  Bol. 
In  the  bafe  court?  Bafe  court  wher2  kings  grow  bafe, 
To  ccme  at  traitors'  calls,  and  do  them  grace. 
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In  the  hafe court?  Come  down?  Down,  court!  down 
Icing! 

For  night-owls  ihriek,  where  mounting  larks  mould 
ling.  IMxeunt,  from  abpnje* 

Boling.  What  f-v's  bis  m^icy? 

North.  Sorrow  and  grief  of  aeait 
rvl:ik.;s  him  ipeak  fondly  ;  like  a  frantic  man  : 
Yet  lie  Is  come.  [ Eater  RJ  chard,  &c.  hclovj. 

Baling.  Stand  all  apart,  K 
And  mew  fair  duty  to  his  majefly.— 
My  gracious  lord,—  [Kneels. 

K.  Rich.  Fair  coufm,  you  debafe  your  princely  knee, 
To  make  the  bafe  earth  proud  Vvith  killing  it : 
Me  rather  had,  my  heart  might  feel  your  love, 
Than  my  unpleas'd  eye  fee  your  courtefy. 
Up,  coufm,  up  ;  your  heart  is  up,  I  know, 
Thus  high  at  leafl,  although  your  knee  be  low. 

[  Touching  his  own  head. 

Doling.  My  gracious  lord,  I  come  but  for  mine  own. 

K.  Rich.  Y our  own  is  yours,  and  I  am  yours,  and  ail. 

Boling.  So  far  be  mine,  my  moft  redoubted  lord, 
As  my  true  fervice  mall  deferve  your  love. 

K.Rich.  Well  you  deferve: — They  well  deferve 
to  have, 

That  know  the  ftrongeft  and  fureft  way  to  get.— 
Uncle,  give  me  your  hand  ;  nay,  dry  your  eyes  ? 
Tears  mow  their  love,  but  want  their  remedies. — 
Coufm,  I  am  too  young  to  be  your  father, 
Though  you  are  old  enough  to  be  my  heir. 
What  you  will  have,  I'll  give,  and  willing  too ; 
For  do  we  mull:,  what  force  will  have  us  do.— 
Set  on  towards  London : — Coufm,  is  it  fo  ? 
Boling.  Yea,  my  good  lord. 

K.  /&d?.Then  I  muir.  not  fay,  no.  [FUurijh.  Exeunt. 
SCENE  II. 
Langley.     The  Duke  of  York'' s  garden. 
Enter  the  Queen,  and  t-zvo  Ladies. 
Queen.  What  fport  mail  we  devife  here  in  this  garden, 
To  drive  away  the  heavy  thought  of  care  ? 
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Lady.  Madam,  we'll  play  at  bowls. 

Queen. 'Twiilmake  me  think,  the  world  is  full  of  rubs, 
And  that  my  fortune  runs  againil  the  bias. 

Lady.  Madam,  we'll  dance. 

Queen.  My  legs  can  keep  no  meafure  in  delight, 
When  my  poor  heart  no  meafure  keeps  in  grief; 
Therefore,  no  dancing,  girl;  fome  other  fport. 

Lady.  Madam,  we  will  tell  tales. 

Qveen.  Of  forrow,  or  of  joy  ? 

Laaj.  Of  either,  madam. 

Queen.  Of  neither,  girl ;  v 
For  if  of  joy,  being  altogether  wanting, 
Ic  doth  remember  me  the  mere  of  forrow  ; 
Or  if  of  grief,  being  altogether  had, 
It  adds  more  forrow  to  my  want  of  joy  : 
For  what  I  have,  I  need  not  to  repeat ; 
And  what  I  want.,  it  boots  not  to  complain. 

lady.  Madam,  Til  ring. 

Queen.  'Tis  well,  that  thou  hail  caufe  : 
But  thou  mould' ilpleafe  me  better,  would'it  thou  weep. 

Lady.  I  could  weep,  madam,  would  it  do  you  good. 

Queen .  And  I  co ul d  weep ,  would  weep i  n g  d o  me  good, 
And  never  borrow  any  tear  of  thee. 
But  flay,  here  come  the  gardeners : 
Let's  &ep  into  the  fnadow  of  thefe  trees. — 
My  wretchednefs  unto  a  row  of  pins, 

Enter  a^Gardener,  and  two  Servants. 
They'll  talk  of  irate  ;  for  every  one  doth  lb 
Againil  a  change  ;  Woe  is  fore-run  with  woe. 

[Qgeen  and  Ladies  retire. 

Card-  Go,  bind  thou  up  yon  dangling  apricocks, 
Which,  like  unruly  children,  make  their  lire 
Stoqp  with  opprefficn  of  their  prodigrl  weight  ; 
Give  fome  i  up  penance  to  the  bending  twigs. — 
Go  thou,  and  like  an  executioner, 
Cut  off  the  heads  of  too-farc  growing  fprays, 
i  hat  lock  too  lofty  in  our  commonwealth : 
All  mult  be  even  in  our  government. — 
You  thus  emolov'd,  I  will  gro  root  awav 
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The  noifom?  weeds,  that  without  profit  fuck 
The  foil's  fertility  from  wholefome  flowers. 

Serv.  Why  mould  we  in  the  com  pals  of 
Keep  law,  and  form,  and  due  proportion, 
Shewing,  as  in  a  model,  our  firm  ftate  ; 
When  our  fea-walled  garden,  the  whole  land, 
Is  full  of  weeds  ;  her  fairefl  flowers  choak'd  up, 
Her  fruit-trees  all  unprim'd,  her  hedges  ruin'd, 
Her  knots  diforder'd,  and  her  wholefome  herbs 
Swarming  with  caterpillars  ? 

Gard.  Hold  thy  peace  :-  

He  that  hath  fuirer'd  this  diforder'd  fpring, 


Hath  now  himfelf  met  with  ti: 
The  weeds,  that  his  broad  fp read 
That  feem'd,  in  eating  hirn,  to 
Are  pull'd  up,  root  and  all,  bv 
I  mean,  the  earl  of  WiMiire,  B 
Serv.  What,  are  thev  dead  ? 
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Thou  old  Adam's  likcnefs,  fet  to  drefs  this  garden, 
How  dares  thy  harm  tongue  found  tliis  unpleafing 

news  ? 

What  Eve,  what  ferpent  hath  fuggefted  thee 

To  make  a  fecond  fall  of  curfed  man  ? 

Why  doit  thou  fay,  king  Richard  is  depos'd  ? 

Dar'ft  thou,  thou  little  better  thing  than  earth, 

Divine  his  downfai  ?   Say,  where,  when,  and  how, 

Cam'fi  thou  by  thefe  ill  tidings  r  Speak,  thou  wretch. 

Gord.  Pardon  me,  madam;  little  joy  have  I 
To  breathe  thefe  news,  yet,  what  I  fay,  is  true. 
King  Richard,  he  is  in  tie  mighty  hold 
Of  Bolingbroke  ;  their  fortunes  both  are  weigh'd: 
In  your  lord's  fcale  is  nothing  but  himfelf, 
And  fome  few  vanities  that  make  him  light ; 
But  in  the  balance  of  great  Bolingbroke, 
Beiides  himfelf,  are  all  the  English  peers, 
And  with  that  odds  he  weighs  king  Richard  down. — 
Pol*  you  to  London,  and  you'll  find  it  fo  : 
I  fpeak  no  more  than  every  one  doth  know. 

£>ucag%  Nimble  mifchance,  thou  art  fo  light  of  foot, 
Doth  not  thy  embaffage  belong  to  me, 
And  am  I  laft  that  knows  it?  Oh,  thou  think'!* 
To  ferve  me  laft,  that  I  may  longer!  keep 
Thy  forrow  in  my  breaft. — Come,  ladies,  go, 

To  meet  at  London  London's  king  in  woe.  

What,  was  I  born  to  this !  that  my  fad  look 
Should  grace  the  triumph  of  great  Bolingbroke  ! — 
Gard'ner,  for  telling  me  thefe  news  of  woe, 
T  would,  the  plants,  thou  graft'ft,  may  never  grow. 

\ Exeunt  £hiee:-i  and  Ladies. 

Card.  Poor  queen!  fo  that  thy  itate  might  be  no 
worfe, 

I  would  my  ikil]  were  fubjecl  to  thy  curfe. — 
Mere  did  (he  drop  a  tear ;  here  in  this  place, 
I  'll  fet  a  bank  of  rue,  four  herb  of  grace  : 
Rue,  even  for  ruth,  here  Ihortly  (hall  be  feen, 
In  the  remembrance  of  a  weeping  queen. 

[Exit  Gard*  and  few. 
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A  C  T     IV.       SCENE  1. 

London,     7  he  Parliameni-IIonfe. 
Enter  Polingbroke,   Aumerle,    "Northumberland,  Percy, 
Fiizwater,    Surry,    Bijhop   of  CarliJIe,   Abbot  of 
Wefimirijler,  Herald,  Officers,  and  Paget % 
Poling.  |*S  A  L  L  forth  Bagot  : 

Now,  Bagot,  freely  fpeak  thy  mind  : 
Whit  thou  dofr.  know  of  noble  Glofter's  death  : 
Who  wrought  it  with  the  king,  and  who  perform'd 
Th-;  bloody  office  of  his  timelefs  end. 

Bagpts,  Then  fet  before  my  face  the  lord  Aumerle. 
Bokngl  Coufin,fiand  forth,  and  look  upon  thatman. 
Bag&t.   My  lord  Aumerle,  I  know,  your  daring 
tongue 

Scorns  to  unfay  what  once  it  hath  deliver'd. 

In  that  dead  time  when  dorter's  death  was  plotted, 

I  heard  you  fay,— (e  Is  not  my  arm  of  length, 

"  That  reacheth  from  the  reilful  EngHfli  court 

"  As  far  as  Calais,  to  my  uncle's  head  ??' 

Among!!  much  other  talk,  that  very  time, 

I  heard  you  fay,  "  You  rather  had  refufe 

"  The  offer  of  an  hundred  thoufand  crowns, 

"  Than  Bolingbroke  return  to  England ; 

"  Adding  withal,  how  blefl  this  land  would  be, 

In  this  your  coufin's  death." 

Aunt.  Princes,  and  noble  lords, 
What  anfwer  mall  I  make  to  this  bafe  man  ? 
Shall  I  fo  much  difhonour  my  fair  flars, 
On  equal  terms  to  give  hirn  chaflifement  ? 
Either  I  mult,  or  have  my  honour  foil'd 

With  the  attainder  of  his  Hand'rous  lips.  

There  is  my  gage,  the  manual  fealof  death, 
That  marks  thee  out  for  hell :  Thou  lieft,  and 
I  will  maintain  what  thou  hall  faid,  is  falfe, 
In  thy  heart-blood,  thou  being  all  too  bafe 
To  ftain  the  temper  of  my  knightly  fword. 

Baling.  Bagot,  forbear,  thou  malt  not  take  it  up. 
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Aum.  Excepting  one,  I  would  he  were  the  bell 
In  all  this  prefence  that  hath  mov'd  me  fo. 

Fitz~>j.  If  that  thy  valour  Hand  on  fympathies, 
There  is  my  gage,  Aumerle,  in  gage  to  thine : 
By  that  fair  fan  that  fhews  me  where  thou  Itand'll, 
I  heard  thee  fay,  and  vauntingly  thou  fpak'ft  it, 
That  thou  wert  caufe  of  noble  Glofter's  death. 
If  thou  deny  'ft  it,  twenty  times  thou  lief! ; 
And  I  will  turn  thy  falihood  to  thy  heart, 
Where  it  was  forged,  with  my  rapier's  point. 

Aum.  Thcu  dar'fc  not,  coward,  live  \o  fee  the  day. 

FitzrtA). Now, by  my  foul,  I  would  it  were  this  hour. 

Aum,  Fitzwater,  thou  art  damn'd  to  hell  for  this. 

Percy.  Aumerle,  thou  lieft ;  his  honour  is  as  true, 
In  this  appeal,  as  thou  art  all  unjuiT : 
And,  that  thou  art  fo,  there  i  throw  my  gage, 
To  prove  it  on  thee  to  the  extremeil  point 
Of  mortal  breathing  !  Seize  it,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Aum.  And  if  I  do  not,  may  my  hands  rot  on7, 
And  never  brandiih  more  revengeful  feel 
Over  the  glittering  helmet  of  my  fee  ! 

Another  herd.  I  take  the  earth  to  the  like,  forfworn 

v  Aumerle  ; 

And  fpur  thee  on  with  fall  as  many  lies 
As  may  be  halloo'd  in  thy  treacherous  ear 
From  fin  to  fin  :  there  is  my  honour's  pawn  : 
Engage  it  to  the  trial,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Au?n.  Whofets  me  elfer  Ey  heaven  I'll  throw  at  all; 
I  have  a  thcufand  fpirits  in  one  breaft. 
To  anfwer  twenty  thoufand  fuch  as  you. 

Surry.  My  lord  Fitzwater,  I  do  remember  well 
The  very  time  Aumerle  and  you  did  talk. 

Fit&w.  5Tis  very  true  :  you  were  in  prefence  then; 
And  you  can  witnefs  with  me,  this  is  true. 

Surry.  As  falfe,  by  heaven,  as  heaven  itfelf  is  true. 

Fits&w.  Surry,  thou  lieft. 

Surry.  Difhonourablc  boy  ! 
That  lie  mall  lye  fo  heavy  on  my  fword, 
That  it  flrall  render  vengeance  and  revenge, 
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'Till  thoa  the  lie-giver,  and  that  lie,  do  lye 
In  earth  as  quiet  as  thy  father's  fcull. 
In  proof  whereof,  there  is  my  honour's  pawn  ; 
Engage  it  to  the  trial,  if  thou  dar'il. 

Fitzvj.  How  fondlv  dof!  thou  fpat  a  forward  horfe? 
If  I  dare  eat,  or  drink,  or  breathe,  or  live, 
I  dare  meet  ourry  in  a  wildernefs, 
And  fpit  upon  him,  whilft  I  fay,  he  lies, 
And  lies,  and  lies  :  there  is  my  bond  of  faith, 

To  tie  thee  to  my  fcrong  correction.  

As  I  intend  to  thrive  in  this  new  world, 
Aumerle  is  guilty  Gf  my  true  appeal : 
Befides,  I  heard  the  banifh'd  Norfolk  fay, 
That  thou,  Aumerle,  did'lt  fend  two  of  thy  men 
To  execute  the  noble  duke  at  Calais. 

Aunty  Some  honelt  Chriltian  truft  me  with  a  gage, 
That  Norfolk  lies :  here  do  I  throw  down  this, 
If  he  may  be  repeal'd  to  try  his  honour. 

Baling.  Thefe  differences  mail  all  reft  under  gage, 
'Till  Norfolk  be  repeal'd  :  repeal'd  he  mall  be, 
And,  though  mine  enemy,  reftor'd  again 
To  all  his  land  and  fignories ;  when  he's  return'd, 
Againil  Aumerle  we  will  enforce  his  trial. 

Carl.  That  honourable  day  mall  ne'er  be  fcen.  * 

Many  a  time  hath  banihVd  Norfolk  fought 
For  jefu  C&rift  ;  in  glorious  Chriitian  held 
Screaming  the  enhgn  of  the  Christian  crols, 
Againft  black  pagans,  Turks,  and  Saracens  : 
And,  toil'd  with  works  of  war,  retir'd  himfelf 
To  Italy  ;  and  there,  at  Venice,  g;ave 
His  body  to  that  pleafant  country's  earth, 
And  his  pure  foul  unto  his  captain  Chrift, 
Under  whofe  colours  he  had  fought  fo  long, 

BoUng.  Why,  bimop,  is  Norfolk  dead  ? 

Carl.  As  fure  as  I  live,  my  lord. 

Baling.  Sweet  peace  conduct  his  fweet  foul  to  the 
bofom 

Of  good  old  Abraham ! — Lords  appellants, 
Your  differences  mall  all  rcll  under  gage. 
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Till  we  affiga  you  to  your  days  of  trial. 

L;::er  1'ork,  attended. 

Tcr.k.  Great  duke  of"  Lancafter,  I  come  to  thee 
From  plume -plucked  Richard;  who  with  willing  foul 
Adopts  thee  heir,  and  his  high  fceptre  yields 
To  the  porTeflion  of  thy  royal  hand  : 
Afcend  his  throne,  descending  now  from^im, — 
And  long  live  Henry,  of  that  name  the  fourth  ! 

Baling.  In  God's  name,  I'll  afcend  the  regal  throne. 

Carl.  Marry,  God  forbid  ! — 
Wcrfc  in  this  royal  prefence  may  I  fpeak, 
Yet  beft  befeeming  me  to  fpeak  the  truth. 
Would  God,  that  any  in  this  noble  prefence 
Were  enough  noble  to  be  upright  judge 
Of  noble  Richard  ;  then  true  noblenefs  would 
Learn  his  forbearance  from  fo  foul  a  Wrong. 
What  fubjeel  can  give  fentence  on  his  king  ? 
And  who  fits  here,  that  is  not  Richard's  fubjeel  ? 
Thieves  are  not  judg'd,  but  they  are  by  to  hear, 
Although  apparent  guilt  be  feen  in  them  : 
And  (hall  the  fgure  of  God's  majefty, 
His  captain,  lie  ward,  deputy  elect, 
Anointed,  crowned,  planted  many  years, 
Be  judg'd  by  fubjedt  and  inferior  breath, 
And  he  himfelf  not  preient?  O.  forbid  it,  God, 
That,  in  a  Chriftian  climate,  fouls  refn'd 
Should  fhew  fo  heinous,  black,  obfeene  a  deed  ! 
I  fpeak  to  fubjects,  and  a  fubjeel  fpeaks, 
Stirr'd  up  by  heaven  thus  boldly  for  his  king. 
My  lord  of  Hereford  here,  whom  you  call  king, 
Is  a  foul  traitor  to  proud  Hereford's  king  : 
A^d  if  you  crown  nim,  let  me  prophefy, — 
The  blood  of  Engliih  fhall  manure  the  ground, 
And  future  ages  groan  for  this  foul  ac~l; 
Peace  (hall  go  ileep  with  Turks  and  infidels, 
And,  in  this  feat  of  peace,  tumultuous  wars 
Shall  kin  with  kin,  and  kind  with  kind  confound  ; 
Diforder,  horror,  fear  and  mutiny, 
Shall  here  inhabit,  and  this  land  be  call'4 
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The  field  of  Golgotha  and  dead  men's  fculls. 

O,  if  you  rear  this  houfe  againft  this  houfe, 

Jt  will  the  wofulleft  diviilon  pro  i  e, 

That  ever  fell  upon  this  curled  earth  : 

Prevent,  refill  it,  let  it  not  be  fo, 

Left  children's  children  cry  againft  you — woe  ! 

North.  Well  have  you  argu'd,  fir  :  and,  for  your 
pains, 

Of  capital  treafon  we  arreft  you  here  :— 

My  lord  of  Weftminfter,  be  it  your  charge 

To  k^ep  him  fafely  'till  his  day  of  trial.- — 

May 't  pleafe  you,  lords,  to  grant  the  commons' fuit? 

Doling,  Fetch  hither  Richard,  that  in  common  view 
Fie  may  furrender ;  fo  we  mall  proceed 
Without  fufpicion. 

York.  I  will  be  his  conduct.  [Exit* 

Doling.  Lords,  you  that  here  are  under  our  arreft, 
Procure  your  fureties  for  your  days  of  anfwer  : — 
Little  are  we  beholden  to  your  love,       [To  Carlijle. 
And  little  look'd  for  at  your  helping  hands. 

Re-enter  York,  *with  King  Richard. 

K.  Rich.  Alack,  why  am  I  fent  for  to  a  king, 
Before  I  have  {hook  off  the  regal  thoughts 
Wherewith  I  reign'd  ?  I  hardly  yet  have  learn'd 
To  infmuate,  flatter,  bow,  and  bend  my  knee  : — 
Give  forrow  leave  a  while  to  tutor  me 
To  this  fubmiffion.    Yet  I  well  remember 
The  favours  of  thefe  men  :  Were  they  not  mine  ? 
Did  they  not  fometime  cry,  All  hail !  to  me  ? 
So  Judas  did  to  Chrift  :  but,  he  in  twelve, 
Found  truth  in  all,  but  one  ;  I,  in  twelve  thoufa  id, 
none. 

God  fave  the  king  ! — Will  no  man  fay,  Amen  ? 
Ami  both  prieft  and  clerk  ?  Well  then,  Amen. 
God  fave  the  king  !  although  I  be  not  he  ; 
And  yet,  Amen,  if  heaven  do  think  him  m:. — 
To  do  what  fervice,  am  1  fent  for  hither  ? 

York.  To  do  that  oHice,  of  thine  own  good  will, . 
Which  tired  majeily  did  make  thee  offer,  
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The  refignntion  of  thy  f^-te  and  crown 
To  Henry  Ecling  broke. 

A".  Rich,  Give  me  me  crown  : — Here,  ceuJIn  feizc 
the  crown ; 

Here.  couitn,  on  this  fide,  rry  hand  :  on  that  fide,  thine 
New  if  this  gciden  cro »n  like  a  deep  well, 
That  owes  too  bucket;  ailing  cne  another  ; 
The  emptier  ever  dancing  in  tl  e  air. 
The  cmer  down,  umecm  and  tali  of  water : 
That  bucket  down,,  ana  fbH  of  tears,  am  L 
Drinking  my  griefs,  whiiil  yen  mounts  up  en  high. 
ih.V.jg-.  I  thought,  you  had  been  willing  to  reiign, 
Ah  Rich.  My  crown,  I  am  ;  bat  hill  my  grie it  *r; 
mine : 

You  may  my  glories  and  my  irate  depofe, 
Bu:  not  :ny  griefs  ;  hill  am  1  king  cf  facie. 

Bcli/.  T.  r.-,rt  cf  year  cares  you  give  me  with  you 
crown. 

K.  R.\  :.  .  Your  cares  fit. up.  dc  not  pluck  rry  care- 
down. 

My  cere  li — lei's  cf  care,  by  old  cere  done  ; 
Yc  er  CLi  e  ii — gain  of  care,  by  new  care  won  : 
The  care  I  give.  I  nave,  though  given  awa\  ; 
They  tend  .ne  cr  ni.  yet  hill  witn  me  tn:y  hay. 

£:,'.'  ;j.  Are  *•  cu  contented  to  rehgn  the  crown? 

K.  Rich.   Aji  no ; — no,  ay  ; — lor  I  msit  no- 
thing be  ; 

Therefore,  no,  no,  far  I  red rn  to  thee. 

Now  mark  me  how  I  will  updo  a  yhhf :  

I  give  this  heavy  weight  from  on  my  Lead, 
And  this  onwieidy  fcertre  i;om  my  nand, 
The  pride  of  kingly  iway  from  oat  my  heart ; 
With  mine  own  tears  I  wa&  away  my  balm, 
With  mine  own  hands  I  give  away  my  crown, 
With  mine  own  tongue  deny  my  iacred  rhate, 
With  mine  own  breath  reieafe  all  duteous  oaths : 
All  pomp  and  ma  jelly  I  do  fori  wear; 
My.  itum  irs,.  rents,  revenues,  I  forego ; 
My  acta,  decrees  and  flaiutes,  I  deny : 
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God  pardon  all  oaths,  that  are  broke  to  me  ! 

God  keep  all  vows  unbroke,  are  made  to  thee  ! 

Make  me,  that  nothing  have,  with  nothing  grievM  ; 

And  thou  with  all  pleas'd,  that  haft  all  atchiev'd  ! 

Long  may'ft  thou  live  in  Richard's  feat  to  fit, 

And  foon  lie  Richard  in  an  earthy  pit ! 

God  fave  king  Henry,  unking' d  Richard  fays, 

And  fend  him  many  years  of  fun-mine  days  ! — 

What  more  remains  ? 

North.  No  more,  but  that  you  read 

Thefe  accufaticns,  and  thefe  grievous  crimes, 

Committed  by  your  perfon  and  your  followers, 

A  gain  ft  the  ftate  and  profit  of  this  land  ; 

That,  by  confeffing  them,  the  fouls  of  men 

May  deem  that  you  are  worthily  depos'd. 

K.  Rich.  Muft  I  do  fo?   and  mull  I  ravel  out 

My  weav'd-up  follies?  Gentle  Northfcmberl md, 

If  thy  offences  were  upon  record, 

Would  it  not  mame  thee,  in  fo  fair  a  troop, 

To  read  a  le&ure  of  them  ?  If  thou  would'ft, 

There  mould' ft  thou  find  one  heinous  article, — 

Containing  the  depofmg  of  a  king. 

And  cracking  the  flrong  warrant  of  an  oath, — 

Mark'd  witha  blot,  damn'din  the  book  of  heaven:— • 

Nay,  all  of  you,  that  ftand  and  look  upon  me, 

Whilft  that  my  wretchednefs  doth  bait  mvfelf, — 

Though  fome  of  you,  with  Pilate,  warn  your  hands, 

Shewing  an  outward  pity  ;  yet  you  Pilates 

Have  here  deliver  d  me  to  my  four  crofs, 

And  water  cannot  warn  away  your  fm. 

North.  My  lord,  difpateh  ;  read  o'er  thefe  articled 
K.  Rich.  Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  I  cannot  fee; 
And  yet  falt-water  blinds  them  not  fo  much, 
But  they  can  fee  a  fort  of^raitors  here. 
Nay,  if  I  turn  mine  eyes  upon  myfelf, 
I  find  myfelf  a  traitor  with  the  reft : 
For  I  have  given  here  my  foul's  confsnt, 
To  undeck  the  pompous  body  of  a  king  ; 
Make  glory  bafe  ;  a  fovereign,  a  fiave  ; 
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Proud  majelly,  a  fubjeclr;  ftate  a  peafant* 
AWZ>.  My  lord,  

K.  Rich.  No  lord  of  thine,  thou  haught,  inditing 
man, 

Nor  no  man's  lord  ;  I  have  no  name,  no  title, — 

No,  not  that  name  was  given  me  at  the  font,  

But  'tis  ufurp'd: — Alack  the  heavy  day, 

That  I  have  worn  fo  many  winters  out, 

And  knpw  not  now  what  name  to  call  myfelfj 

Oh,  that  I  were  a  mockery  king  of  fnow, 

Standing  before  the  fun  of  Eolingbroke, 

To  melt  myfejf  away  in  water-drops ! — 

Good  king — great  king — (and  yet  not  greatly  good) 

An  if  my  word  be  fterfing  yet  in  England, 

\Io  Baling, 

Let  it  command  a  mirror  hither  ftraight ; 
That  it  may  mew  me  what  a  face  I  have, 
Since  it  is  bankrupt  of  his  majefcy. 

Beting.  Go  feme  of  you,  and  fetch  a  looking-glafs. 

North.  Read  o'er  this  paper,  while  the  glafs  doth 
come. 

K-  Rico.  Fiend  !  thou  torment'A  me  ere  I  come  to 
hell. 

Bcllng.  Urge  i  t  no  more,  my  lord  Northumberland. 

North.  The  commons  will  not  then  be  fatisfy'd.  . 

K.  Rich.  They  mall  be  fatisfy'd  j  I'll  read  enough, 
When  I  do  fee  the  very  book  indeed 

Where  all  my  fms  are  writ,  and  that's  myfeif. 

Enter  one,  with  a  glcifs. 
Give  me  that  glafs,  and  therein  will  I  read. — 
No  deeper  wrinkles  yet?  Hath  fprrow  ftruck 
So  many  blows  upon  this  face  of  mine, 
And  made  no  deeper  wounds? — Oh,  flattering  glafs/ 
X.ike  to  my  followers  in  profperity, 
Thou  doll  beguile  me! — Was  this  face  the  face 
That  every  day  under  his  houihold  roof 
Did  keep  ten  thoufand  men  ?  Was  this  the  face, 
That  like  the  fun,  did  make  beholders  wink  ? 
Was  this  the  face  that  fae'd  fo  many  follies, 
And  was  at  laft  out-fae'd  by  Bolingbroke? 
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A  brittle  glory  ihineth  in  this  face  : 

[  Dafies  the  gjafi  againjl  the  ground. 
As  brittle  as  the  glory,  is  the  face  ; 
For  there  it  is,  crack'd  in  an  hundred  mivers. — 
Mark,  merit  king,  the  moral  of  this  fport, — 
How  foon  mv  forro"'  hath  deftroy'd  ray  face. 

B cling.  The  fhaa^w  of  your  forrow  hath  deftroy'd 
The  fhadow  of  your  face. 

K.  Rich.  Say  that  again. 
The  fhadow  of  my  forrow  ?  Ha!  let's  fee  : — 
5Tis  very  true,  my  grief  lies  all  within;  » 
And  thefe  external  manners  of  lament, 
Are  merely  fhadows  to  the  unfeen  grief, 
That  fwells  with  filence  in  the  tortur'd  foul ; 
There  lives  the  fubftance :  and  I  thank  thee  king, 
For  thy  great  bounty,  that  not  only  giv'ft 
Me  caufe  to  wail,  but  teacheit.  me  the  way 
How  to  lament  the  caufe.    I'll  beg  one  boon, 
And  then  be  gone,  and  trouble  you  no  more. 
Shall  I  obtain  it  ? 

Baling.  Name  it,  fair  coufin. 

K.  Rich.  Fair  couiin?  Why,  I  am  greater  than  a 
king: 

For,  when  I  was  a  king,  my  flatterers 
Were  then  but  fubjecls  ?  being  now  a  fubjecl, 
I  have  a  king  here  to  my  flatterer. 
Being  fo  great,  I  have  no  need  to  beg. 

Bo  ling.  Yet  aik. 

K.Rich.  And  mall  I  have  ? 

Boling.  You  mail. 

K.  Rich.  Then  give  me  leave  to  go. 
Boling.  Whither  ? 

K.  Rich.  Whither  you  will,  fo  I  were  from  your  fights. 
Boling.  Go  feme  of  you,  convey  him  to  the  Tower. 
K,  Rich.  Oh,  good  !  convey  ? — conveyers  are  you 
all, 

That  rife  thus  nimbly  by  a  true  king's  fall.  [Exit. 

Boling.  On  Wednefday  next,  we  folemnly  fetdowri 
Our  coronation  :  lords,  prepare  yourfelves. 

[Ex.  all  but  the  Abbot,  Bifhop  of  Car  life,  and  Aumerle. 
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Abbot.  A  woeful  pageant  have  we  here  beheld. 

Carl.  The  woe's  to  come;  the  children  yet  unborn 
Shall  feel  this  day  as  fharp  to  them  as  thorn, 

Aum.  You  holy  clergymen  is  there  no  plot 
To  rid  the  realm  of  this  pernicious  blot  ? 

Abbot.  Before  I  freely  fpeak  my  mind  herein, 
You  fhall  not  only  take  the  facrament, 
To  bury  mine  intents,  but  alfo  to  effect 
Whatever  I  fhall  happen  to  devife : — 
I  fee,  your  brows  are  full  of  difcontent, 
Your  hearts  of  forrow,  and  your  eyes  of  tears  ; 
Come  home  with  me  to  fupper,  and  I'll  lay 
A  plot,  mall  mew  us  all  a  merry  day.  [Exeunt. 
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ACTV.       SCENE  I. 

A  Street  in  London. 
Enter  Shieen,  and  Ladies, 
ihieen.  rlHHIS  way  the  king  will  come  ;  this  is  the 
X  way 

To  Julius  Caefar's  ill-erecled  tower, 

To  whole  flint  bofom  my  condemned  lord 

Is  doom'd  a  prifoner  by  proud  Bolingbroke  : 

Here  let  us  reft,  if  this  rebellious  earth 
Have  any  refting  for  her  true  king's  queen. 

Enter  King  Richard and  guards. 
But  fort,  but  fee,  or  rather  do  not  fee, 
M  y  fair  rofe  wither  :  Yet  look  up  ;  behold  ; 
T  hat  you  in  pity  may  dilTolve  to  dew, 
And  warn  him  frefh  again  with  true-love  tears. — 
Ah,  thou,  the  model  where  old  Troy  did  Hand  ; 

[ToK.  Rich. 

Thou  map  of  honour  ;  thou  king  Richard's  tomb, 
And  not  king  Richard  ;  thou  mod  beauteous  inn, 
Why  mould  hard-favour'd  grief  be  lodg'd  in  thee, 
When  triumph  is  become  an  ale-houfe  gueft  ? 
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K.  Rich.  join  not  with  grief,  fair  woman,  do  not  fo, 
To  make  my  end  too  fudden  :  learn,  good  foul, 
To  think  our  former  Hate  a  happv  dream  ; 
From  which  awak'd,  the  truth  of  what  we  are 
Shews  us  but  this  :  I  am  fworn  b /other,  fweet, 
To  grim  neceility  ;  and  he  and  I 
Will  keep  a  league  'till  death.    Hie  thee  to  France, 
And  cloiiler  thee  in  fome  religious  houfe  : 
Our  holy  lives  mult  win  a  new  world's  crown, 
Which  our  profane  hours  here  have  ftricken  down. 

£>uee;i.  What,  is  my  Richard  both  in  fha.pe  and  mind 
Transform'd,  and  weakened?  Hath  Bolingbroke 
Depos'd  thine  intellect  ?  hath  lie  been  in  thy  heart? 
The  lion,  dying,  thrurleth  forth  his  paw, 
And  wounds  the  earth,  if  nothing  elfe,  with  rage 
To  be  o'erpower  d  :  And  wilt  thou,  pupil-like, 
Take  thy  correction  mildly  ?  kafs  the  rod  ? 
And  fawn  on  rage  with  bafe  humility, 
Which  art  a  lion,  and  a  king  of  hearts  ? 

R\  Rich.  A  king  of  beads,  indeed ;  ifaughtbutbearls, 
I  had  been  (till  a  Xx^pf  king  of  men. 
Good  fometime  queen,  prepare  thee  hence  for  France: 
Think,  I  am  dead  ;  and  that  even  here  thou  tak'ft 
As  ftp m  my  death-bed,  my  laij  living  leave. 
In  winter's  tedious  nights,  ilt  by  the  /ire 
With  good  old  folks ;  and  let  them  tell  thee  tales 
Of  woeful  ages,  long  ago  fetid  : 
And,  ere  thou  bid  good  night,  to  quit  their  grief, 
Tell  thou  the  lamentable  fill  of  me, 
And  fend  the  hearers  weeping  to  their  beds. 
For  why,  the  fenfebfs  brands  will  fympathize 
The  heavy  accent  ofthy  moving  tongue, 
And,  in  com  pall  on,  weep  the  nre  oat: 
And  fome  will  mourn  in  afnes,  fome  coal-black, 
For  the  depdiiisg  of  a  right  frd  king. 

Bntn  Is.rihumberlandy  attended. 

North.  My  lord,  tire  mind  of  Bolingbroke  is  chang'd ; 

Yoffl  tnuA  to  Ponifret,  not  unto  the  Tower.  ■ 

And.  madam,  there  is  order  ta'en  for  \  ou  ; 
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With  all  fwift  fpeed,  you  muft  away  to  France. 

K.  Rich.  Northumberland,  thou  ladder  wherewithal 

The  mounting  Bolingbrokc  aicends  my  throne,  

The  time  ihall  not  be  many  hours  of  age 
More  than  it  is,  ere  foul  fin,  gathering  head, 
Shall  break  into  corruption:  thou  malt  think, 
Though  he  divide  the  realm,  and  give  thee  half, 
It  is  too  little,  helping  him  to  all ; 
And  he  {hall  think,  that  thou,  which  kncw'ft  the  way 
To  plant  unrightful  kings,  wilt  know  again, 
Being  ne'er  fo  little  urg*d,  another  way 
To  pluck  him  headlong  from  the  ufurped  throne. 
The  love  of  wicked  friends  converts  to  fear  : 
That  fear,  to  hate  ;  and  hate  turns  one,  or  both. 
To  worthy  danger,  and  deferved  death. 

X:rto.  My  guilt  be  on  my  head,  and  there  an  end. 
Take  leave,  and  part ;  for  you  muft  part  forthwith, 

K.  Rich.  Doubly  divorced  : — Bad  men,  ye  violate 
A  two-fold  marriage  ;  'twixt  my  crown  and  me  ; 

And  then*  betwixt  me  and  my  married  wife.  

Let  me  unkifs  the  oath  "twixt  thee  and  me  : 

[  To  the  Queen. 

And  vet  not  fo,  for  with  a  kifs  'twas  made.  

Part  us,  Northumberland  ;  I  towards  the  north, 
Whert  fhivering  cold  and  fickneis  pines  the  clime  ; 
My  wife  to  France  ;  from  whence,  fet  forth  in  pomp, 
She  came  adorned  hither  like  fweet  May, 
Sent  back  like  Hotlowinas,  or  fhort'ft  of  day. 

Queen.  And  muft  we  be  divided  :  muft  we  part  ? 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  hand  from  hand,  my  love,  and  heart 
from  heart. 

S>ueen.  Banifh  us  both,  and  fend  the  king  with  me. 

Scrtb.  That  were  fome  love,  but  little  policy, 

j^ueen.  Then  whither  he  goes,  thither  let  me  go. 

K.  Rich.  So  two,  together  weeping,  make  one  woe, 
Weep  thou  for  me  in  France,  I  for  thee  here  ; 
Better  far  off,  than — near,  be  ne'er  the  near. 
Go,  count  thy  way  with  fighs  ;  I,  mine  with  groans. 

Queen*  So  longeft  way  (hail  have  the  iongefl  moans. 
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K.  Rich,  Twice  for  one  Itep  I'll  groan,  the  way 
being  fliort, 
And  piece  the  way  out  with  a  heavy  heart. 
Come,  come,  in  wooing  forrow  let's  be  brief, 
Since,  wedding  it,  there  is  fuch  length  in  grief. 
One  kifs  mall  itop  our  mouths,  and  dumbly  part; — 
Thus  give  I  mine,  and  thus  take  I  thy  heart. 

[Thcykife., 

Queetn  Give  me  mine  own  again;  'twere  no  good  part, 
To  take  on  me  to  keep,  and  kill  thy  heart. 

[Kifs  again. 
So  now  I  have  mine  own  again,  be  gone, 
That  I  may  ftrive  to  kill  it  with  a  groan. 

K.  Rich,  We  make  woe  wanton  with  this  fond  delay : 
Once  more  adieu  ;  the  reft  let  forrow  fay.  [Exeunt, 

S    C    E    N    E  II. 

7  he  Duke  of  York9  s  Palace.  Enter  York,  and  his  Duchefs. 

DucB.  My  Lord,  you  told  me,  you  would  tell  the  reft, 
When  weeping  made  you  break  the  ftory  oiF 
Of  our  two  couiins  corning  into  London. 

York.  Where  did  I  leave  ? 

Duch,  At  that  fad  flop,  my  lord, 
Where  rude  mifgovern'd  hands,  from  window  tops, 
Threw  duft  and  rubhiih  on  king  Richard's  head. 

York.  Then,  as  I  (aid,  the  duke,   great  Bolino-- 
broke, 

Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  fiery  fteed, 
Which  his  afpiring  rider  feem'd  to  know, — 
With  now,  but  (lately  pace  kept  on  his  courfe, 
While  all  tongues  cry 'd— God  fave  theeBolingbroke! 
You  would  have  thought,  the  very  windows  fpake, 
So  many  greedy  looks  of  young  and  old 
Through  cafements  darted  their  defiring  eyes 
Upon  his  vifage  ;  and  that  all  the  walls, 

With'  painted  imag'ry,  had  faid  at  once,-  . 

Jefa  preferve  thee  !  welcome,  Bolingbroke  ! 
Whiiil  he,  from  one  fide  to  the  other  turning, 
Bare-headed,  lower  than  his  proud  Heed's  neck, 
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Befpake  them  thus. — I  thank  you,  countrymen  : 
And  thus  ftill  doing,  thus  lie  paft  along. 

Duch.  Alas,  poor  Richard  !  where  rides  he  the  while  ? 
York.  As,  in  a  theatre,  the  eyes  of  men, 
After  a  weli-gracrd  actor  leaves  the  ftage, 
Arc  idly  bent  on  him  that  enters  next, 
Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious  : 
Even  fo,  or  with  much  more  contempt,  men's  eyes 
Did  fcowl  on  Richard  :  no  man  cry'd,  God  fave  him; 
No  joyful  tongue  gave  him  his  welcome  home: 
But  dull  was  thrown  upon  his  facred  head ; 

Which  with  fbch  gentle  forrow  he  lliook  off,—  

His  face  ftill  combating  with  tears  and  fmilcs, 

The  badges  of  his  grief  and  patience,  

That  had  not  God,  for  fome  itrong  purpofe,  fteel'd 

The  hearts  of  men.  they  mult  perforce  have  melted, 

And  barhariim  itieif  have  pitied  him. 

But  heaven  hath  a  hand  in  theft  events ; 

To  whofe  high  will  we  bound  our  calm  contents. 

To  Bolingbroke  are  we  fworn  fabjecls  now, 

Whofe  ilafe  and  honour  i  for  aye  allow. 

Enter  Aumerle. 

Duch.  Here  comes  my  fon  Aumerle. 

York.  Aumerle  that  was ; 
But  that  is  loft,  for  being  Richard's  friend, 
And,  madam,  you  iftirft  c ill  him  Rutland  now  : 
I  am  in  parliament  pledge  for  his  truth, 
And  laiting  fealty  to  the  new-made  king. 

Duch.  Welcome,  my  fon  :  Who  are  the  violets  now, 
That  ilrew  the  green  lap  of  the  new-come  fpring? 

Aum.  Madam,  I  know  not,  nor  I  greatly  care  not; 
God  knows,  I  had  as  lief  be  none,  as  one. 

York.  Well,  bear  you  well  in  this  new  fpring  of  time, 
Left  you  be  crept  before  you  come  to  prime. 
What  news  from  Oxford  ?  Hold  thole  jufts  and  tri-# 
umphs  ? 

Aum.  For* aught  I  know,  my  lord,  they  do. 

York.  You  wiili>e  there,  I  know. 

Aunu  If  God  prevent  me  not ;  I  pnrpofe  fo, 
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Tori.  What  feal  is  that,  that  hangs  without  thy 
bofom  ? 

Yea,  look's  thtfu  pale  ?  let  me  fee  the  writing. 

Awn.  My  lord,  'tis  nothing. 

York.  No  matter  then  who  fees  it : 
I  will  be  fatisfy'd,  let  me  fee  the  writing. 

Awn.  I  do  befeech  your  grace  to  pardon  me : 
It  is  a  matter  of  fmall  confequence, 
Which  for  fome  reafons  I  would  not  have  feen. 

York.  Which  for  fome  reafons,  fir,  I  mean  to  fee, 
I  fear,  I  fear,- — — - — 

Duch.  What  mould  you  fear  ? 
'Tis  nothing  but  fome  bond,  that  he  has  enter'd  into 
For  gay  apparel,  againft  the  triumph. 

York.  Bound  to  himfelf  ?  what  doth  he  with  a  bond 

That  he  is  bound  to  ?  Wife,  thou  art  a  fool.  

Boy,  let  me  fee  the  writing. 

^/?z.Ido  befeech  you,  pardon  me;  I  may  not  mew  it. 

York.  I  will  be  fatisfy'd ;  let  me  fee  it,  I  fay. 

[  Snatches  it  and  reads. 
Treafon !  foul  treafon  !—  villain  !  traitor  !  Have  I 

Duch.  What  is  the  matter,  my  lord  ? 

York.  Ho  !  who  is  within  there  ?  faddle  my  horfe. 
Heaven,  for  his  mercy  !  what  treachery  is  here  ! 

Duch.  Why,  what  is  it,  my  lord  ? 

York.  Give  me  my  boots,  I  fay ;  faddle  my  horfe: — ■ 
Now  by  mine  honour,  by  my  life,  my  troth, 
I  will  appeach  the  villain. 

Duch.  What's  the  matter  ? 

York.  Peace  foolifh  woman. 

Duch.  I  will  not  neace  :- — What  is  the  matter,  foa? 
j. 

Awn.  Good  mother,  be  content ;  it  is  no  more 
Than  my  poor  life  mail  anfwer. 
Duch.  Thy  life  anfwer  ! 

Enter  Servant,  --with  boots. 
York.  Bring  me  my  boots,  I  will  unto  the  king. 
Duch.  Strike  him,  Aumerle, — Poor  boy,  thou  art 
amaz'd  :• — 

Hence,  villain  ;  never  more  come  in  mv  fight; — 

[  Speaking  to  the  fer<vanK 
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York.  Give  me  mv  boots,  I  fa  v. 

uUcb.  Why,  York,  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  hide  the  trefpafs  of  thine  own  ; 
Have  we  more  fons :  or  are  we  like  to  have  : 
Is  not  my  teeming  date  drunk  up  with  time : 
And  wilt  thou  pluck  my  fair  fon  from  mine  age, 
And  rob  me  of  a  happy  mother's  name  ? 
Is  he  not  like  thee?  is  he  not  thine  own  r 

York  Thou  fond  mad  woman, 
Wilt  thou  conceal  this  dark  confpiracy  ? 
A  dozen  of  them  here  have  ta'en  the  facrament, 
And  interchangeably  fet  down  their  hands, 
To  kill  the  king  at  Oxford. 

Duch.  He  fhail  be  none  ; 
We'll  keep  him  here:  Then  what  is  that  to  him  ? 

Tori.  Away,  fond  woman !  were  he  twenty  times 
My  fon,  I  would  appeach  him. 

Duch.  Hadft  thou  groan'd  for  him, 
As  I  have  done,  thou'dft  be  more  pitiful. 
But  now  I  know  thy  mind:  thou  dolt  fufpecl, 
That  I  have  been  diiloyal  to  thy  bed, 
And  that  he  is  a  baftard,  not  thy  fon  : 
Sweet  York,  fweet  hufband,  be  not  of  that  mind : 
He  is  as  like  thee  as  a  man  may  be, 
Not  like  to  me,  or  any  of  my  kin, 
And  yet  I  love  him. 

York.  Make  way,  unruly  woman.  (  [Exit. 

Duch.  After,  Aumerle:  mount  thee  upon  his  horfe  ; 
Spur,  poft ;  and  get  before  him  to  the  king, 
And  beg  thy  pardon  ere  he  do  accufe  thee. 
I'll  not  be  long  behind;  though  I  be  old, 
I  doubt  not  but  to  ride  as  fail  as  York : 
And  never  will  I  rife  up  from  the  ground, 
Ti.iBoiingbroke have  pardon'd  thee  :  Away.  [Exeunt 

S    C    E    N    E  III. 

The  Court  at  JVind/or-C^ftle. 
Enter  Bclingbroke,  Percy,  and  other  lords. 
Boli^ig.  Canno°man  tell  of  my  unthrifty  fon: 
vTi.s  fuH  three  months,  fmce  I  did  fee  him  la£: 
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If  any  plague  hang  over  us,  'tis  he. 

I  would  to  heaven,  my  lords,  he  might  be  found  : 

Enquire  at  London  'mongft  the  taverns  there, 

For  there,  they  fay,  he  daily  doth  frequent, 

With  unreHrained  loofe  companions ; 

Even  fuch,  they  fay,  as  Hand  in  narrow  lanes, 

And  beat  our  watch,  and  rob  our  p  ;  fingers  ; 

While  he,  young,  wanton,  and  effeminate  boy, 

Takes  on  the  point  of  honour,  to  fuppoit 

So  diffolute  a  crew. 

Percy.  My  lord,  foine  two  days  fmce  I  faw  the  prince ; 
And  told  him  of  thefe  triumphs  held  at  Oxford. 

Boling.  And  what  faid  the  gallant  ? 

Percy,  His  anfwer  was, — he  would  unto  the  flews; 
And  from  the  common'!!:  creature  pluck  a  glove, 
And  wear  it  as  a  favor ;  and  with  that 
He  would  unhorfe  the  luilierl  challenger. 

Boling.  As  diiTolute,as  defperate:  yet,  through  both 
I  fee  fome  fparkles  of  a  better  hope, 
Which  elder  days  may  happily  bring  forth, 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Awnerle  amazed. 

Anni.  Where  is  the  king  ? 

Boling,  What  means 
Our  coufm,  that  he  flares  and  looks  fo  wildly  ? 

Awn.  God  fave  your  grace  !  I  do  befeech  your 
majefly, 

To  have  fome  conference  with  your  grace  alone. 
Boling.  Withdraw  yourfelves,  and  leave  us  here 
alone.— 

What  is  the  matter  with  our  coufm,  now  ? 

Aum.  For  ever  may  my  knees  grow  to  the  earth, 

[Kneels. 

My  tongue  cleave  to  my  roof  within  my  mouth, 
Unlefs  a  pardon,  ere  I  rife  or  fpeak  ! 

Boling.  Intended,  or  committed,  was  this  fault  ? 
If  but  the  firrc,  how  heinous  ere  it  be, 
To  win  thy  after-love,  I  pardon  thee. 

Aum.  Then  give  me  leave  that  I  may  turn  the  key, 
That  no  man  enter  till  my  tale  be  done. 
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Baling,  Have  thy  defire.  {York  within. 

York.  My  liege  beware  ;  look  to  thy  (elf ; 
Thou  haft  a  traitor  in  thy  prefence  there. 

Boling.  Villain,  I'll  make  thee  fafe.  [Drawing. 

Aum.  Stay  thy  revengeful  hand  ; 
Thou  haft  no  caufe  to  fear. 

York.  Open  the  door,  fecure,  fool-hardy  king  : 
Shall  I,  for  love,  fpeak  treafon  to  thy  face  ? 
Open  the  door,  or  I  will  break  it  open. 

The  king  opens  the  doer,  enter  York. 

Holing.  What  is  the  matter,  uncle  ?vfpeak ; 
Recover  breath ;  tell  us  how  near  is  danger, 
That  we  may  arm  us  to  encounter  it. 

York.  Perufe  this  writing  here,  and  thou  malt  know 
The  treafen  that  my  hafte  forbids  me  mow. 

Aum.  Remember,  as  thou  read'ft,  thy  promife  paft: 
I  do  repent  me  ;  read  not  my  name  there, 
My  heart  is  not  confederate  with  my  hand. 

York.  'Twas,  villain,  ere  thy  hand  did  fet  it  down. — 
I  tore  it  from  the  traitor's  bofom,  king ; 
Fear,  and  not  love,  begets  his  penitence: 
Forget  to  pity  him,  left  thy  pity  prove 
A  ferpent  that  will  fling  thee  to  the  heart. 

Boling.  O  heinous,  ftrong,  and  bold  conspiracy  ! — 
O  loyal  father  of  a  treacherous  fon  ! 
Thou  fheer,  immaculate,  and  filver  fountain, 
From  whence  this  ftream  through  muddy  paffages 
Hath  held  his  current,  and  dehTd  himfelf !  , 
Thy  overflow  of  good  converts  to  bad  ; 
And  thy  abundant  goodnefs  fhall  excufe 
This  deadly  blot  in  thy  digrefling  fori. 

York.  So  fhall  my  virtue  be  his  vice's  bawd ; 
And  he  fhall  fpend  mine  honour  with  his  fhame, 
As  thriftlefs  Tons  their  fcraping  fathers'  gold. 
Mine  honour  lives  when  his  dimonour  dies, 
Or  my  Iham'd  life  in  his  dilhonour  lies ; 
Thou  kill'ft  me  in  his  life  ;  giving  him  breath, 
The  traitor  lives,  the  true  man's  put  to  death. 

[  Duchefs  within* 
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Duch.  What  ho,  my  liege!  for  heaven's  fake,  let 
me  in. 

Baling.  What  fhrill-voic'd  fappliant  makes  this 
enger  cry  ? 

■Ducb..  A  woman,  and  thine  aunt,  great  king ;  'tis  L 
Speak  with  me,  pity  me,  open  the  door  ; 
A  beggar  begs,  that  never  begg'd  before. 
•  Baling.  Our  fcene  is  alter'd,  from  a  ferious  thing. 
And  now  chang'd  to  the  Beggar  and  the  King.— 
My  dangerous  coufm,  let  y  our  mother  in  ; 
I  know,  ffie's  come  to  pray  for  your  foul  iln. 

York.  If  thou  do  pardon,  whofoever  pray, 
More  fins,  for  this  forgivenefs,  profper  may. 
This  feiter'd  joint  cut  oft,  the  reft  reils  found  ; 
This,  let  alone,  with  all  the  reft  confound. 

Enter  Du chefs. 

Duch.  O  king,  believe  not  this  hard-hearted  man; 
Love,  loving  not  itfelf*  none  other  can. 

York.  Thou  frantic  woman,  what  doll  thou  do  here  ? 
Shall  thy  old  dugs  once  more  a  traitor  rear  ? 

Duch.  Sweet  York,  be  patient :  Hear  me  gentle 
liege.  [^  Kneels. 

Baling.  Rife  up,  good  aunt. 

Duch.  Not  yet,  I  thee  befeech  : 
For  ever  will  I  kneel  upon  my  knees, 
And  never  fee  day  that  the  happy  fees, 
Till  thou  give  joy  ;  until  thou  bid  me  joy, 
By  pardoning  Rutland,  my  tranfgreinng  boy. 

Aum.  Unto  my  mother's  prayers,  I  bend  my  knee. 

[Kneels. 

York.  Againf!  them  both  my  true  joints  bended  be. 

[Kneels. 

Ill  may'ir.  thou  thrive,  if  thou  grant  any  grace  I 

Duch.  Pleads  he  in  earnefc  ?  look  upon  his  face  ; 
His  eyes  do  drop  no  tears,  his  prayers  are  in  jell: ; 
His  words  come  from  his  mouth,  cur's  from  our  breaft : 
He  prays  but  faintly,  and  would  be  deny'd  ; 
We  pray  with  heart,  and  foul,  and  all  befide  : 
His  weary  joints  would  gladly  rife,  I  know; 
Vol.  IV.  O 
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Our  knees  {hall  kneel  till  to  the  ground  they  grow : 
His  prayers  are  full  of  falfe  hypccrify  ; 
Ours,  of  true  zeal  and  deep  integrity. 
Our  prayers  do  out-pray  his ;  then  let  them  have 
That  mercy,  which  true  prayers  ought  to  have. 
Bcling.  Good  aunt,  Hand  up. 
Ducb.  Nay,  do  net  fay — ft  and  up  ; 
Eut,  pardon,  firft  ;  and  afterwards,  ftand  up. 
And  if  I  were  thy  nunc,  thy  tongue  to  teach, 
Pardon — mould  be  the  firft  word  of  thy  fpeech. 
I  never  long'd  to  hear  a  word  till  now. : 
Say — pardon,  king  ;  let  pity  teach  thee  how  ; 
The  word  is  fnort,  but  not  fo  fhort  as  fweet ; 
No  word  like  pardon,  for  king's  mouths  fo  meet. 
York*  Speak  it  in  French,  king ;  {uy^pcirdcnnez  may. 
Duch,  Doll  then  teach  pardon  pardon  to  deftroy  ? 
Ah,  my  four  huibanu,  my  hard-hearted  lord, 
That  fet'ft  the  word  itielf  againft  the  word  ! — 
Speak,  pardon,  as  'tis  current  in  our  land  : 
The  chopping  French  we  do  net  understand. 
Thine  eye  begins  to  fpeak,  fet  thy  tongue  there : 
Or,  in  thy  piteous  heart  plant  thou  thine  ear  ; 
That,  hearing  how  our  plaints  and  prayers  do  pierce, 
Pity  may  move  thee  pardon  to  rehearfe. 
Bcling.  Good  aunt,  ftand  up. 
Duch.  I  do  not  fue  to  ftand, 
Pardon  is  all  the  fuit  I  have  in  hand. 

Baling.  I  pardon  him,  as  heaven  mall  pardon  me, 
Duch.  O  happy  vantage  of  a  kneeling  knee  ! 
Yet  am  I  ftck  for  fear  :  fpeak  it  again  ; 
Twice  faying  pardon,  doth  not  pardon  twain, 
But  makes  one  pardon  ftrong. 

Bcling.  With  ail  my  heart 
I  pardon  him. 

Duch.  A  god  on  earth  thou  art. 
Bcling.  But  for  our  trufty  brother-in-law, — and  the 
abbot. 

With  all  the  reft  of  that  comforted  crew, — 
j>ftrn£Uon  ftraight  mail  dog  them  at  the  heels 

Geo.-!  1  ~h  to  crd-r  frrera!  t>owera  \-V?£|H 
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To  Oxford,  or  where-e'cr  thefe  traitors  are  : 
They  fiiall  not  live  within  this  world,  I  fwear, 
But  I  will  have  them,  if  I  once  know  where. 
Uncle,  farewell ; — and,  coufin,  too,  adieu  : 
Your  mother  well  hath  pray'd,  and  prove  you  true. 
Duch.  Come,  my  old  fon;  I  pray  heaven  make 
thee  new.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Exton,  and  a  Servant, 
Exton.  Dirt  thou  not  mark  the  king,  what  words 
he  fpake  ? 

Have  I  no  friend  vj  ill  rid  me  of  this  living  fear? 
Was  it  not  fo  ? 

Serv.  Thofe  were  his  very  words. 

Exton.  Have  1  no  friend?  quoth  he :  he  fpake  it  twice, 
And  urg'd  it  twice  together ;  did  he  not  ? 

Serv.  He  did. 

Exton.  And  fpeaking  it,  he  wiftly  look'd  on  me  ; 
As  who  mould  fay, — I  would,  thou  wert  the  man 
That  would  divorce  this  terror  from  my  heart ; 
Meaning,  the  king  at  Pomfret.    Come,  let's  go  ; 
I  am  the  king's  friend,  and  will  rid  his  foe.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  V. 

The  Prifon  at  Pomfrct-Gaftle. 

Enter  King  Richard. 
K'  Rich.  I  have  been  ftudying  how  to  compart 
This  prifon,  where  I  live,  unto  the  world  ; 
And,  for  becaufe  the  world  is  populous, 
And  here  is  not  a  creature  but  myfelf, 
I  cannot  do  it ; — Yet  Til  hammer  it  out, 
My  brain  I'll  prove  the  femaie  to  rny  foul ; 
My  foul,  the  father  : — -and  thefe  two  beget 
A  generation  of  Hill-breeding  thoughts, 
And  thefe  fame  thoughts  people  this  little  world  ; 
In  humours,  like  the  people  of  this  world, 
For  no  thought  is  contented.    The  better  fort* — 
As  thoughts  of  things  divine, — are  intermixed 
With  fcruples,  and  do  fet  the  word  itfeif 
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Againft  the  word: 

As  thus, — Come,  little  ones  ;  and  then  again, — 

//  is  as  hard  to  come,  as  for  a  camel 

7o  thread  the  poftern  of  a  needle's  eye. 

Thoughts  tending  to  ambition,  they  do  plot 

Unlikely  wonders ;  how  thefe  vain  weak  nails 

May  tear  a  pafTage  through  the  flinty  ribs 

Of  this  hard  world,  my  ragged  prifon  walls ; 

And,  for  they  cannot,  die  in  their  own  pride, 

Thoughts  tending  to  content,  flatter  themfelves, — 

That  they  are  not  the  firfT.  of  fortune  V  Haves, 

Nor  mall  not  be  the  lafl :  Like  filly  beggars, 

Who,  fitting  in  the  flocks,  refuge  their  iliame,— 

That  many  have,  and  others  mull  fit  there  : 

And  in  this  thought  they  find  a  kind  of  eafe, 

Bearing  their  own  misfortune  on  the  back 

Of  fuch  as  have  before  endur'd  the  like. 

Thus  play  I,  in  one  perfon,  many  people, 

And  none  contented  :  Sometimes  am  I  king  ; 

Then  treafon  makes  me  wilh  myfelf  a  beggar, 

And  fo  I  am  :  Then  crufhing  penury 

Perfuades  me,  I  was  better  when  a  king  ; 

Then  am  I  king'd  again ;  and,  by-and-by, 

Think,  that  I  am  unking'd  by  Bolingbroke, 

And  ftraight  am  nothing  -.—But,  what-e'er  I  am, 

Nor  I,  nor  any  man,  that  but  man  is, 

With  nothing  fhall  be  pleas'd,  till  he  be  eas'd 

With  being  nothing  : — Mufic  do  I  hear?  \Mujic, 

Ha,  ha !  keep  time  : — -How  four  fweet  mufic  is, 

When  time  is  broke,  and  no  proportion  kept  ? 

So  is  it  in  the  mufic  of  men's  lives. 

And  here  have  I  the  daintinefs  of  ear, 

To  hear  time  broke  in  a  diiorder'd  ltring ; 

But,  for  the  concord  of  my  fcate  and  time, 

Had  not  an  ear  to  hear  my  true  time  broke. 

]  wafted  time,  and  now  doth  time  wafle  me. 

For  now  hath  time  made  me  his  numb'ring  clock  % 

ivly  thoughts  are  minutes  ;  and,  with  fighs,  they  jar 

Theif  watches  to  mine  eyes,  the  outward  watch, 

Whereto  my  f.nger,  like  a  dial's  point, 
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Is  pointing  ftill,  in  cleaning  them  from  tears. 
Now,  fir,  the  found,  that  teih  \Vh4t  hour  it  is, 
Are  clamorous  groans,  that  ftrike  upon  my  heart, 
Which  is  the  bell :  So  fighs,  and  tears,  and  groan.% 
Shew  minutes,  times,  and  hours : — but  my  time 
Runs  polling  on  in  Bolingbroke's  proud  joy, 
While  I  Hand  fooling  here,  his  jack  o'  the  clock. 
This  muficrnnds  me,  let  it  found  no  more  ; 
For,  though  it  have  holpe  madmen  to  their  wits, 
In  me,  it  feems,  it  v/ill  make  wife  men  mad. 
Yet,  blerlmg  on  his  heart  that  gives  it  me  ! 
For  'tis  a  fign  of  love ;  and  love  to  Richard 
Is  a  ftrange  brooch  in  this  all-hating  world. 


The  cheapeil  of  us  is  ten  groats  too  dear. 
What  art  thou  ?  and  how  Cornell  thou  hither, 
Where  no  man  ever  comes,  but  that  fad  dog 


Enter  Groom. 
Groom.  Hail,  royal  prince  ! 
K.  Rich.  Thanks,  noble  peer ; 


Grow.  I  was  a  poor  rrt 
When  thou  wert  kino-;  whc 
With  much  ado,  at  length 
To  look  upon  mv  fomeVm 
O,  how  it  yern'd  my  hear 
In  London  ftrfcets,  that  co 
When  Bolingbroke  rode  o 
That  horfe,  tfhat  thou  fo  c 
That  horfe,. that  I  fo  cart] 


Krroom . 
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That  jade 
This  nand 
Would  he 
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Since  thou,  created  to  be  aw'd  by  man, 
Waft  born  to  bear  ?  I  was  not  made  a  horfe  ; 
And  yet  I  bear  a  burden  like  an  afs, 
Spur-gall'd,  and  tir'd,  by  jauncing  Bolingbroke. 
Enter  Keeper,  with  a  dijh. 
Keep,  Fellow,  give  place  ;  here  is  no  longer  ftay. 

[  To  the  Groom. 

K.  Rich.  If  thou  love  me,  'tis  time  thou  wertaway. 
Groom.  What  my  tongue  dares  not,  that  my  heart 

fhall  fay.  [Exit. 
Keep.  rVIy  lord,  will't  pleafe  you  to4all  to? 
K.  Rich.  Tafte  of  it  ririi,  as  thou  wert  wont  to  do. 
Keep.  My  lord,  I  dare  not :  Sir  Pierce  of  Exton, 
Who  late  came  from  the  king,  commands  the  contrary. 
K.  Rich.  The  devil  take  Henry  of  Lancafter,  and 

thee  ! 

Patience  is  ftale,  and  I  am  weary  of  it. 

[Beats  the  Keeper. 

'Keep.  Help  !  help  !  help  ! 

Enter  Exton,  and  Servants. 
K.Rich.  How  now?  what  means  death  in  this  rude 
afiault  ? 

Villain,  thine  own  hand  yields  thy  death's  inftrument. 

[Snatching  a  weapon  and  killing  one. 
Go  thou,  and  iilPanother  room  in  hell.  [Kills  another. 

[Exton  ft r ikes  him  down. 
That  hand  fnall  burn  in  never-quenching  fire, 
That,  daggers  thus  my  perfon. — Exton,  thy  fierce  hand 
Hath  with  the  king's  blood  ftain'd  the  king's  own  land. 
Mount,  mount,  my  foul !  thy  feat  is  up  on  high ; 
Whilft  my  grofs  flefh  finks  downward,  here  to  die. 

[Dies. 

Exton.  As  full  of  valour,  as  of  royal  blood  : 
Both  have  i  fpilt ;  Oh,  would  the  deed  were  good  ! 
For  now  the  devil,  that  told  me — I  did  well, 
Says,  that  this  deed  is  chronicled  in  hell. 
This  dead  king  to  the  living  king  I'll  bear; 
'  Fake  Hence  the  reft,  and  give  them  burial  here.  [  Exeunt . 
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SCENE  VI. 

The  Court  at  Windfor. 
Flour t 'lh.    Eater  Bolingbroke,  York,  with  other  Lords 
and  Attendants, 

Doling.  Kind  uncle  York,  the  later!  news  we  hear, 
Is — that  the  rebels  have  confum'd  with  fire 
Our  town  of  Ciceiter  in  Gloiterfhire  ; 
But  whether  they  be  ta?en,  or  ilain,  we  hear  not. 

Enter  Northumberland. 
Welcome,  my  lord :  What  is  the  news  ? 

North,  Firft  to  thy  facred  Mate  wifli  I  all  happinefs. 
The  next  news  is- — I  have  to  London  rent 
The  heads  of.  Salilbury,  Spencer,  Blunt,  and  Kent: 
The  manner  of  their  taking  may  appear 
At  large  difcourfed  in  this  paper  here. 

[  Prefenting  a  paper. 

Baling.  We  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy,  for  thy  pains ; 
And  to  thy  worth  will  add  right  worthy  gains. 
Enter  Fitzwater. 

Fit-z,  My  lord,  I  have  form  Oxford  lent  to  London 
The  heads  of  Brocas,  and  Sir  Bennet  Seeiy; 
Two  of  the  dangerous  conforted  traitors, 
That  fought  at  Oxford  thy  dire  overthrow. 

Boliug.  Thy  pains,  Fitzwater,  lhali  not  be  forgot ; 
Right  noble  is  thy  merit,  well  I  wot. 

Enter  Percy,  with  the  Bijhop  of  Carlijle. 

Percy.  Thegrandconfpirator,  abbot  of  V/ eftniiiflter, 
With  clog  of  conference,  and  four  melancholy, 
Hath  yielded  up  his  body  to  the  grave  : 
But  here  is  Carliile  living,  to  abide 
Thy  kingly  doom,  and  fentence  of  his  pride. 

Bo!i?2g.  Carliile,  this  is  your  doom  :— 
Chufe  out  fome  fecret  place,  fome  reverend  room, 
More  than  thou  haft,  and  with  it  joy  thy  life  ; 
So,  as  thou  liv'ft  in  peace,  die  free  from  ftrife : 
For  tho'  mine  enemy  thou  hail  ever  been, 
High  fparks  of  honour  in  thee  have  I  feen. 

Enter  Ext  on,  with  a  Coffin. 

Exton.  Great  king,  within  this  coliin  I  prefent 
Thy  bury'd  fear:  herein  all  breathlefs  lies 


1 64  *  KING  RICHARD  II.  AttV. 

The  mightiefr.  of  thy  greateft  enemies, 
Richard  of  Bourdeaux,  by  me  hither  brought. 

Bcling.  Exton,  I  thank  thee  not ;  for  thou  haft 
wrought 

A  deed  of  flander,  with  thy  fatal  hand, 
Upon  my  head,  and  all  this  famous  land. 
Exton,  From  your  own  mouth,  my  lord,  did  I  this 
deed. 

Baling,  They  love  not  poifon,  that  dopoifcn  need, 
Nor  do  i  thee  ;  though  I  did  wifh  him  dead, 
I  hate  the  murderer,  love  him  murdered. 
The  guilt  of  confcience  take  thou  for  thy  labour, 
But  neither  my  good  word,  ncr  princely  favour : 
With  Cain  go  wander  through  the  made  of  night, 

And  never  ihew  thy  head  by  day  nor  light.  — 

Lords,  I  protcll,  my  foul  is  full  of  woe, 

That  blood  mould  fprinkle  me,  to  make  me  grow  : 

Come,  mourn  with  me  for  what  I  do  lament, 

And  put  on  fuilen  black  incontinent ; 

Til  make  a  voyage  to  the  Holy  Land, 

To  warn  this  blood  off  from  my  guilty  hand  :  

March  fadly  after ;  grace  my  mournings  here, 

In  weeping  after  this  untimely  bier.    [Exeunt  0 mites. 

_   .  mmm^mmttUtKIKKmmmmmmmm^  

N  0  T  E. 

This  play  is  extracted  from  the  Chronicle  of  Hol'rgfhcd,  in 
which  many  pauages  may  be  found  which  Shakfpeare  has,  with 
vejry' little  alteration,  train fplantflb'  into  his  fcenes ;  particularly  a 
fpeech  of  the  bifhop  of  Cailille  in  defence  of  king  Richard's1  un- 
alienable right,  and  immunit   from  human  jurifdiction, 

jonfonvvho,  in  his  Catiline  and  Sejanus,  has  inferted  many 
'  fpeeches  from  the  Rom?n  hiftorians,  was  perhaps  induced  to  that 
practice  by  the  example  of  Sk'akfpeare,  who  had  condefcendgd 
ibmetimes  to  copy  more  ignoble  writers.  But  Shakfpearc  had  more 
of  his  own  than  jonfon,  and  if  he  fornctimcs  was  willing  to  i'pare 
his  labdtur,  fhewed  by  what  he  performed  at  other  times,  that:  his 
extracts  were  made  by  choice  or  iulcncfs  rather  than  necejjStj . 

This  play  is  one  of  t,liofc  which  Shakfpeaie  has  apparently  re- 
vifed  ;.but  as  fucoefs  in  works  of  invention  is  not  always  propor- 
tionate to  labour,  it  is  not  linrfhed  at  ialt  with  the  happy  force  of 
fome  other  of  his  tragedies,  nor  can  be  (aid  much  to  affect  the 
paffjons,  or  enlarge  the  understanding. 

John/on. 
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P  E  R  3  O  N  S  R  E  P  R  E  S  E N  T  ED. 


Earl  of  Northumberland. 
Henry  Percy,  furnamed  Hut f pur* 
Edmund 'Mortimer,  Earl  of  March. 
Scroop,  Archbifhop  of  York. 
Archibald,  Earl  cf  Douglas. 
Given  Glendo-wer. 
Sir  Richard  Vernon. 
Earl  of  Wellmoreland. 
-Sir  Walter  Blunt. 
Sir  John  Falftaff. 
Pcins. 
Gad  &  ill. 
Pet'c. 
Bardolph. 

Lady  Percy,  Wife  to  Hotfpur,  Skier  to  Mortimer. 

Lady  Mortimer,  Daughter  to  Glendower,  and  Wife 
to  Mortimer. 

Quickly y  Hoftefs  of  a  Tavern  in  Eaftcheap. 

Sheriff,  Vintner,  Chamberlain,  Drawers,  two  Car- 
riers, Travellers,  and  Attendants,  &c. 


King  Henry  the  Fourth, 
Henry,  Prince  of  Wales, 
John,  Duke  of  Lancafter. 
Earl  of  Wcrcefter. 


ons  to  the  King. 


Scene,  England. 
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A  C  T    I.       SCENE  I. 

The  Court  in  London, 

Enter  King  Henry,  Earl  of  W *Jl  morel  and,  Sir  Walter 
Blunt,  and  others, 

K.  Hen,  QO  fhaken  as  we  are,  fo  wan  with  care, 

£3  Find  we  a  time  for  frighted  peace  to  pant, 
And  breathe  fhort-winded  accents  of  new  broils" 
To  be  commenc'd  in  Uronds  afar  remote. 
No  more  the  thinly  entrance  of  this  foil 
Shall  daub  her  lips  with  her  own  children's  blood  ; 
No  more  fnall  trenching  war  channel  her  fields, 
Nor  bruife  her  flow  rets  with  the  armed  hoofs 
Of  hofliie  paces  :  thofe  oppofed  eyes, 
Which, — like  the  meteors  of  a  troubled  heaven, 
All  of  one  nature,  of  one  fubfiance  bred, — — 
Did  lately  meet  in  the  interline  mock 
And  furious  clofe  of  civil  butchery. 
Skall  now,  in  mutual,  weil-befeeming  ranks, 
March  all  one  way  ;  and  be  no  more  opposed 
Againft  acquaintance,  kindred,  and  allies : 
The  edge  of  war,  like  an  ili-fheathed  knife, 
No  more  fhall  cut  his  mailer.    Therefore,  friends, 
As  far  as  to  the  lepulchre  of  Chrift, 
(Whole  foldier  now,  under  whoie  bleffed  crofs 
We  are  imprerled  and  engag'd  to  fight) 
Forthwith  a  power  of  Engiiih  fhall  we  levy  ; 
Whcfe  arms  were  moulded  in  their  mothers'  wombs 
To  chafe  thefe  pagans,  in  thofe  holy  fields, 
Over  whofe  acres  walk'd  thofe  bleffed  feet, 
Which,  fourteen  hundred  years  ago,  were  nail'd, 
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For  our  advantage,  on  the  bitter  crofs. 
But  this  our  purpcfe  is  a  twelve-month  old, 
And  bootless  'tis  to  tell  you — we  will  go, 
Therefore  we  meet  not  now  : — Then  let  me  hear 
Of  you,  my  gentle  coufin  Weftmcreland, 
What  yeilernight  our  council  did  decree, 
In  forwarding  this  dear  expedience. 

IV eft.  My  liege,  this  haite  was  hot  in  queflion, 
And  many  limits  of  the  charge  fet  down 
But  yeilernight :  when,  all  athwart  there  came 
A  poll  from  Wales,-  loaden  with  heavy  .news  ; 
Whcfe  worfl  was, — that  the  noble  Mortimer, 
Leading  the  men  of  Herefordfhire  to  fight 
Agaiiift  the  irregular  and  wild  Glendower, 
Was  by  the  rude  hands  of  that  Welchman  taken, 
And  a  thoufand  of  his  people  butchered  : 
Upon  whofe  dead  corpfe  there  was  fuch  mifufe, 
Such  beaftly,  fhamelefs  transformation, 
By  thofe  Welshwomen  done,  as  may  not  be, 
Without  much  fhame,  retold  or  fpcken  of. 

K*  Henry.  It  feems  then  that  the  tiding  of  this  broil 
Brake  cif  our  bufihefs  for  the  Holy  Land. 

Weft.  This,  match'd  with  other,  did,  my  gracious 
lord  ; 

For  more  uneven  and  unwelcome  news 
Came  from  the  north,  and  thus  it  did  import. 
On  Holy-rood  day,  the  gallant  Hotfpur  there, 
Young  Harry  Percy,  and  brave  Archibald, 
That  ever-valiant  and  approved  Scot, 
At  Hoimedon  met, 

Where  they  did  fpend  a  fad  and  bloody  hour  ; 
As  by  difcharge  of  their  artillery, 
&nd  Ihape  of  likelihood,  the  news  was  told  ; 
For  he  that  brought  it,  in  the  very  heat 
And  pride  of  their  contention  did  take  horfe, 
Uncertain  of  the  ifiue  any  way. 

'  K.  Henry.  Here  is  a  dear  and  true- indubious  friend, 
Sir  Walter  Blunt,  new  lighted  from  his  horfe, 
Stain'd  with  the  variation  of  each  foil 
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BetWlxt  that  Holmedon  and  this  feat  of  ou|*3  j 

And  he  hath  brought  us  fmooth  and  welcome  nrws. 

The  earl  of  Douglas  is  discomfited  \ 

Ten  thoufand  bold  Scots,  two  and  twenty  knights, 

Balk'd  in  their  own  blood,  did  Sir  "Walter  fee, 

Ou  Holmedon's  plains:  Of  prifoner's,  Hotfpur  took 

Mordake  the  earl  of  fife,  and  elddl  fon 

To  beaten  Douglas  ;  and  the  earls 

Of  Athol,  Murray,  Angus,  and  Menteith. 

And  is  not  this  an  honourable  fpoil? 

A  gallant  prize  ?  ha,  coufin,  is  it  not  ? 

Weft.  'Faith,  'tis  aconqueft  for  a  prince  to  boafi  of* 

K.  Henry.  Yea,  there  thou  mafc'ft  me  fad,  and 
mak'it.  me  iin 
la  envy  that  my  lord  Northumberland 
Should  be  the  father  of  fo  bleft  a  fon  : 
A  fon,  who  is  the  theme  of  honour's  tongue  ; 
Among!!  a  grove,  the  very  ftraiteil  plant ; 
Who  is  fweet  fortune's  minion,  and  her  pride  : 
Wnilft  I,  by  looking  on  the  praife  of  him, 
See  riot  and  di (honour  ftain  the  brow 
Of  my  young  Harry  .    O,  that  it  could  be  prov'd, 
That  fome  night-tripping  fairy  had  exchanged 
In  cradle  cloths  our  children  where  they  lay, 
And  call'd  mine — Percy,  his— Plantagenet ! 
Then  would  I  have  his  Harry,  and  he  mine. 
But  let  him  from  my  thoughts :  What  think  you,  ccz', 
Of  this  young  Percy's  pride  l  The  prifoners, 
Which  he  in  this  adventure  hath  furpriz'd, 
To  his  own  ufe  he  keeps  :  and  fends  me  word, 
I  (hall  have  none  but  Mordake  earl  of  Fife. 

Weft*  This  is  his  uncle's  teaching,  this  is  Worcester, 
Malevolent  to  you  in  all  afpedta  ; 
Which  makes  him  prune  himfelf  and  bri  file  up 
The  creft  of  youth  againft  your  dignity. 

K.  Henry,  But  I  have  fent  for  him  to  anfwer  this ; 
And,  for  this  caui3,  awhile  we  mall  neglect 
Our  holy  purpofe  to  Jerufalera. 
Coufin,  on  Wedneuiay  next  our  council  we 
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Will  hold  at  Windier,  fo  inform  the  lords : 
But  come  yourfelf  with  fpeed  to  us  again  ; 
For  more  is  to  be  faid,  and  to  be  done, 
Than  out  of  anger  can  be  uttered. 

Weft,  I  will,  my  liege.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE       II.  \ 

An  appartment  belonging  to  the  Prince, 
Enter  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales,  and  Sir  John  Falftajf. 

FaL  Now,  Hal,  what  time  of  day  issit,  lad  ? 

P.  Henry,  Thou  art  fo  fat-witted,  with  drinking  of 
old  feck,  and  unbuttoning  thee  after  fuppcr,  and 
fleeping  upon  benches  after  noon,  that  thou  haft  for- 
gotten to  demand  that  truly  which  thou  would;fl  truly 
know.  What  a  devil  hail  thou  to  do  with  the  time 
of  the  day  ?  unlefs  hours  were  cups  of  fack  and  mi- 
nutes capons,  and  clocks  the  tongues  of  bawds,  and 
dials  the  figfts  of  leaping-houfes,  and  the  bleiTed  fun 
himfelf  a  fair  hot  wench  in  name-colour'd  taffata  ;  I 
fee  no  reafon,  why  thou  ihould'ft  be  fo  fuperfluous 
to  demand  the  time  of  the  day. 

FaL  Indeed,  you  come  near  me  now,  Hal :  for  we, 
that  take  purfes,  go  by  the  moon  and  feven  itars ; 
and  not  by  Phcebus, — he,  that  ^v:andKring  knight  fo 
fajr.  And,  I  pray  thee,  fweet  wag,  when  thou  art 
king, — as,  God  fave  thy  grace,  (majefly,  I  mould 
fay  ;  for  grace  thou  wilt  have  none.) — 

P.  Henry,  What !  none  ? 

FaL  No,  by  my  troth  ;  not  fo  much  as  will  ferve 
to  be  prologue  to  an  egg  and  butter. 

P .  He?iry .  Well ,  h o w  then  ?  c  om e  r o  a  n di  y ,  r o  u  n  dl  y . 

FaL  Marry,  then,  fweet  wag,  when  thou  art  king, 
let  not  us,  that  are  fquires  of  the  night's  body,  be 
calPd  thieves  of  the  day's  beauty;  let  us  be — -Diana's 
foreflers,  gentlemen  of  the  lhade,  minions  of  the 
moon  :  And  let  men  fay,  we  be  men  of  good  govern- 
ment; being  governed  as  the  fea  is,  by  our  noble 
and  chafe  e  rniilrefs  the  moon,  under  whofe  counte- 
nance we-^-fieal. 
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P.  Henry.  Thou 'fay' ft  well;  and  it  holds  well  too: 
for  the  fortune  of  us,  that  are  the  moon's  men,  cloth 
ebb  and  flow  like  the  fea  ;  being  govern'd  as  the  fea 
is,  by  the  moon.  As  for  proof,  now  :  A  purfe  of 
gold  mod  refolutcly  fnatch'd  on  Monday  night,  and 
radii:  diublutely  fpent  on  Tuefday  morning ;  got  with 
fwearing— lay  by;  and  fpentwith  crying— bring  in: 
now,  in  as  low  an  ebb  as  the  foot  of  the  ladder;  and, 
by  and  by,  in  as  high  a  flow  as  the  ridge  of  the  gal- 
lows. 

FaL  By  the  Lord,  thou  fay'ft  true,  lad.  And  is 
not  my  hoftefs  of  the  tavern  a  moft  fweet  wench  ? 

P.  Henry.  As  the  honey  of  Hy  bla,  my  old  lad  of  the 
caille.  And  is  not  a  buff  jerkin  a  moll  fweet  robe  of 
durance? 

FaL  How  now,  how  now,  mad  wag  ?  what,  in  thy 
quips,  and  thy  quiddities  ?  what  a  plague  have  I  to 
do  with  a  buff  jerkin  ? 

P.  Henry.  Why,  what  a  pox  have  I  to  do  with  my 
hoftefs  of  the  tavern  ? 

FaL  Well,  thou  haft  call'd  her  to  a  reckoning, 
many  a  time  and  oft. 

P.  Henry.  Did  I  ever  call  thee  to  pay  thy  part  ? 

FaL  No  ;  I'll  give  thee  thy  due,  thou  haft  paid  all 
there.  .  ' 

P.  Henry.  Yea,  and  elfewhere,  fo  far  as  my  coin 
would  ftretch ;  and,  where  it  would  not,  I  have  us'd 
my  credit. 

Fal.  Yea,  and  fo  us'd  it,  that,  were  it  not  here  ap- 
parent that  thou  art  heir  apparent, — But,  I  pr'ythee, 
fweet  wag,  fhall  there  be  gallows  ftanding  in  England 
when  thou  art  king  ?  and  refolution  thus  fobb'd  as  it 
is  with  the  rufty  curb  of  old  father  antic  the  law  ?  Do 
not  thou,  when  thou  art  king,  hang  a  thief. 

P.  Henry.  No  ;  thou  malt. 

Fal.  Shall  I  ?  O  rare  !  By  the  Lord,  I'll  be  a  brave 
judge.  ^    ■  ' 

P.  Henry.  Thou  judgeft  falfe  already  :  I  mean  thou 
fhalt  have  the  hanging  of  the  thieves,  and  fo  become 
a  rare  hangman. 
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Fid.  Well,  Hal*  well ;  and  in  fome  fort  it  jumps 
with  my  humour,  as  well  as  waiting  in  the  court,  I 
c:;n  tell  you. 

P.  Henry.  For  obtaining  of  fuits  ? 

FaL  Yea,  for  obtaining  of  fuits ;  whereof  the  hang- 
man hath  no  lean  wardrobe.  'Sblood,  I  am  as  me- 
lancholy as  a  gib  cat,  or  a  lugg'd  bear. 

P.  Henry.  Or  an  old  lion  ;  or  a  lover's  lute. 

FaL  Yea,  or  the  drone  of  aLincoinfhire  bagpipe. 

P.  Henry.  What  fay  'ft  thou  to  a  hare,  or  the  melan- 
choly cf  Moor-ditch  ? 

FaL  Thou  haft  the  moil  unfavoury  ftmilies ;  and  art, 
indeed,  the  moil:  comparative,  rafcallieft, — fweet 
young  prince,— But,  Hal,  I  pr'ythee,  trouble  me  no 
more  with  vanity,  I  would  to  God,  thou  and  I  knew 
where  a  commodity  of  good,  names  were  to  be  bought: 
An  old  lord  of  the  council  rated  me  the  other  day  in 
the  ft  reel  about  you,  fir  ;  but  I  mark'd  him  not :  and 
yet  he  talk'd  very  wifely  ;  bst  I  regarded  him  not  : 
and  yet  he  talk'd  wifely,  and  in  the  ftreet  too. 

P.  Henry.  Thou  didft  well ;  for  wifdom  cries  out 
in  the  ftreets,  and  no  man  regards  it. 

FaL  O,  thou  haft  damnable  iteration  ;  and  art, 
indeed,  able  to  corrupt  a  faint.  Thou  haft  done  much 
harm  upon  me,  Hal—God  forgive  thee  for  it !  Before 
I  knew  thee,  Hal,  I  knew  nothing ;  and  now  am  I, 
if  a  man  ftioald  fpeak  truly,  little  better  than  one  of 
the  wicked.  I  mull  give  over  this  life,  and  I  will 
give  it  over  ;  by  the  Lord,  an  I  do  not,  I  am  a  vil- 
lain :  I'll  be  damn'd  fcrnever  a  king's  foninChriften- 

P.  Bmrjf  Where  fhatll  we  take  a  purfe  to-morrow, 

Tr  el*  ?• 

FaL  Where  thou  wilt,  lad,  I'll  make  one  ;  an  I 
do  not,  call  me  villain,  and  baffle  me. 

P.  He;  .ry.  I  fee  a  good  amendment  of  life  in  thee  ; 
from  praying,  to  purfe-taking. 

t\  .  Why,  Kal,  'tis  my  vocation,  Hal  ;  'tis  no 
fin  ibr  a  man  to  labour  in  his  vocation.     Poins !  
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Now  fhall  we  know,  if  Gadfhill  have  fet  a  match. 
O,  if  men  were  to  be  fav'd  by  meri  t,  what  hole  in 
hell  were  hot  enough  for  him  ? 

E?iter  P;  ins. 

This  is  the  moll  omnipotent  villain,  that  ever  cry'd, 
Stand,  to  a  true  man. 

P.  Henry.  Good  morrow,  Ned. 

Poins.  Good  morrow,  fweet  Hal. — What  fays  mon- 
fieur  Rcmorfe  ?  What  fays  Sir  John  Sack-and-Sugar  I 
Jack,  how  agrees  the  devil  and  thee  about  thy  foul, 
that  thou  foldeil  him  qr  Good  Friday  laft,  for  a  cup 
of  Madeira,  and  a  cold  capon's  leg? 

P.  Henry.  Sir  John  Hands  to  his  word,  the  devil 
$*all  have  his  bargain  ;  for  he  was  never  yet  a  breaker 
of  proverbs,  He' will  give  the  devil  his  due. 

Poins.  Then  art  thou  damtt-d  for  keeping  thy  word 
with  the  devil. 

P.  Henry.  Elfe  he  had  been  dabn'd  for  cozening 
the  devil. 

Poins.  But  my  lads,  my  lads,  to-  morrow  morning, 
by  four  o'clock,  early  at  Gads-hill ;  There  are  pil- 
grims going  to  Canterbury  with  rich  offerings,  and 
traders  riding  to  London  with  fat  purfes  ;  i  have  vifors 
for  you  all,  you  have  nodes  for  yonrfelves :  Gad  mi  11 
lies  to-night  in  Rochefter :  I  have  befpoke  f up  per  to- 
morrow  ni?ht  in  Eaftcheap  :  we  mav  do  it  as  fee u re 
as  fieep  :  If  yon  will  go,  I  will  iiufr  your  purfes  full 
of  crowns;  if  you  will  not,  tarry  at  home,  and  be 
hanged. 

go' not,  Ell  hang  you  for  going. 

r  oi n s.   Y  O U  w lm*  Ci  1 0 p S  f 


174  FIRST  PART  OF  A3  1. 

FaL  Why,  that's  well  faid. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  come  what  will,  I'll  tarry  at  home. 
FtiL  By  the  Lord,  I'll  be  a  traitor  their,  when  thou 
art  king. 

P.  Henry.  I  care  not. 

Poins.  Sir  John,  I  pr'}  thee,  leave  the- prince  and 
me  alone  ;  I  will  lay  him  down  fuch  reafons  for  this 
adventure,  that  he  mall  go. 

Fal.  Well,  liiay'ft  thou  have  the  fpirit  of  perfuafion, 
and  he  the  ears  of  profiting,  that  what  thou  fpeak'fc 
may  move,  and  what  he  hears  may  he  believed,  that 
the  trite  prince  may  (for  recreation  fake)  prove  a  faffe 
thief :  for  the  poor  abufes  of  the  time  want  coun- 
tenance,   FareweH  :  You  fhall  find  me  in  Eaftcheap. 

P.  Ilmry.  Farewell,  thou  latter  fpring !  farewell, 
All-hallown  fummer  !  ±   [Exit  Falftdff. 

Poins:  Now,  my  good  fweet  honey  lord,  ride  with 
us  to-morrow  ;  I  have  a  jefr.  to  execute,  that  I  cannot 
manage  alone.  FalflafF,  Eardolph,  Peto,  and  Gadfhili, 
mall  rob  thofe  men  that  we  have  already  way -laid  ; 
yOtirfelf  and  I  will  not  be  there  :  and  when  they  have 
the  booty,  if  you  and  I  do  not  rob  them,  cut  this  head 

P.  Henry.  But  how  fhall  we  part  with  them  in  fet  ting 

forth? 

Fchzs.  Why,  we  will  fet  forth  before  or  after  them, 
and  appoint  them  a  place  of  meeting,  wherein  it  is 
at  our  pleafare  to  fail ;  and  then  will  they  adventure 
upon  the  exploit  themfelves :  which  they  mall  have 
no  (boner  atchieved,  but  we'll  fet  upon  them. 

P.  Henry.  Ay,  but,  'tis  like  that  they  will  know 
us,  by  our  horfes,  by  our  habits,  and  by  every  o  the/ 
Appointment,  to  be  ourfelves. 

"  x?uins.  Tut  !  our  horfes  they  mail  not  fee,  I'll  tie 
them  in  the  wood ;  our  vifors  we  will  change,  after  we 
leave  them  ;  and,  firrah,  I  have  cafes  of  buckram  for 
the  nonce,  to  imrnafk  our  noted  outward  garments. 

P.  Henry.  But,  I  doubt,  they  will  be  too  hard  for  us. 

Pmns.  Well  for  two  of  them,  I  know  them  to  be  as 
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third,  Ifhc  Tight  longer  than  he  fees  reafon,  1*11  forfwcar 
arms.  The  virtue  ofthis  je!t  will  be,  the  incomprehen- 
fibie  lies  that  this  fame  fat  rogue  will  tell  us,  w'hen  wc 
meet  at  fupper  :  hew  thirty,  at  lead,  he  fouglit  %  ith  ; 
what  wards,  what  blows,  what  extremities  he  endu  ted ; 
and  in  the  reproof  of  this,  lies  the  je£t. 

P.  Henry.  Weil,  I'll  go  with  thee  :  p  to  viae  as  all 
things  neceilary,  and  meet  me  to-morrow  night  in 
Eaft-cheap,  there  I'll  fup.  Farewell. 

Pcins.  Farewell,  my  lord.  [Exit  Pains. 

P.  Henry.  I  know  you  all,  and  will  awhile  uphold 
The  unyok'd  humour  of  your  idlenefsj 
Yet  herein  will  I  imitate  the  fun ; 
Who  doth  permit  the  bafc  contagious  clouds 
To  fmothtr  up  his  beauty  from  the  world, 
That,  when  he  pleafe  again  to  be  himfelf 
Being  wanted,  he  may  be  more  wondered  at, 
By  breaking  through  the  foul  and  ugly  milts 
Of  vapours,  that  did  feem  to  ftrangle  him. 
If  all  the  year  were  playing  holidays, 
To  fport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work  : 
But,  when  they  feldom  come,  they  wihVd  for  come, 
And  nothing  pleafeth  but  rare  accidents. 
So,  when  this  loofe  behaviour  I  throw  off, 
And  pay  the  debt  I  never  promifed, 
By  how  much  better  than  my  word  I  am, 
By  fo  much  mall  I  falfify  men's  hopes ; 
And,  like  bright  metal  on  a  fallen  ground, 
My  reformation,  glittering  o'er  my  fault, 
Shall  (hew  more  goodly,  and  attract  more  eyes, 
Than  that  which  hath  no  foil  to  fet  it  off. 
ITi  fo  offend,  to  make  offence  a  (kill ; 
Redeeming  time,  when  men  think  leafl  I  will.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

4n  Ap&rtmeni  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Northumberland,  Worcefter,  Hoi- 
fpur,  Sir  Walter  Blunt,  and  ethers. 
K.  Henry.  My  blood  hath  been  too  cold  and  tern- 
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Una.pt  to  ftir  at  thefe  indignities, 

And  you  have  found  me  ;  for,  accordingly, 

You  tread  upon  my  patience  :  hut,  be  fure, 

•I  will  from  henceforth  rather  be  myfelf, 

Mighty,  and  to  be  fear'd,  than  my  condition, 

Which  hath  been  imooth  as  oil,  foft  as  young  down, 

And  therefore  loll  that  title  of  refpecl, 

Which  the  proud  foul  ne'er  pays,  but  to  the  proud, 

Wor.  Our  houfe,  my  fevereign  liege,  little  deferves 
The  fcourge  of  greatnefs  to  be  us'd  on  it ; 
And  that  fame  greatnefs  too  which  oUr  own  hands 
Have  holp  tG  make  fo  portly. 

North.  My  lord,  

K.  Henry.  Worcefler,  get  thee  gone,  for  I  do  fee 
Danger  and  clifohedience  in  thine  eye  : 
O,  fir,  your  prefence  is  too  bold  and  peremptory, 
And  ma  jelly  might  never  yet  endure 
The  moody  frontier  of  a  fervant  brow. 
You  have  good  leave  to  leave  us ;  when  we  need 
Your  ufe  and  counfei,  we  fhall  fend  for  you. — 

\Exit  IVorcejrcr. 
You  were  about  to  fpeak.  \_7c  N&rthumber* 

North.  Yea,  my  good  lord, 
Thofe  priibners  in  your  highnefs'  name  demanded. 
Which  Harry  Percy  here  at  Holmedon  took, 
Were,  as  he  fays,  not  with  fuch  fcrength  deny'd 
As  is  deliver'd  to  your  majefty  : 
Either  envy,  therefore,  or  mifprifion 
Is  guilty  of  this  fault,  and  not  my  fon. 

Hot.  My  liege,  I  did  deny  no  priibners. 
But,  I  remember,  when  the  fight  was  \loiie. 
When  I  was  dry  with  rage,  and  extreme  toil, 
Breathlefs  and  faint,  leaning  upon  my  fword, 
Came  there  a  certain  lord,  neat,  and  trimly  drefs'd, 
Frefh  as  a  bridegroom ;  and  his  chin,  new  reap'd, 
Shew'd  like  a  Hubble  land  at  harvefc  home  : 
He  was  perfumed  like  a  milliner  ;  v 
And  'twixt  his  ringer  and  his  thumb  lie  held 
A  pouncet-box,  which  ever  and  anon 
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lie  gave  his  no  fo,  and  took't  away  again  ;— 

Who,  therewith  angry,  when  it  next  came  there, 

Took  it  in  (huff: — and  Hill  he  finil'tt,  and  talk'd  ; 

And,  as  the  foldiers  bore  dead  bodies  by, 

He  calPd  them — untaught  knaves,  unmannerly, 

To  bring  a  flbvenly  unhandfome  corfe 

Betwixt  the  wind  and  his  nobility. 

With  many  holiday  and  lady  terms 

He  queltion'd  me  ;  among  the  reft,  demanded 

My  prifoners,  in  your  majehy's  behalf. 

I  then,  all  finarting,  with  my  wounds  being  cold, 

Te  be  fo  pefter'd  with  a  popinjay, 

Out  of  my  grief  and  my  impatience, 

Anfwer'd,  iiegle&ingly,  I  know  not  what ; 

He  mould,  or  he  mould  not; — for  he  made  me  mad, 

To  fee  him  mine  fo  briik,  and  fmell  fo  fweet, 

And  talk  fo  like  a  waiting-gentlewoman, 

Of  guns,  anddrurns,  and  wounds, (God  iave  the  mark! ) 

And  telling  me,  the  fovereign'ft  thing  on  earth 

Was  parmacity,  for  an  inward  bruife  ; 

And,  that  it  was  great  pity,  fo  it  was, 

That  villainous  falt-petre  mould  be  digg'd 

Out  of  the  bowels  of  the  harmlefs  earth, 

Which  many  a  good  tall  fellow  had  dellroy'd 

So  cowardly  ;  and,  but  for  thefe  vile  guns, 

He  would  himfelf  have  been  a  foldier. 

This  bald  unjointed  chat  of  his,  my  lord, 

I  anfwer'd  indirectly,  as  I  laid  ; 

And,  I  befeech  you,  let  not  his  report 

Come  current  for  an  accufation, 

Betwixt  my  love  and  your  high  majefty. 

Blunt.  Thecircumffonceconfider'd,  good  my  lord, 
Whatever  Harry  Percy  then  had  faid, 
To  fuch  a  perfon,  and  in  fuch  a  place, 
At  fuch  a  time,  with  ail  the  reft  retold, 
May  reafonably  die,  and  never  rife 
To  do  him  wrong,  or  any  way  impeach 
What  then  he  faid,  fo  he  uafay  it  now. 

K.  He:iry%  Why,'  yet  he  doth  deny  his  prifoners ; 


i7a 


FiaST  PART  OF 


Ad  L 


But  With  provjfo,  and  exception, — 
That  we,  at  our  own  charge,  mall  ranfom  llraight 
His  brother-in-law,  the  fooliih  Mortimer  ; 
Who,  on  my  foul*  hath  wilfully  betray 'd 
The  lives  of  thofe,  that  he  did  lead  to  tight 
Againft  the  great  magician,  darnn'd  Glendower; 
Whofe  daughter,  as  we  hear,  the  earl  of  March 
Rata  lately  marry'd.    Shall  our  coders  then 
Be  empty 'd,  to  redeem  a  traitor  home  ? 
Shall  we  buy  trcafon  ?  and  indent  with  fears, 
When  they  have  loft  and  forfeited  themfelves  ? 
No,  on  the  barren  mountains  let  him  ilarve  ; 
For  I  fhall  never  hold  that  man  my  friend, 
Whofe  tongue  mall  afk  me  for  one  penny  cof? 
To  ranfom  home  revolted  Mortimer. 

Hot.  Revolted  Mortimer  ! 
He  never  did  fall  off,  my  foversign  liege, 
But  by  the  chance  of  war  : — ■  o  prove  that  true, 
Needs  no  more  but  one  tongue,  for  ail  thofe  wounds, 
Thofe  mouthed  wounds,  which  valiantly  he  took, 
When,  on  the  gentle  Severn's  fedgy  bank. 
In  Jingle  oppohtion,  hand  to  hand, 
He  did  confound  the  bell  part  of  an  hour 
In  changing  hardiment  with  great  Glendower  : 
Three  times  they  breath' d,  and  three  times  did  they 
drink, 

Upon  agreement,  of  fwift  Severn's  flood  ; 
Who  then,  affrighted  with  their  bloody  looks, 
Ran  fearfully  among  the  trembling  reeds, 
And  hid  his  crifp  head  in  the  hollow  bank 
Blood-itained  with  thefe  valiant  combatants. 
Never  did  bare  and  rotten  policy 
Colour  her  working  with  fuch  deadly  wounds ; 
Nor  never  could  the  noble  Mortimer 
Receive  fo  many,  and  all  willingly  : 
Then  let  him  not  be  flander'd  with  revolt. 

X.  Usury.  Thou  doft  belie  him,  Percy,  thou  dolt 
belie  him, 

He  never  did  encounter  with  Glendower  ; 
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I  tell  thee,  he  durit  as  well  have  met  the  devil  alone. 

As  Owen  Glendower  for  an  enemy. 

Art  not  afham'd  ?  But,  firrah,  henceforth 

Let  me  not  hear  yon  fpeak  of  Mortimer  : 

Send  me  your  prifoners  with  the  fpeedierl:  means, 

Or  you  mail  hear  in  fucha  kind  from  me 

As  will  difpleafe  you. — My  lord  Northumberland, 

We  licence  your  departure  with  your  fon  : — 

Send  us  your  prifoners,  or  you'll  hear  of  it. 

[Exit  K.  Henry. 

Hot.  And  if  the  devil  come  and  roar  for  them, 
I  will  not  fend  them  : — I  will  after  ftraight, 
And  tell  him  fo  :  for  I  will  eafe  my  heart, 
Although  it  be  with  hazard  of  my  head. 

North.  What,  drunk  with  choler  ?  Hay,  and  paufe 
a  while ; 
Here  comes  your  uncle. 

Re-enter  Worcefter. 

Hot.  Speak  of  Mortimer  ? 
Yes,  I  will  fpeak  of  him  5  and  let  my  foul 
Want  mercy,  if  I  do  not  join  with  him  : 
Yea,  on  his  part,  I'll  "empty  all  thefe  veins. 
And  fhed  my  dear  blood  drop  by  drop  i5  the  duit, 
But  I  will  lift  the  down-trod  Mortimer 
As  high  i'  the  air  as  this  unthankful  king, 
As  this  irigrate  and  canker'd  Bolingbroke. 

North.  Brother,  the  king  hath  made  your  nephew 
mad .  [  To  W rrcefter . 

Wor.  Who  ftrook  this  heat  up  after  I  was  gone  ? 

Hot.  He  will,  forfooth,  have  all  my  prifoners  : 
And  when  I  urg'd  the  ranfom  once  again 
Of  my  wife's  brother,  then  his  cheek  look'd  pale  ; 
And  on  my  face  he  turn'd  an  eye  of  death, 
Trembling  even  at  the  name  of  Mortimer. 

Wor.  1  cannot  blame  him  ;  was  he  not  proclaimed, 
By  Richard,  that  dead  is,  the  next  of  blood  ? 

North.  He  was  ;  I  heard  the  proclamation : 
And  then  it  was,  when  the  unhappy  king 
(Whofe  wrongs  in  us  God  pardon  !)  did  fet  forth 
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Upon  his  Iiiih  expedition ; 

From  *  hence  he,  intercepted,  did  rctcm 

To  be  depos'd,  and,  ihortly,  murdered. 

•T~:r.  _ari  for  vhzi'c  death,  we  in  the  vorld'f 
wide  mouth 
Live  fcandaliz'd,  and  fosllv  fpoken  of. 

£  an  But,  foft,  f  pr*y  yoj;  did  Kir  ?  Rich :.: d  &Mm 
Freeh hat  rny  £  ha.  ::d  Mortimer 

Keir  to  the  crown  : 

Ncrih.  He  did  ;  my/elf  did  hear  it. 
/Vb~.  Nay.  the:.  I  c:ra;:  riarr.e  his XOUiin  king, 
That  wi*h?d  him  on  the  barren  mountains  ftarr  a. 
Bu:  ihrJl  it  be,  that  you, — that  fet  the  crown 
Upon  the  head  of  this  forgetful  man, 
And,  for  :  i  i  fake,  wear  the  detailed  blot 
Of  murd'rous  fubomation, — (ball  it  be, 
That  you  a  world  of  curies  undergo  5 
Beir.g  the  age:;:?,  or  ba.e  hecrh  mean  5. 
The  cords,  the  ladder,  or  the  hangman  rather  f — 
O,  pardon  me,  that  i  defcend  fq  low, 
To  (hew  the  line,  and  the  predicament, 
W-.ereh:  yea  range  armr  this  hub  tie  alar. — 
Shall  it,  for  ihame,  be  fpoken  in  thefe  days, 
Or  fill  up  chronicles  in  .time  to  come, 
That  men  of  your  nobility, ^112 d  power, 
Did  "gage  them  both  in  an  nnjaft  behalf, — m 
As  bota  of  you,  God  pardon  it!  have  done, — 
To  put  down  Richard  that  facet  lovely  rcfe, 
And  plant  this  thorn,  this  canker,  Bolingbroke ! 
And  in  all  it,  in  more  lb  ana  e,  be  further  ipoken, 
That  you  are  iboi'd,  diicarded,  and  fhock  off 
By  him,  for  whom  thcie  dames  ye  underwent  ? 
No  ;  yet  time  lerves,  wherein  you  may  redeem 
Your  banifk'd  honours,  and  reilore  yourfelves 
Into  the  good  thoughts  of  the  world  again  ; 
Re-erg:  ..a-  .ahag,  aaa  dn^ahihi  ccatempt. 
Of  this  proud  king  ;  who  ft u dies  day  and  night, 
To  asfwer  all  the  debt  he  owes  to  you, 
Even  with        lood]  pavment  of  vcur  deaths. 
STKerefere.  I  fav,—  * 
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Wor.  Peace,  coufin,  fay  no  more : 
And  now  I  will  unclafp  a  fecret  book, 
And  to  your  quick-conceiving  difcontents 
I'll  read  you  matter,  deep,  and  dangerous ; 
As  full  of  peril,  and  adventurous  fpirit, 
As  to  o'erwalk  a  current,  roaring  loud, 
On  the  unfteadfaft  footing  of  a  fpear. 

Hot.  If  he  fall  in,  good  night :— or  fink  or  fwim  :— 
Send  danger  from  the  earl  unto  the  weft,    •  ^ 
So  honour  crofs  it  from  the  north  to  fouth, 
And  let  them  grapple  : — O  !  the  blood  more  ftirs, 
To  rouze  a  lion,  than  to  ilart  a  hare. 

North.  Imagination  of  fome  great  exploit 
Drives  him  beyond  the  bounds  of  patience. 

Hot.  By  heaven,  methmks,  it  were  an  eafy  leap, 
To  pluck  bright  honour  from  the  pale-fac'd  moon ; 
Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  deep, 
Where  fathom-line  could  never  touch  the  ground. 
And  pluck  up  drowned  honour  by  the  locks ; 
So  he,  that  doth  redeem  her  thence,  might  wear, 
Without  corrival,  all  her  dignities : 
But  out  upon  this  half-fac'd  fellowfhip  ! 

Wor.  He  apprehends  a  world  of  figures  here, 
But  not  the  form  of  what  he  mould  attend — 
Xjood  coufin,  give  me  afcdience  for  a  while. 

Hot.  I  cry  you  mercy. 

Wor.  Thofe  fame  noble  Scots, 
That  are  your  prifoners, — - — 

Hot.  I'll  keep  them  all; 
By  heaven,  he  mall  not  have  a  Scot  of  them ; 
No,  if  a  Scot  would  fave  his  foul,  he  mall  not : 
I'll  keep  them>  by  this  hand. 

Wor.  You  ftart  away, 
And  lend  no  ear  unto  my  purpofes. — 
Thofe  prifoners  you  mall  keep. 

Hoi.  Na£,  I  will  ;  that's  flat :- — - 
He  laid,  he  would  not  ranfom  Mortimer  ; 
Forbad  my  tongue  to  {peak  of  Mortimer  ; 
But  I  will  find  him  when  he  lies  afleeg, 
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And  in  his  ear  I'll  holla — Mortimer! 

Nay,  I'll  have  a  flarling  jfhall  be  taught  to  fpeak 

Nothing  but  Mortimer,  and  give  it  him, 

To  keep  his  anger  flill  in  motion. 

Wor.  Hear  you,  coufin;  a  word. 

Hot.  All  fiudies  here  I  folemnly  defy,  ' 
Save  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  Bolingbroke : 
And  that  fame  fword-and-buckler  prince  of  Wales,-— 
But  that  I  think  his  father  loves  him  not, 
And  would  be  glad  he  met  with  fome  mifchance, 
Td  have  him  poifon'd  with  a  pot  of  ale\ 

Wor.  Farewell,  kinfman!  I  will  talk  to  you. 
When  you  are  better  temper'd  to  attend. 

North.  Why,  wrhat  a  wafp-ftung  and  impatient  fool 
Art  thou,  to  break  into  this  woman's  mood  ; 
Tying  thine  ear  to  no  tongue  but  thine  own  ? 

Hot.  Why,  look  you,  I  am  whipp'd  and  fcourg'd 
with  rods, 

Nettled,  and  Hung  with  pifmires,  when  I  hear 
Of  this  vile  politician,  Bolingbroke. 
In  Richard's  time, — What  do  you  call  the  place?— 
A  plague  upoii't ! — it  is  in  Glollerfhire  ; 
'Twas  where  the  mad-cap  duke  his  uncle  kept, 
His  uncle  York  ;  where  I  firft  bow'd  my  knee 
Unto  this  king  cf  fnriles,  this  Bolingbroke, 
When  you  and  he  came  back  from  Ravenfpurg. 

North.  At  Berkley  caftle. 

Hot.  You  fay  true  :  

Why,  what  a  candy'd  deal  of  courtefy 
This  fawning  greyhound  then  did  proffer  me  ! 
Look,  wuhen  his  t?ifant  fortune  came  to  ag£> — 
And, — gentle  Harry  Percy, — and  kind  coufin y — 

O,  the  devil  take  fuch  cozeners !  God  forgive  me  ! 

Good  uncle,  tell  your  tale,  for  I  have  done. 

Wor.  Nay,  if  you  have  not,  to't  again  ; 
We'll  Hay  your  leifure. 

Hot,  I  have  done,  i'  faith. 

Wor.  Then  once  mere  to  your  Scottifli  prifoners. 
Deliver  them  up  without  their  ranfom  ftraight, 
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And  make  the  Douglas'  fon  your  only  mean 

For  powers  in  Scotland  ;  which, — for  divers  reafons, 

Which  I  (nail  fend  you  written, — be  afihr'd, 

Will  eafily  be  granted, — You,  my  lord, —  [To  North, 

Your  fon  in  Scotland  being  thus  employ'd, — 

Shall  fecretly  into  the  bofoin  creep 

Of  that  fame  noble  prelate,  well  belov'd  , 

The  archbifhop. 

Hot.  Of  York,  is 't  not  ? 

W ir.  True  :  who  bears  hard 
His  brother's  death  at  Briftol,  the  lord  Scroop. 
I  fpeak  not  this  in  eftimation, 
As  what  I  think  might  be,  but  what  I  know 
Is  ruminated,  plotted,  and  let  down; 
And  only  flays  but  to  behold  the  face 
Of  that  occalion  that  fhall  bring  it  on. 

Hot.  I  fmell  it ;  upon  my  life,  it  will  do  well. 

North.  Before  the  game's  afoot,  thou  flill  let'ft  flip. 

Hot.  Why,  it  cannot  chufe  but  be  a  noble  plot : 
And  then  the  power  of  Scotland,  and  of  York, 
To  join  with  Mortimer,  ha? 

Wor.  And  fo  they  fhall. 

Hot.  In  faith,  it  is  exceedingly  well  aim'd. 

Wor.  And  'tis  no  little  reafon  bids  us  fpeed, 
To  fave  our  heads  by  raffing  of  a  head  : 
For,  bear  ourfelves  as  even  as  we  can, 
The  king  will  always  think  him  in  our  debt ; 
And  think  we  think  ourfelves  unfatisfy'd, 
Till  he  hath  found  a  time  to  pay  us  home. 
And  fee  already,  how  he  doth  begin 
To  make  us  ilrangers  to  his  looks  of  love. 

Hot.  He  does,  he  does ;  we'll  be  reveng'd  on  him, 

Wor.  Couhn,  farewell: — No  further  go  in  this, 
Than  I  by  letters  fhall  direct  your  courfe. 
When  time  is  ripe,  (which  will  be  fuddenly) 
I'll  fteal  to  Glendower,  and  lord  Mortimer ; 
Where  you  and  Douglas,  and  our  powers  at  once, 
(As  I  will  faihion  it)  {hall  happily  meet, 
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To  bear  our  fortunes  in  our  own  ftrong  arms, 
Which  now  we  hold  at  much  uncertainty. 

North.  Farewell,  good  brother :  We  mall  thrive, 
I  trurt. 

Hot.  Uncle,  adieu: — O,  let  the  hours  be  fhort, 
Till  fields,  and  blows,  and  groans  applaud  our  fport! 

[  Exeunt \ 


A  C  T    II.       S  C  E  N  5  I. 

An  Inn  Yard  at  Rochkfttr. 

Enter  a  Carrier,  -jcith.  a  lanthom  in  his  hand. 
i  Car.  T  JEIGH  ho  !  Afi't  be  not  four  by  the 
X  JL  dav,  I'll  be  hang'd  :  Charles'  ivain 
is  over  the  new  chimney,  and  yet  our-  horfe  not 
pack'd.    What,  oftler  !  " 
Oft.  [within.]  Anon,  anon. 

i  Car,  I  pr'ythee,  Tom,  beat  Cut's  faddie,  put 
a  few  flocks  in  the  point ;  the  poor  jade  is  wrung  in 
the  withers  out  of  all  cefs. 

Enter  another  Carrier. 

2.  Car.  Peafe  and  beans  are  as  dank  here  as  a  dog, 
and  that  is  the  next  way  to  give  poor  jades  the  bots : 
this  houfe  is  turn'd  upfide  down,  f  nee  Robin  oftler  dy 'd. 

1  Car.  Poor  fellow  !  never  joy'd  fince  the  price 
of  oats  rofe  ;  it  was  the  death  of  him. 

2  Car.  I  think,  this  be  the  moll:  villainous  houfe  in 
all  London  road  for  fleas  :  I  am  Rung  like  a  tench. 

1  Car.  Like  a  tench?  by  the  mafs,  there  is  ne'er  a 
kinq-  in  Chriftendom  could  be  better  bit  than  I  have 
been  flnce  the  ftfft  cock. 

2  Ccr.  Why,  they  will  allow  as  ne'er  a  jourden, 
and  then  we  leak  in  your  chimney ;  and  your  cham- 
ber-lie breeds  fleas  like  a  loach. 

1  Car.  "What,  oftler !  come  away,  and  be  hang'd, 
come  a-*. :  y. 

2  Car.  I  have  a  gammon  of  bacon,  and  two  razes 
if  ginger,  to  be  deliver'd  as  far  as  Charing-crofs. 
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I  Car.  'Odfoody !  the  turkies  in  my  panier  are  quite 
ftarv'd. — What,  oftler  !~A  plague  on  thee !.  haft  thou 
never  an  eye  in  thy  head  ?  caml  not  hear !  An  'twere  not 
as  good  a  deed  as  drink,  to  break  the  pate  of  thee,  1 
am  a  very  villain. — Come,  and  be  hang'd  : — Haft  no 
faith  in  thee  ? 

Enter  Gadf  ill 
Gadf.  Good  morrow  carriers.    What's  o'clock  ? 
Car,  I  think,  it  be  two  o'clock. 
Gadf.  I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thy  lanthorn,  to  fee 
my  gelding  in  the  (table. 

1  Car.  Nay,  foft,  I  pray  ye  ;  I  know  a  trick 
worth  two  of  that,  i'  faith. 

Gadf.  I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thine. 

2  Car.  Ay,  when,  canft  tell? — Lend  me  thy  lan- 
thorn,  quoth  a  ? — marry,  I'll  fee  thee  hang 7 d  firft. 

Gadf  Sirrah  carrier,  what  time  do  you  mean  to 
come  to  London  ? 

I  Car.  Time  enough  to  go  to  bed  with  a  candle, 
I  warrant  thee.- — Come,  neighbour  Mugges,  we'll 
call  up  the  gentlemen;  they  will  along  with  company, 
for  they  have  great  charge.  ^Exeunt  Carriers. 

Eni  er  Cham  her  lain . 

Gadf.  What,  ho  !  chamberlain  ! 

Cham.  At  hand,  quoth  pick-purfe. 

Gadf.  That's  even  as  fair  as— at  hand,  quoth  the 
chamberlain:  for  thou  varierl  no  more  from  picking  of 
purfes,  than  giving  direction  doth  from  labouring; 
thou  lay*  ft  the  plot  how* 

Cham.  Good  morrow,  Mailer  Gadftiill.  It  holds 
current,  that  1  told  you  yefternight:  There's  a  frank- 
lin in  the  wild  of  Kent,  hath  brought  three  hundred 
marks  with  him  }n  gold  :  I  heard  him  tell  it  to  one 
of  his  company,  lift  night  at  fupper  ;  a  kind  of  au- 
ditor ;  one  that  hath  abundance  of  charge  too,  God 
knows  what.  They  are  up  already,  and  call  for 
eggs  and  butter  :  They  will  away  presently. 

Gadf  Sirrah,  if  they  meet  not  with  faint  Nicho- 
las' clerks,  I'll  give  thee  this  neck. 
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Cham.  No,  1*11  none  of  it :  I  pr'ythee,  keep  that 
for  the  hangman  ;  for,  I  know,  thou  worfhip'rt  faint 
Nicholas  as  truly  as  a  man  of  falmood  may. 

Gadf,  What  taik'fl  thou  to  me  of  the  hangman  ? 
If  I  hang.  I'll  make  a  fat  pair  of  gallows  T  for,  if 
I  hang,  old  fir  John  hangs  with  me  ;  and,  thou 
know'ft,  lie's  no  itarveling.  Tut !  there  are  other 
Trojans  that  thou  dream'S  not  of,  the  which,  for 
fport  fake,  are  concent  to  do  the  profeffion  fome 
grace ;  that  would,  if  matters  mould  be  look'd  into, 
for  their  own  credit  fake,  make  alKwhole.  I  am 
joined  with  no  foot  land-rakers,  no  long-ftafF,  fix- 
penny  ftrikers  ;  none  of  thefe  mad,  muftachio,  pur- 
ple-hu'd  malt-worms :  but  with  nobility,  and  tran- 
quillity :  burgomafters,  and  great  oneyers :  fuch  as 
can  hold  in ;  fuch  as  will  ilrike  fooner  than  fpeak, 
and  fpeak  fooner  than  drink,  and  drink  fooner  than 
pray  :  And  yet  I  lie  ;  for  they  pray  continually  unto 
their  flint,  the  commonwealth  ;  or,  rather,  not  pray 
to  her,  but  prey  on  her ;  for  they  ride  up  and  down 
on  her,  and  make  her  their  boots. 

Cha?n.  What,  the  common- wealth  their  boots  ?  will 
fue  hold  out  water  in  foul  way  ? 

Gadf,  She  will,  fhe  will ;  juftice  hath  liquor'd  her. 
We  ileal  as  in  a  caftle,  cock-fure  ;  we  have  the  receipt 
of  fern-feed,  we  walk  invifible. 

Cham.  Nay,  by  my  faith ;  I  think,  you  are  more 
beholden  to  the  night,  than  to  fern- feed,  for  your  walk- 
ing invifible. 

Gaf.  Give  me  thy  hand  :  thou  malt  have  a  fliafC 
in  our  purchafe,  as  I  am  a  true  man. 

Cham.  Nay,  rather  let  me  have  it,  as  you  are  a 
falfe  thief. 

Gadf,  Go  to  ;  Homo  is  a  common  name  to  all  men. 
■ — Bid  the  oilier  bring  my  gelding  out  of  the  ftable. 
Farewell,  you  muddy  knave.  \ExemU 
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SCENE  II. 

The  road  by  Gads -hill. 
Enter  Prince  Henry,  Poins,  and  Peto. 
Pains.  Come,  fhelter,  fhelter ;  I  have  removed  Fal- 
ftaff's  horfe,  and  he  frets  like  a  gumm'd  velvet. 
P.  Henry.  Stand  clofe. 

Enter  Faljlajf. 
Fed.  Poins !  Poins !  and  be  hang'd  ;  Pcins ! 
P.  Henry.  Peace,  ye  fat-kidney5d  rafcal ;  What  a 
brawling'dolt  thou  keep  ! 
Fal.  What,  Poins !  Hal ! 

P.  Henry.  He  is  walk'd  up  to  the  top  of  the  hill ; 
I'll  go  feek  him. 

Fal.  I  am  accurit  to  rob  in  that  thiePs  company  ; 
the  rafcal  hath  remov'd  my  horfe,  and  ty 'd  hirn  I  know- 
not  where.  If  I  travel  but  four  foot  by  the  fquare 
further  afoot,  I  fnall  break  my  wind.  Well,  I  doubt 
not  but  to  die  a  fair  death  for  all  this,  if  I  'icape  hang- 
ing for  killing  that  rogue.  I  have  forfwornhis  com- 
pany hourly  any  time  this  two-and-twenty  year,  end 
yet  I  am  bewitch'd  with  the  rogue's  company.  If 
the  rafcal  have  not  given  me  medicines  to  make  me 
love  him,  I'll  be  hang'd  ;  it  could  not  be  elfe  ;  I 
have  drunk  medicines. — Poins ! — Hal !— a  plague 
upon  you  both  ! — Bardolph  ! — Peto  ! — I'll  ftarve  ere 
I'll  rob  a  foot  further.  An  'twere  not  as  good  a  deed 
as  drink,  to  turn  true  man,  and  to  leave  thefe  rogues, 
I  am  the  veriefl  varlet  that  ever  chew'd  with  a  tooth. 
Eight  yards  of  uneven  ground  is  three-fcore  and  ten 
miles  afoot  with  me  ;  and  the  irony-hearted  villains 
know  it  w7ell  enough  ;  A  plague  upon't  when  thieves 
cannot  be  true  one  to  another  !  [they  whiffle.]  Whew  ! 
— A  plague  upon  you  all !  Give  me  my  horfe,  ycu 
rogues ;  give  me  my  horfe,  and  be  hang'd. 

P.  Henry.  Peace,  ye  fat-guts  !  lye  down ;  lay  thine 
ear  clofe  to  the  ground,  and  lilt  if  thou  canft  hear  the 
tread  of  travellers. 

Fed.  Have  you  any  levers  to  lift  me  up  again,  be- 
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ing  down  ?  'Sblood,  I'll  not  bear  mine  o\\  n  fiem  fo 
far  afcot  again,  fjr  all  the  coin  in  thy  fathei  's  exche- 
quer.   What  a  plague  mean  ye,  to  colt  me  thus  ? 

P.  Henry,  Thou  iieft,  thou  art  not  colted,  thou  art 
uncoited. 

FaL  I  pr'ythee,  good  prince  Hal,  help  me  to  my 
horfe  ;  good  king's  Ton. 

P.  He  ray.  Out,  you  rogue  !  mall  I  be  your  oftler? 

FaL  Go  hang  thyfelf  in  thy  own  heir-apparent  gar- 
ters !  If  I  be  ta'en,  I'll  peach  for  this.  An  I  have  not 
ballads  made  on  you  all,  and  fung  to  fikhy  lunes,  let 
a  cup  of  fack  bemv  poifon:  When  a  jeflis  fo  forward, 
and  afoot  too  ! — I  hate  it. 

Enter  Gadjhill. 

Gadf.  Stand. 

FaL  So  I  do,  againfi  my  will. 

Pains.  G,  'tis  our  fetter  ;  I  know  his  voice. 

Bard,  What  news  ?-  ■ — 

Gadf.  Cafe  ye,  cafe  ye  ;  on  with  your  vifors ;  there's 
money  of  the  king's  coming  down  the  hill,  'tis  going 
to  the  king's  exchequer. 

FaL  You  lie,  you  rogue;  ' tis  going  to  the  king's 
tavern. 

Gadf,  There's  enough  to  make  us  all. 
Fall.  To  behang'd. 

P,  Henry,  Sirs  you  four  mail  front  them  in  the  nar- 
row lane  ;  Ned  Poins,  and  I,  will  walk  lower;  if  they 
'fcape  from  your  encounter,  then  they  light  on  us. 

Peto.  But  how  many  be  there  of  them  I 

Gadf.  Some  eight,  or  ten. 

FaL  Zounds !  will  they  not  rob  us  ? 

P.  Henry.  What,  a  coward,  Sir  John  Paunch  ! 

FaL  Indeed,  I  am  not  John  of  Gaunt,  your  grand- 
father ;  but  yet  no  coward,  Hal. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  we  leave  that  to  the  proof. 

Poms*  Sirrah  Jack,  thy  hoife  Hands  behind  the 
hedge  ;  when  thou  need'f:  him,  there  thcu  (halt  find 
him.    Farewell,  and  Hand  fall. 

FaL  Now  cannot  I  ilrike  him,  iflfhculd  behang'd. 
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P.  Henry.  Ned,  where  are  our  difguifes  ? 

P o'nis.  Here,  hard  by ;  Hand  clofe. 

Fal.  Now,  my  mailers,  happy  man  be  his  dole, 
fay  I ;  every  man  to  his  bufinefs. 

Enter  Travellers. 

Trav.  Come,  neighbour  ;  the  boy  mail  lead  our 
borfes  down  the  hill :  we'll  walk  afoot  a  while,  and 
eafe  our  legs. 

Thieves .  Stand. 

Trav.  Jefu  blefs  us  ? 

Fal.  Strike  ;  down  with  them  ;  cut  the  villains' 
throats:  Ah!  whorefoncatterpillars !  bacon-fed  knaves! 
they  hate  us  youth  :  down  with  them  ;  fleece  them. 
Trav.  O,  we  are  undone,  both  we  and  ours  for  ever. 
Fal.  Hang  ye,  gorbeilied  knaves ;  Are  ye  undone  ? 
No,  ye  fat  chuffs ;  I  would,  yourfcore  were  here!  On, 
bacons,  on!  What,  ye  knaves?  young  men mufc live : 
You  are  grand-jurors,  are  ye?  We'll  jure  ye,  i' faith* 
[Here  they  rob  and  bind  them.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Prince  Henry,  amd  Poins. 
P.  Henry.  The  thieves  have  bound  the  true  men  : 
Now  could  thou  and  I  rob  the  thieves,  and  go  merrily 
to  London,  it  would  be  argument  for  a  week,  laugh- 
ter for  a  month,  and  a  good  jell  for  ever. 
Feins.  Stand  clofe,  I  hear  them  coming. 

Enter  Tlsieves  again. 
Fal.  Come,  my  matters,  let  us  lhare,  and  then  to 
Lorfe  before  day.    And  the  Prince  and  Poins  be  not 
two  arrant  cowards,  there's  no  equity  ftirring :  there's 
no  more  valour  in  that  Poins,  tu  rn  in  a  wild  duck. 
".   P.  Henry.  Your  money. 
Feins.  Villains ! 

[As  they  are  fearing,  the  Prince  and  Poins  fet 
upon  them.  They  ad  run  a  way  and Falfiaffy 
after  a,  blovj  cr  tvjo}  runs  avjay  too,  leaving 
the  booty  behind  him.] 
P.  Henry.  Got  with  much  eafe.  Now  merrily  to 
horfe  : 

Tl;e  thieves  are  fcatter'd,  and  poffefs'd  with  fear 
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So  ftrongly,  that  they  dare  not  meet  each  other ; 
Each  takes  his  fellow  for  an  officer. 
Away,  good  Ned.    Falftaff  fweats  to  death , 
And  lards  the  lean  earth  as  he  walks  along : 
Wer't  not  for  laughing,  I  mould  pity  him. 

Pcins.  How  the  rogue  roar'd  !  [Exewit. 

SCENE  III. 

Wark^worth.    A  room  in  the  CajL'e. 
Enter  Hot/pur,  reading  a  letter, 

 But,  fcr  mine  o*wn  part,  my  l^rd,  1  could  be 

•well  contented  to  be  there,  in  refpecl  to  the  love  I  bear 
your  houfe — He  could  be  contented, — Why,  is  he  not 
then  ?  In  refpecl  of  the  love  he  bears  our  houfe  : — 
he  mews  in  this,  he  loves  his  own  barn  better  than 
he  loves  our  houfe.  Let  me  fee  fome  more.  The 
purpefeyou  undertake ,  is  dangerous, — Why,  that's  cer- 
tain? 'tis  dangerous  to  take  a  cold,  to  fleep,  to 
drink  :  but  I  tell  you,  my  lord  fool,  out  of  this  net- 
tle, danger,  we  pluck  this  flower,  fafety.  The  pur- 
pofe  you  undertake,  is  dangerous  ;  the  frienas  you  have 
named,  uncertain  j  the  time  it f elf,  wiforted ;  and  your 
•whole  plot  too  light,  for  che  counterpoife  of  fo  great  an 
cppoftion — Say  you  lb,  fay  you  fo  ?  I  fay  unto  you 
again,  you  are  a  mallow  cowardly  hind,  and  you 
lie.  What  a  lackbrain  is  this  ?  By  the  Lord,  our 
plot  is  a  good  plot,  as  ever  was  laid  ;  our  friends 
true  and  convtant :  a  good  plot,  good  friends,  and 
full  of  expectation :  an  excellent  plot,  very  good 
friends.  Wi.it  a  froPcy-fpirited  rogue  is  this  ?  Why, 
my  lord  of  York  commends  the  plot,  and  the  gene- 
ral coune  of  the  action.  By  this  hand,  if  I  were 
now  by  this  rafcal,  I  could  brain  him  with  his  lady's 
fan.  Is  there  no:  my  father,  my  uncle,  and  myfelf  ? 
lord  Edmund  Mortimer,  my  lord  of  York  ,  and  Ow- 
en Glendower?  Is  there  not,  befides,  the  Douglas? 
Have  I  not  all  their  letters,  to  meet  me  in  arms  by 
the  ninth  of  the  next  month  ?  and  are  tney  not,  fome 
of  them,  fet  forward  already  ?  What  a  p;  gan  rafcal 
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is  this  ?  an  infidel  ?  Ha !  you  fnall  fee  now,  in  very 
fincerity  of  fear  and  cold  heart,  will  he  to  the  king, 
and  lay  open  all  our  proceedings.  O,  I  could  divide 
myfelf,  and  go  to  buffets,  for  moving  fuch  a  difh  of 
fkimm'd  milk  with  fo  honourable  an  aclion !  Hang 
him  !  let  him  tell  the  king,  we  are  prepared  :  I  will 
fet  forward  to-night. 

Enter  Lady  Percy. 
How  now,  Kate  ?  I  muft  leave  you  within  thefe 
two  hours. 

Lady.    O  my  good  lord,  why  are  you  thus  alone  ? 
For  what  offence  have  I,  this  fortnight,  been 
A  banim'd  woman  from  my  Harry's  bed  ? 
Tell  me,  fweet  lord,  what  is't  that  takes  from  thee 
Thy  llomach,  pleafure,  and  thy  golden  fleep  ? 
Why  doll  thou  bend  thine  eyes  upon  the  earth? 
And  Hart  fo  often,  when  thou  fit'ft  alone  ? 
Why  hall  thoifioft  the  frefh  blood  in  thy  cheeks ; 
And  given  my  treafures,  and  my  rights  of  thee, 
To  thick-ey'd  mufing,  and  curs'd  melancholy  ? 
In  thy  faint  (lumbers,  I  by  thee  have  watch'd, 
And  heard  thee  murmur  tales  of  iron  wars : 
Speak  terms  of  manage  to  thy  bounding  ileed : 
Cry,  Courage! — to  the  field!  And  thou  haft  taik'd 
Of  fallies,  and  retires ;  of  trenches,  tents, 
Of  palifadoes,  frontiers,  parapets ; 
Ofbafililks,  of  cannon,  culverin  ; 
Of  prifoners,  ranfom,  and  of  foldiers  (lain, 
And  all  the  currents  of  a  heady  fight, 
Thy  fpirit  within  thee  hath  been  fo  at  war, 
And  thus  hath  fo  beftir'd  thee  in  thy  fleep, 
That  beads  of  fweat  have  flood  upon  thy  brow, 
Like  bubbles  in  a  late-diflurbed  fcream : 
And  in  thy  face  ftrange  motions  have  appeared. 
Such  as  we  fee  when  men  reftrain  their  breath 
On  fome  great  fudden  hafle.    O,  what  portents  art 
thefe  ? 

Some  heavy  bunnefs  hath  my  lord  in  hand, 
j    Ana  I  mull  know  it,  eife  he  loves  me  not. 
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Hot.  What,  ho!  is  Gilliams  with  the  packet  gone  ? 

Enter  Servant. 
$er<u.  Ke  is,  my  lord,  an  hour  ago. 
Hot.  Hath  Butler  brought  thofe  horfes  from  the 
fheriff? 

Serv.  One  horfe,  my  lord;  he  brought  even  now* 

Hot.  What  horfe  ?  a  roan  ?  a  crop-ear,  is  it  not  ? 

Serv.  It  is,  my  lord. 

Hot.  That  roan  fhall  be  my  throne. 
Well,  I  will  back  him  flraight :  O  ej^erance! — 
Bid  Butler  lead  him  forth  into  the  park.    [Ex.  Serv. 

Lady.  But  hear  you,  my  lord. 

Hot.  What  fty'ft  thou,  my  lady? 

Lady.  What  is  it  carries  you  away  ? 

Hot.  Why  my  horfe,  my  love,  my  horfe. 

Lady.  Out,  you  mad-headed  ape  ! 
A  weazle  hath  not  fuch  a  deal  of  fpleen, 
As  you  are  toft  with. 

In  footh,  I'll  know  your  buiinefs,  Harry,  that  I  wilL 
I.  fear,  my  brother  Mortimer  doth  ftir 
About  his  title  ;  and  hath  fent  for  you, 
To  line  his  enterprize  :  But  if  you  go  

Hot.  So  far  afoot,  I  mail  be  weary,  love. 

Lady.  Come,  come,  you  paraquito,  anfwer  mc 
Directly  to  this  queftion  that  i  afk. 
In  faith,  I'll  break  thy  Little  finger,  Harry, 
An  if  thou  wilt  not  teli  me  all  things  true. 

Hot.  Away, 
Away,  you  trifler  !  love  ?  I  love  thee  not, 
I  care  not  for  thee,  Kate  ;  this  is  no  world, 
To  play  with  mammets,  and  to  tilt  with  lips  : 
We  mull  have  bloody  nofes,  and  crack 'd  crowns, 
And  pafs  them  current  too. — Gods  me,  my  horfe!—* 
What  fay 'ft  thou,  Kate  ?  what  wQuld'it  thou  have 
with  me  ? 

Lady.  Do  you  not  love  me  ?  do  you  not,  indeed  ? 
Well,  do  not  then  ;  for,  lince  you  love  me  not, 
I  will  not  love  myfelf.    Do  you  not  love  me  ? 
Nay,  tell  me,  if  you  fpeak  in  jeft,  or  no. 
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Hot.  Come,,  wilt  thou  fee  me  ride  r 
And  when  I  am  o'  horfe  back,  I  will  fwear 
I  love  thee  infinitely.    But  hark  you,  Kate  ; 
I  mult  not  have  you  henceforth  queltion  me 
Whither  I  go,  nor  reafon  whereabout. 
Whither  I  mult,  I  mult ;  and,  to  conclude, 
This  evening  muft  1  leave  you,  gentle  Kate. 
I  know  you  wife  ;  but  yet  no  further  wife, 
Than  Harry  Percy's  wife  :  conftant  you  are  ; 
But  yet  a  woman  :  and  for  fecrefy, 
No  lady  clofer  ;  for  I  well  believe, 
Thou  wilt  not  utter  what  thou  doit  not  knowr  ; 
And  fo  far  will  I  truft  thee,  gentle  Kate.  . 

Lady.  How  !  fo  far  ? 

l  ot.  Not  an  inch  further.    But  Hark  you?  Kate  : 
Whither  I  go,  thither  mall  you  go  too ; 
To-day  will  I  fet  forth,  to-morrow  you. — 
Will  this  content  you,  Kate? 

Lady.  It  mult,  of  force.  [ Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

The  Boards-Head  Tavern  in  Eaft -Cheap. 

Enter  Prince  Henry,  and  Poms. 

P.  Henry.  Ned,  pr'ythee,  come  out  of  that  Fit 
room,  and  lend  me  thy  hand  to  laugh  a  little. 

Poins.  Where  halt  thou  been?  Hal  ? 

P.Henry.  With  three  or  four  loggerheads,  amongll 
three  or  four  fcore  hogfheads.  I  have  founded  the 
very  bale  firing  of  humility.  Sirrah,  I  am  fwoni 
brother  to  a  learn  of  drawers ;  and  can  call  them  all 
by  their  christian  names,  as  Tom,  Dick,  and  Francis. 
They  take  it  already  upon  their  falvation,  that,  though 
I  be  but  prince  of  Wales,  yet  I  am  the  king  of  cour- 
tefy;  and  tell  me  flatly,  I  am  no  proud  jack,  like 
Falftaff ;  but  a  Corinthian,  a  lad  of  mettle,  a  good 
boy, — by  the  Lord,  fo  they  call  me;  and,  when  I  am 
king  of  England,  I  {hall  command  a1!  the  good  lads 
in  Eaft-Cheap.  They  call— drinking  deep,  dying 
fearlet:  and  when  you  breathe  in  your  watering,  thev 
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cry — Hem!  and  bid  you  play  it  off. — To  conclude,  I 
am  To  good  a  proficient  in  one  quarter  of  an  hour,  that 
I  can  drink  w  ith  any  tinker  in  his  own  language  du- 
ring my  life.  I  tell  thee,  Ned,  thou  haft  loft  much  ho- 
nour, that  thou  wert  not  with  me  in  this  aclion.  But, 
fweet  Ned, — to  fweeten  which  name  of  Ned,  I  give 
thee  this  pennyworth  of  fugar,  clapt  even  now  into 
my  hand  by  an  under-fkinker ;  one  that  never  fpake 
other  Englifh  in  this  life  than — eight  /hillings  and 'fix- 
fence,  and — yen  are  welcomes  with  this  lhrijl  addition, — 
Anon,  anon y  fir  !  Score  a  pint  of  bajtard  in  the  lialf- 
mccn,  or  fo.  But,  Ned,  to  drive  away  the  time  till 
Falftafr  come,  I  pr'  vthee,  do  thou  ftand  in  fome  by- 
room,  while  I  queirion  my  puny  drawer,  to  what  end 
he  gave  me  the  fugar;  and  do  thou  never  leave  call- 
ing— Francis,  that  his  tale  to  me  may  be  nothing  but — 
snon.    Step  alide,  and  I'll  {hew  thee  a  precedent. 

[  Poins  retires* 

Poins.  Francis  1 

P.  Henry.  Thou  art  perfect. 

Poins.  Francis  ! 

Enter  Francis. 
Fran.  Anon,  anon,  fir.— Look  down  into  the  Pom- 
granate,  Ralph. 

P.  Henry.  Come  hither,  Francis. 
Fran.  My  lord. 

P.  Fenry.  How  long  hall  thou  to  ferve,  Francis  f 
Fran.  Forfooth,  five  years,  and  as  much  as  to — 
Poins.  Francis ! 
Fran.  Anon,  anon,  fir. 

P.  h  enry.  Five  years  !  by'r  lady,  a  long  leafe  for 
the  clinking  of  pew  ter .  But  Francis,  dar'ft  thou  be  fo 
valiant  as  to  play  the  coward  with  thy  indenture,  and 
mew  it  a  fair  pair  of  heels,  and  run  from  it? 

Fran.  O  lord,  fir!  I'll  be  fworn  upon  all  thebcokf 
in  England,  I  could  find  in  my  heart — 

Poins.  Francis  ! 

Fran,  Anon,  anon,  fir. 

P.  henry .  How  old  art  thou,  Francis? 


Acl  U.  KING  HENRY  IV.    ^  1 95 

Fran*  Let  me  fee, — About  Michaelmas- next  I  mall 

be  

Poins.  Francis  ! 

Fran,  Anon,  fir. — Pray  you,  Hay  a  little,  my  lord'. 

P  Henry.  Nay,  but  hark  you,  Francis:  For  the 
fugar  thou  gav*ft  me, — 'twas  a  pennyworth,  was'tnot? 

Fran.  O  lord,  fir  !  I  would  it  had  been  two. 

P.  Henry,  I  will  give  thee  for  it  a  thouiand  pound  : 
af&  me  when  thou  wilt,  and  thou  fhalt  have  it. 

Feins.  Francis  ! 

Fran.  Anon,  anon. 

P.  Henry.  Anon,  Francis  ?  No,  Francis ;  but  to-- 
morrow, Francis;  or,  Francis,  on  Thurfday;  or,  in- 
deed, Francis,  when  thou  wilt.    But,  Francis,-— 

Fran.  My  lord  ? 

P.  Henry.  Wilt  thou  rob  this  leathern-jerkin,  cry  (lal- 
button,  nott-pated,  agat-ring,  poke-flocking,  caddice- 
garter,  fmooth-tongue,  Spanifh-pouch, — 

Fran.  O  lord,  fir,  who  do  you  mean  ? 

P.  Henry.  Why  then,  your  brown  baftard  is  your 
only  drink:  for,  look  you,  Francis,  your  white  canvas 
doublet  will  fully ;  in  Barbary,  fir,  it  cannot  come  t@ 
fo  much. 

t  ran.  What  fir  ? 

Feins.  Francis  1 

P.  Henry.  Away,  you  rogue ;  Dofl  thou  not  hear 
them  call  ? 

[Here  they  both  call  him  ;  the  drawer  (lands  a?nazed9 
not  knowiig  which  way  to  go. 
Enter  V intner. 
Vint.  What !  fland'ft  thou  ftill,  and  hear'ft  fuch  a 
calling?  look  to  the  guefts  within.   [Exit  drawer.] 
My  lord,  old  Sir  John,  with  half  a  dozen  more,  arc 
at  the  door:  Shall  1  let  them  in? 

P.  Henry.  Let  them  alone  a  while,  and  then  open 
the  door.    {Exit  Vintner.]     Poins  ! 

Re-enter  Poins. 
Poins.  Anon,  anon,  fir. 

P.  Henry.  Sirrah,  Falfraftand  the  reft  of  the  thieve* 
are  at  the  door  ;  Shall  wc  be  merry  ? 
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Fein:.  As  merry  as  crickets,  my  lad.  But  hark 
ye ;  What  cunning  match  have  you  made  with  this 
jciL  of  the  drawer?  come,  what's  the  iffue  ? 

P.  Henry.  I  am  now  of  all  humours,  that  have  mew  'd 
themfelves  humours,  fmce  the  old  days  of  goodman 
Adam,  to  the  pupil  age  of  this  prcfent  twelve  o'clock 
at  midnight.  [Re-enter  Francis,]  What's  o'clock, 
Francis  ? 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  fir. 

P.  Hen-ry.  That  ever  this  fellow  fnojuld  have  fewer 
words  than  a  parrot,  and  yet  the  fon  of  a  woman! — 
His  induftry  is — up-ftairs  and  down-ftairs  ;  his  elo- 
quence, the  parcel  of  a  reckoning.  I  am  not  yet  of 
Percy's  mind,  the  Hot-fpur  of  the  north;  he  that  kills 
me  fome  fix  or  feven  dozen  of  Scots  at  a  breakfaft, 
wafhes  his  hands,  and  fays  to  his  wife, — Fie  upon  this 
quiet  life  !  1  want  work.  O,  ?ny  fweet  Harry,  iavs  fhe, 
Jbcvj  many  haft  thai  kill' d  to-day  P  Give  my  roan  horfe  a 
drench  y  fays  he;  and  anfwers,  Some  fourteen,  an  hour 
after  ;  a  trifle,  a  trifle.  I  pr'ythee,  call  in  FalftafF ; 
I'll  play  Percy,  and  that  damn'd  brawn  mall  play  dame 
Mortimer  his  wife.  R?<vo,  fays  the  drunkard.  Call 
in  ribs,  call  in  tallow. 

Enter  Falfiajf,  Gad  MI,  Bardolph,  and  Pet  o. 

Feins.  Welcome,  Jack.    Where  haft  thou  been  ? 

Fat  A  plague  of  all  cowards,  I  fay,  and  a  venge- 
ance too!  marry,  and  amen! — Give  me  a  cup  offack, 
boy. — -Ere  I  lead  this  life  long,  I'll  fow  nether  flocks, 
and  mend  them,  and  foot  them  too.  A  plague  of  all 
cowards! — Give  me  a  cup  of  lack,  rogue. — Is  there 
no  virtue  e::t:nt  ?  [He  drinks. 

P.  Henry,  Did  ft  thou  never  fee  Titan  kii's  a  aim  of 
butter?  pitiful-hearted  Titan,  that  melted  at  the  iweet 
t.ile  bfflie  fun?  if  thou  did  ft,  then  behold  that  com- 
pound. 

Fai.  You  rogue,  here's  lime  inthis  fack  too :  There 
is  nothing  but  roguery  to  be  found  in  villainous  man : 
Vet  a  coward  is  worfe  than  a  cup  of  lack  with  lime  in 
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it;  a  villainous  coward. — Go  thy  ways,  old  Jack;  die 
when  thou  wilt,  it" manhood,  good  manhood,  be  not 
forgot  upon  the  face  of  the  earth,  then  ami  a  mot  ten 
herring.  There  live  not  three  good  men  unhang'd  in 
England;  and  one  of  them  is  fat,  and.  grows  old :  God 
help  the  while!  a  bad  world,  I  fay !  I  would  I  were 
a  weaver ;  I  could  Ung  all  manner  of  fongs.  A  plague 
of  all  cowards,  1  fay  itill ! 

P.  Henry,  How  now,  wool- Tack ?  what  mutter  you? 

FaL  A  king's  fon !  If  I  do  not  beat  thee  outofthy 
kingdom  with  a  dagger  of  lath,  and  drive  ail  thy  fub- 
jedts  afore  thee  like  a  Hock  of  wild  geefe,  I'll  never 
wear  hair  on  my  face  more.  —You  Prince  of  Wales ! 

P.  Henry.  Why,  you  whorefon  round  man!  what's 
the  matter  ? 

FaL  Are  you  not  a  coward?  anfwerme  to  that;  and 
Poms  there  ?  [  To  Pains, 

P.  Henry.  Ye  fat  paunch,  an  ye  call  me  coward, 
Pll  ftab  thee. 

FaL  I  call  thee  coward  !  I'll  fee  thee  damnM  ere 
I  call  thee  coward:  but  I  would  give  a  thoufand  pound, 
I  could  run  as  faft  as  thou  canft.  You  are  itraight 
enough  in  the  moulders,  you  care  not  who  fees  your 
back:  Call  you  that,  backing.of  your  friends?  A  plague 
upon  fuch  backing  !  give  me  them  that  will  face  me. 
— Give  me  a  cup  of  lack  ! — I  am  a  rogue,  if  I  drunk 
to-day. 

P.  Henry.  O  villain  !  thy  lips  are  fcarce  wip'd  fmce 
thou  drunk' ft  1  ait.  . 

FaL  All's  one  for  that.  A  plague  of  all  cowards, 
ftillfayl!  \Hsdrinku 

P.  Henry.  What's  the  matter  ? 

FaL  What's  the  matter  ?  Here  be  four  of  us  have 
ta'en  a  thoufand  pound  this  morning. 

P.  Henry.  Where  is  it,  Jack  ?  where  is  it  ? 

FaL  Where  is  it  ?  taken  from  us  it  is :  a  hundred 
upon  poor  four  of  us. 

P.  Henry.  What,  a  hundred,  man  ? 

FaL  I  am  a  rogue,  if  I  were  not  at  half  iword  with 
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a  dozen  of  them  two  hours  together.  I  have  'fcap'd 
by  miracle.  I  am  eight  times  thruft  through  the  doublet; 
four  through  the  hofe  ;  my  buckler  cut  through  and 
through;  my  fword  hack'd  like  a  hand-faw,  ecce 
fignum.  I  never  dealt  better  fince  I  was  a  man  :  all 
would  not  do.  A  plague  of  all  cowards] — Let  them 
fpeak  :  if  they  fpeak  more  or  lefs  than  truth,  they 
arc  villains,  and  the  fons  of  darknefs. 

Pm  Henry.  Speak,  firs:  How  was  it  ? 

Gadf.  We  four  fet  upon  fome  dozen,  — 

Fal.  Sixteen,  at  leaft,  my  lord. 

Gadf.  And  bound  them.  ' 

Pcto.  No,  no,  they  were  not  bound. 

Fal.  You  rogue,  they  were  bound,  every  man  of 
them  ;  or  I  am  a  Jew  elfe,  an  Ebrew  Jew. 

Gadf.  As  we  were  fharing,  fome  fix  or  feven  frem 
finen  fet  upon  us,  

Fal.  And  unbound  the  reit  ,and  then  came  in  the  other. 

P.  Henry.  What  fought  you  with  them  all  ? 

Fal.  All  ?  I  know  not  what  you  call,  all  ;  but  if 
[fought  not  with  fifty  of  them,  I  amabunch  ofradilh: 
if  there  were  not  two  or  three  and  fifty  upon  poor  old 
Jack,  then  am  I  no  two-legg'd  creature. 

Feins.  Pray^  heaven,  you  have  not  murder'd  fome 
of  them. 

F al.  Nay,  that's  pair,  praying  for  ;  I  have  pepper'd 
two  ofthem:  two,  1  am  fure,  I  have pay'd ;  two  rogues 
in  buckram  fuits.  I  tell  thee  what,  Hal, — if  I  tell 
thee  a  lie,fpitin  my  face,  callmehorfe.  Thou  know- 
eft  my  old  ward  ; — herel  lay  and  thuslboremy  point. 
Four  rogues  in  buckram  let  drive  at  me,-  

P.  Henry.  What,  four  ?  thou  faidfl  but  two,  even  now. 

Fal.  Four,  Hal ;  I  told  thee  four. 

Pains'.  Ay,  ay,  he  (aid  four. 

Fal.  Thefe  four  came  all  a-front,  and  mainly  thrufl 
at  me.  I  made  no  more  ado,  but  took  all  their  feven 
points  in  my  target,  thus. 

P.Henry.  Seven  ?  why,  there  were  bu  C  four,even  now/ 

Fal.  In  buckram. 
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Poins.  Ay,  four,  in  buckram  fuits. 

Fal.  Seven,  by  thefe  hilts,  or  I  am  a  villain  elfe. 

P.  Henry.  Pr'}  thee  let  him  alone  ;  we  mall  have 
more  anon. 

Fal.  Dolt  thou  hear  me,  Hal  * 

P.  Henry,  Ay,  and  mark  thee  too,  Jack. 

Fal.  Do  To,  for  it  is  worth  the  lifr'ningto.  Thefe 
nine  in  buckram,  that  I  told  thee  of,  — 

P.  He  in.  So,  two  more,  already. 

Fal.  Their  points  being  broken,  

Poins.  Down  fell  their  hofe. 

Fal.  Began  to  give  me  ground  :  But  I  followed  me 
clofe,  came-in  foot  and  hand ;  and,  with  a  thought, 
feven  of  the  eleven  I  pay'd. 

P.  Henry.  O  monftrous  !  eleven  buckram  men 
grown  out  of  two  ! 

Fal.  But  as  the  devil  would  have  it,  three  mifbe- 
gotten  knaves,  in  Kendal  green,  came^at  my  back, 
and  let  drive  at  me  ; — for  it  was  fo  dark,  Hal,  that 
thou  couldft  not  fee  thy  hand. 

P.  Henry.  Thefe  lies  are  like  the  father  that  begets 
them;  grofs  as  a  mountain,  open,  palpable.  Why, 
thou  clay-brain'd  guts ;  thou  knotty-pated  fool;  thou 
whorefori,  obfcene,  greafy  tallow-keech,-  

Fal.  What,  art  thou  mad  ?  art  thou  mad  ?  is  not 
the  truth,  the  truth  ? 

P.  Henry.  Why,  how  could'ft  thou  know  thefe  men 
in  Kendal  green,  when  it  was  fo  dark  thou  could'ft 
not  fee  thy  hand  ?  Come,  tell  us  your  reafon  :  What 
fay 'ft  thou  to  this  ? 

Poins.  Come,  your  reafon,  Jack,  your  reafon. 

Fal.  What,  upon  comuplfion  ?  No  ;  were  I  at  the 
ftrappado,  or  all  the  racks  in  the  world,  I  would  not 
tell  you  on  compuliion.  Give  you  a  reafon  on  com- 
pullion !  If  reafons  were  as  plenty  as  blackberries,  I 
would  give  no  man  a  reafon  upon  compulfion,  I. 

P.  Henry.  I'll  be  no  longer  guilty  of  this  firi  ;  this 
fanguine  coward,  this  bed-prefier,  this  horfe-back- 
Breafcer,  this  huge  kill  of  ftefti ;  ~ 
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Fal.  Away,  you  ftarveling,  you  elf-Lin,  you  dry'*! 
neat's-tongue,  bull's  pizzle,  you  ftock-filh, — O,  for 
breath  to  utter  what  is  like  thee  ! — you  taylor's  yard, 
you  (heath,  you  bow-cafe,  you  vile  Handing  tuck  ; — 

P.  Henry*  Well,  breathe  a  while,  and  then  to  it 
again  :  and  when  thou  haft  tir'd  thyfelf  in  bafe  com- 
parifons,  hear  me  fpeak  but  this. 

Pains.  Maik,  Jack. 

P.  Henry.  We  two  faw  you  four  fee  on  four  ;  you 
bound  them,  and  were  mafters  of  their  wealth. — Mark 
now,  how  a  plain  tale  mail  put  you  down. — Then  did 
we  two  fet  on  you  four ;  and,  with  a  out-fae'd 
you  from  your  prize,  and  have  it ;  yea,  and  can  mew 
it  you  here  in  the  houfe  : — and,  Falftaff,  you  carry'd 
your  guts  away  as  nimbly,  with  as  quick  dexterity, 
and  roar'd  for  mercy,  and  ftill  ran  and  roar'd,  as  ever 
I  hear'd  bull-calf.  What  a  flave  art  thou,  to  hack 
thy  fword  as  thou  haft  done  ;  and  then  fay,  it  was  in 
fght?  What  trick,  what  device,  what  ftarting  hole, 
canft  thou  now  f nd  out,  to  hide  thee  from  this  open 
and  apparent  fhame  ? 

Pcins.  Come,  let's  hear,  Jack:  What  trick  haft  thou 
now  ? 

Fal.  By  the  Lord,  I  knewye  as  well  as  he  that  made 
ye.  Why,  hear  ye,  my  mailers  :  Was  it  forme,  to 
kill  the  heir  apparent  ?  mould.  I  turn  upon  the  true 
prince  ?  Why,  thou  know 'ft  I  am  as  ■  valiant  as  Her- 
cules :  but  beware  inftincl ;  the  lion  will  not  touch 
the  true  prince.  Inftincl  is  a  great  matter  ;  I  was  a 
coward  on  inftincl.  Khali  think  the  better  of  my  felf, 
and  thee,  during  my  life  ;  I,  for  a  valiant  lion,  and 
thou,  for  a  true  prince.  But,  lads,  I  am  glad  you  have 
the  money.  Hoftefs,  clap  to  the  doors  ;  watch  to- 
night, pray  to-morrow. — Gallants,  lads,  boys,  hearts 
of  gold,  All  the  titles  of  good  fellowfhip  come  to  you! 
What,  mail  we  be  merry?  ihallwe  have  a  play  extem- 
pore ? 

P.  Henry.  Content ;  and  the  argument  fhall  be, 

thy  running  away. 
FaL  Ah !  no  more  of  that,  Hal,  an  thou  lov'ft  me. 
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Enter  Ho/lcjs. 

Hofti  My  lord  tlic  prince,  

P.  Henry.  How  now,  my  lady  the  hoftefs  ?  what 
fay'ft  thm  to  me  ? 

Hoftefs.  Marry,  my  lord,  there  is  a  nobleman  of  the 
court  at  door, would  fpeak  with  you:  hefays,hecomes 
from  your  father. 

P.  Henry.  Give  him  as  much  as  will  make  him  a 
royal  man,  and  fend  him  back  again  to  my  mother. 

Fal  What  manner  of  man  is  he  ? 

Hofl.  An  old  man, 

Fal.  What  doth  gravity  out  of  his  bed  at  mid-night? 
— Shall  I  give  him  his  anfwer  ? 

P.  Henry.  Pr'ythee,  do,  Jack. 

Fal.  Faith,  and  I'll  fend  him  packing.  [Exit. 

P.  Henry.  Now,  firs  ;  by'r-lady,  you  fought  fair; 
— fo  did  you,  Peto  — fo  did  you,  Bardclph  :  you  are 
lions  too  ;  you  ran  away  upon  inftincl,  you  v/iil  not 
touch  the  true  prince  ;  no, — fie  ! 

Bard.  'Faith,  I  ran  when  I  faw  others  run. 

P.  Henry.  Tell  me  now  in  earneft,  How  came  Fal- 
fcafFs  fword  fo  hack'd  ? 

Peto.  Why,  he  hack'd  it  with  his  dagger;  and  faid, 
he  would  fwear  truth  out  of  England,  but  he  would 
make  you  believe  it  was  done  in  right;  and  perfuaded 
us  to  do  the  like. 

Bard.  Yea,  and  to  tickle  our  nofes  withfpear-grafs, 
to  make  them  bleed  ;  and  then  to  beflubber  our  gar- 
ments with  it,  and  fwear  it  was  the  bloodof  true  men. 
I  did  that  I  did  not  thefe  feven  years  before,  I  biuuYd 
to  hear  his  monftrous  devices. 

P.  Henry.  O  villain,  thou  fcol'fr.  a  cup  of  fack  eigh- 
teen years  ago,  and  were  taken  with  trie  manner,  and 
ever  fence  thou  hail  blufh'd  extempore  :  Thou  nadir, 
fire  and  fword  on  thy  fide,  and  yet  thou  ran' ft  away: 
What  inoinel  hadft  thou  for  it  ? 

Bard.  My  lord,  do  you  fee  thefe  meteors  ?  do 
you  behold  thefe  exhalations  ? 

P.  Henry.  I  do. 


202 


FIRST  PART  OF 


A  a  IT. 


Bard.  What  think  you  they  portend  ? 

P.  Henry.  Hot  livers  and  cold  purfes. 

Bard.  Choler,  my  lord,  if  rightly  taken. 

P.  Henry,  No,  if  rightly  taken,  halter* 
Re-enter  Falftaff. 
Here  comes  lean  jack,  here  comes  bare  bone.  How 
now,  my  fweet  creature  of  bombaft  ?  How  long 
is't  ago,  Jack,  fince  thou  fiw'fc  thine  own  knee  ? 

Fal.  My  own  knee  ?  When  I  was  about,  thy  years, 
Hal,  I  was  not  an  eagle's  talon  in  the  waift  :  I  could 
have  crept  into  any  alderman's  thumb-rmg  :  A  plague 
of  fighing  and  grief!  it  blows  a  man  up  like  a  bladder. 
There's  villainous  news  abroad :  here  was  Sir  John 
Braby  from  your  father  ;  you  mult  to  the  court  in  the 
morning.  That  fame  mad  fellow  of  the  north,  Percy; 
and  he  of  Wales,  that  gave  Amaimon  the  baflinado, 
and  made  Lucifer  cuckold,  and  fwore  the  devil  his 
true  liegeman  upon  the  crofs  of  a  Welfh  hook, 
What  a  plague,  call  you  him  ? 

Poins.  O,  Glendower. 

Fal.  Owen,  Owen;  the  fame  ;— and  his  fon-in- 
law  Mortimer ;  and  old  Northumberland  ;  and  that 
fprightly  Scot  of  Scots,  Douglas,  that  runs  o'  horfe- 
back  up  a  hill  perpendicular. 

P.  Henry.  He  that  rides  at  high  fpeed,  and  with 
his  pirtol  kills  a  fparrow  flying. 

Fal.  You  have  hit  it. 

P.  Henry.  So  did  he  never  the  fparrow. 

Fal.  Well,  that  rafcal  hath  good  mettle  in  him ; 
he  will  not  rurf. 

P.  Henry.  Wiry,  what  a  rafcal  art  thou  then,  to 
praife  him  fo  for  running  ? 

Fal.  O'  horfeback,  ye  cuckow !  but,  a-foot,  he 
will  not  budge  a  foot. 

P.  Henry.  Yes,  Jack,  upon  inftinft. 

Fal.  I  grant  ye,  upon  initincl.  Well,  he  is  there 
too,  and  one  Mordake,  and  a  thoufand  blue-caps 
more;  Worcefler  is  ftolen  away  by  night;  thy  fa- 
ther's beard  is  turn'd  white  with  the  news  ;  you  may 
buy  land  now  as  cheap  as  (linking  Mackerel. 


A  a  II. 


KING  HENRY  IV-. 


203 


P.  Hen.  Then,  'tis  like,  if  there  come  a  hot  June, 
and  this  civil  buffeting  hold,  we  fhall  buy  maiden- 
heads as  they  buy  hob-nails,  by  the  hundreds. 

Fal.  By  tne  mafs,  lad,  thou  fay 'ft  true;  it  is  like 
we  fhall  have  good  trading  that  way. — But,  tell  me, 
Hal,  art  thou  not  horribly  afeard  ?  Thou  being  heir 
apparent,  could  the  world  pick  thee  out  three  fuch 
enemies  again,  as  that  fiend  Douglas,  that  fpirit 
Percy,  and  that  devil  Glendower?  Art  thou  not 
horribly  afraid  ?  doth  not  thy  blood  thrill  at  it  ? 

P.  Hen.  Not  a  whit,  i'faith ;  I  lack  fome  of  thy 
inftindt 

Fal.  Well,  thou  wilt  be  horribly  chid  to-morrow, 
when  thou  corner!:  to  thy  father :  if  thou  love  me, 
practife  an  anfwer. 

P.  Henry.  Do  thou  Hand  for  my  father,  and  exa- 
mine me  upon  the  particulars  of  my  life. 

Fal.  Shall  I  ?  content :  This  chair  fhall  be  my  ftate, 
this  dagger  my  fceptre,  and  this  cufliion  my  crown. > 

P.  Henry.  Thy  ilate  is  taken  for  a  joint-ftool,  thy 
golden  fceptre  for  a  leaden  dagger,  and  thy  precious 
rich  crown  for  a  pitiful  bald  crown  ! 

Fal.  Well,  an  the  fire  of  grace  be  not  quite  out  of 
thee,  now  (halt  thou  be  moved. — Give  me  a  cup  of 
fack,  to  make  mine  eyes  look  red,  that  it  may  be 
thought  I  have  wept ;  for  I  mull  fpeak  in  paHlon* 
and  I  will  do  it  in  king  Cainbyfes'  vein. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  here  is  my  leg. 

Fal.  And  here  is  my  fpeech : — Stand  afide,  nobility, 

Hoft.  This  is  excellent  fport,  i'faith. 

Fal.  Weep  not,  fweet  queen,  for  trickling  tears 
are  vain. 

Hoft.  O  the  father,  how  he  holds  his  countenance  ! 

Fal.  For  God's  fake,  lords,  convey  my  triflful  queen, 
For  tears  do  flop  the  flood-gates- of  her  eyes. 

Hoft.  O  rare  !  he  doth  it  as  like  one  of  thefc  har- 
lotry players,  as  I  ever  fee. 

Fal.  Peace,  good  pint-pot;  peace,  good  tickle - 
brain. — —Harry,  I  do  not  only  marvel  where  thou 
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fpendefc  thy  time,  but  alfo  how  thou  art  accompanied : 
for  though  the  camomile,  the  more  it  is  trodden  on, 
the  fafler  it  grows,  yet  youth,  the  more  it  is  wafted, 
the  fooner  it  wears.  That  thou  art  my  Jfon,  I  have 
partly  thy  mother's  word,  partly  my  own  opinion  ; 
but  chiefly,  a  villainous  trick  of  thine  eye,  andafoolim 
hanging  of  thy  nether  lip,  that  doth  warrant  me.  If 
then  thou  be  lbn  to  me,  here  lies  the  point : — Why, 
being  fon  to  me,  art  thou  fo  pointed  at  ?  Shall  the 
blefied  fun  of  heaven  prove  a  micher,  and  eat  black- 
berries ?  a  queflion  not  to  be  a  Iked,  Shall  the  fon  of 
England  prove  a  thief,  and  take  purfes?  a  queftion  to 
be  afk'*d.  There  is  a  thing,  Harry,  winch  thou  haft 
often  heard  of,  and  it  is  known  to  many  in  our  land 
by  the  name  of  pitch  :  this  pitch,  as  ancient  writers 
do  report,  doth  defile  ;  fo  doth  the  companv  thou 
keeper!: :  for,  Harry,  now  I  do  not  fpeak  to  thee  in 
drink,  but  in  tears ;  not  in  pleafure,  but  in  paition ; 

not  in  words  only,  but  in  woes  alio:  And  yet 

there  is  a  virtuous  man,  whom  I  have  of:en  noted  in 
thy  company,  but  I  know  not  his  name. 

P.  henry.  What  manner  of  man,  an  it  like  your 
majefty  ? 

Fal.  A  goodly  portly  man,  i'faith,  and  a  corpulent ; 
of  a  cheerful  look,  a  pleafing  eye,  and  a  moli:  noble 
carriage  ;  and,  as  I  think,  his  age  fome  £ fty.  or,  by'r- 
Jady,  inclining  to  three -icore  ;  and  now  I  remember 
me,  his  name  is  FalflaiF:  if  that  man  mould  be  lewdly 
given,  he  deceiveth  me  ;  for,  Harry,  I  lee  virtue  in 
his  looks.  If  then  the  fruit  maybe  known  by 'the 
tree,  as  the  tree  by  the  fruit,  then,  peremptorily  I 
fpeak  it5  there  is  virtue  in  that  FalftaiF:  him  keep 
with,  the  reft  banifh.  And  tell  me  now,  thou  naughty 
variet,  tell  me,  where  haft  thou  been  this  month  r 

P.  Henry.  Doit  thou  fpeak  like  a  king  ?  Do  thou 
Hand  for  me,  and  I'll  play  my  father. 

Fah  Depofe  me  !  if  thou  dofi  it  half  fo  gravely,  fa 
rnajeflicaily,  both  in  word  and  matter,  hang  me  tip  by 
the  heels  for  a  rabbet-fucker;  or  a  poulterer's  hare. 
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P.  Hen.  Well,  here  I  am  fet. 

Fed.  and  here  I  Hand : — judge,  my  mailers. 

P.  Hen.  Now,  Harry  ?  whence  come  you  ? 

Fal.  My  noble  lord,  from  Eaic -cheap. 

P.  Henry.  The  complaints  I  hear  of  thee  are  grievous . 

Fal.  'Sblood,  my  lord,  they  are  faife : — my,  Til 
tickle  ye  for  a  young  prince,  l' faith. 

P.  h'en.  S  heared  thou,  ungracious  boy  ?  henceforth 
ne'er  look  on  me.  Thou  art  violently  carried  away 
from  grace  :  there  is  a  devil  haunts  thee,  in  the  like- 
nefs  of  a  fat  old  man  ;  a  tun  of  man  is  thy  companion. 
Why  doit  thou  converfe  with  that  trunk  of  humours, 
that  bolting-hutch  of  bealtiinefs,  that  fwoln  parcel  of 
dropfies,  that  huge  bombard  of  fack,  that  ituft  cloak- 
bag  of  guts,  that  roafted  Manningtree  ox  with  the 
pudding  in  his  belly,  that  reverend  vice,  that  grey  ini- 
quity, that  father  ruffian,  that  vanity  in  years  ?  Where- 
in is  he  good,  but  to  taile  fack  and  drink  it  ?  Wherein 
neat  and  cleanly,  but  to  carve  a  capon  and  eat  it? 
Wherein  cunning,  but  in  craft  ?  Wherein  crafty,  but 
in  villainy  ?  Wherein  villainous,  but  in  all  things  ? 
wherein  worthy,  bat  in  nothing  ? 

Fal.  I  would  your  grace  would  take  me  with  you; 
— whom  means  your  grace  ? 

P.  Henry.  That  villainous  abominable  mifleaderof 
youth,  FalfcafF,  that  old  white-bearded  Satan. 

Fal.  My  lord,  the  man  I  know. 

P.  Henry.  I  know  thou  dofc. 

Fal.  But  to  fay,  I  know  more  harm  in  him  than  in 
myfelf,  were  to  fay  more  than  I  know.  That  he  is 
old,  (the  more  the  pity)  his  white  hairs  do  witnefs 
it:  but  that  he  is  (laving  your  reverence)  a  whore - 
mailer,  that  I  utterly  den  v.  If  fack  and  fugar  be  a 
fault,  God  help  the  wicked  !  If  to  be  old  and  merry 
be  a  fin,  then  many  an  old  holt  that  I  know  is  damn'd : 
if  to  be  fat  be  to  be  hated,  then  Pharaoh's  lean  kine 
are  to  be  loved.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  banifh  Peto, 
banifti  Bardolph,  banifh  Poins  :  but  for  fweet  jack 
Faiftaff,  kind  jack  FaKtaff,  true  JackFalftaff,  valiant 
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Tack  Fal  ft  a  fx,  and  therefore  more  valiant,  being  as  he 
is,  old  jack  Fahiaff,  baniih  not  him  thy  Harry's  com- 
pany, banifh  not  him  thy  Harry's  company  ;  baniih 
plump  jack,  and  banifh  all  the  world. 

P.  Henry.  I  do,  I  will. 

[  Knocking  j  and  Hcftcfs  and  Bardclph  go  out. 
Re-enter  BardoJph,  running. 

Bar.  O,  my  lord,  my  lord  ;  the  iherirr",  with  a 
moft  monftrous  watch,  is  at  the  door. 

Fal.  Out,  you  rogue!  play  out  the  play  :  I  have 
much  to  fay  in  the  behalf  of  that  FalftafT. 

Re-enter  Hcftefs. 

Heft.  O,  my  lord,  my  lord  !  

Fal.  Height  heigh !  the  devil  rides  upon  a  fiddle- 
Hick  :  what's  the  matter  ? 

Heft,  The  fiieiiff  and  all  the  watch  are  at  the  door  : 
they  are  come  to  fearch  the  houfe ;  fhall  I  let  them  in? 

Fad.  Doft  thou  hear,  Hal  ?  never  call  a  true  piece 
of  gold  a  counterfeit :  thou  art  effentially  mad,  with- 
out feeming  fo. 

P.Henry.  And  thou  a  natural  coward,  without  inflinct. 

Fat.  Ideny  your  major:  if  you'will  deny  the  fheriff, 
fo  ;  if  not,  let  him  enter :  if  I  become  not  a  cart  as  well 
as  another  man,  a  plague  on  my  bringing  up!  I  hope 
I  fhall  as  foon  be  ftrangled  with  a  halter,  as  another. 

P.  Henry.  Go,  hide  thee  behind  the  arras  ; — the 
reft  walk  up  above.  Now,  my  mailers,  for  a  true 
face,  and  a.  good  conscience. 

Fad.  Both  which  I  have  had :  but  their  date  is 
out,  and  therefore  I'll  hide  me. 

[Exit  Falftcff,  Bardclph,  Gadfbiil,  and 
Peto  /  ma.nent  Prince  and  Pcins. 

P.  Henry.  Call  in  the  ftieriff.  

Enter  Sheriff,  and  Carrier. 
Nov/,  mailer  (heriff,  what's  your  will  with  me? 

Sher.  Firft,  pardon  me,  my  lord.  A  hue  and  cry 
Hath  follow'd  certain  men  unto  this  houfe. 

P.  IJ-  iry.  What  men  ? 

Sher.  One  of  them  is  well  known.,  my  gracious  lord  ; 
A  grofs  fat  man. 

Car,  As  fat  as  butter. 
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P.  Henry.  The  man,  I  do  allure  you,  is  not  here  : 
For  I  myfelf  at  this  time  have  employ 'd  him. 
And,  fhcriffj  I  engage  my  word  to  thee, 
That  I  will,  by  to-morrow  dinner-time, 
Send  him  to  anfwer  thee,  or  any  man, 
For  any  thing  he  mall  be  caarg'd  withal : 
And  fo  let  me  intreat  you  leave  the  houfe. 

Sher.  I  will,  my  lord  :  There  are  two  gentlemen 
Have  in  this  robbery  loll  three  hundred  marks. 

P.  Henry.  It  may  be  fo :  if  he  have  robb'd  thefe  men, 
He  fhall  be  anfwerable  ;  and  fo,  farewell. 

Sher.  Good  night,  my  noble  lord. 

P.  Henry.  I  think  it  is  good-morrow  :  Is  it  not?' 
Sher.  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  think  it  be  two  o'clock.  [Exit 

P.  Henry.  This  oily  rafcal  is  known  as  well  a& 
Paul's  :  Go,  call  him  forth. 

Poins.  Falftaff!  fahV  afleep  behind  the  arras, 

and  fnorting  like  a  horfe. 

P.  Henry.  Hark  how  hard  he  fetches  breath : — ■ 
Search  his  pockets. 

[He  fearches  his  pockets,  and  finds  certain  papers* 
What  hail  thou  found? 

Poins.  Nothing  but  papers,  my  lord. 

P.  Henry.  Let's  fee  what  they  be  :  read  them, 

Poins.  Item,  a  capon,  2s.  2d. 
Item,  Sauce,  4d. 
Item,  Sack,  two  gallons,  5s.  gch 
Item,  Anchovies  and  fack  after  (upper,  2s.  6d. 
Item3  Bread,  a  halfpenny. 

P.  Henry.  O  monftrous  !  but  one  halfpenny-worth 
of  bread  to  this  intolerable  deal  of  fack  !—  What  there 
is  elfe,  keep  clofe  ;  we'll  read  it  at  more  advantage  ; 
there  let  him  fleep  till  day.  I'll  to  the  court  in  the 
morning :  we  muft  all  to  the  wars,  and  thy  place 
fhall  be  honourable.  I'll  procure  this  fat  rogue  a 
charge  of  foot ;  and,  I  know,  his  death  will  be  a 
march  of  twelve-fcore.  The  money  mall  be  paid 
back  again,  with  advantage.  Be  with  me  betimes 
in  the  morning  ;  and  fo  good  morrow,  Poins. 

Poins.  Good  morrow,  good  my  lord.  [Exeunt. 
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A  C  T    III.       SCENE  I. 

The  Archdeacon  of  Bangor's  houfe  in  Wales. 
Enter  Hot/fur,  Worcejler,  Lord  Mortimer,  and  Owen 
Glendo<wer. 

Mcr.  r  i  ^HESE  promifes  are  fair,  the  parties  fure, 
J!.    And  our  induction  full  of  profperous  hope. 

Hot.  Lord  Mortimer, — and  coufin  sGlendower — 
Will  you  lit  down? — — 
And,  uncle  Worcefier  : — A  plague  upon  it ! 
I  have  forgot  the  map. 

Glend.  No,  here  it  is. 
Sit,  coufji  Percy ;  fit,  good  coufin  Hotfpur : 
For  by  that  name  as  oft  as  Lane  after 
Doth  fpeak  of  you,  his  cheek  looks  pale  :  and  witk 
A  rifmg  ftgh,  he  wifheth  you  in  heaven. 

Hot.  And  you  in  hell,  as  often  as  he  hears 
Owen  Glendower  fpoke  of. 

Glend.  I  cannot  blame  him  ;  at  my  nativity, 
The  front  of  heaven  was  full  of  fiery  fhapes, 
Of  burning  crerlets  ;  and,  at  my  birth, 
The  frame  and  the  foundation  of  the  earth 
Shak'd  like  a  coward. 

Hot.  Why,  fo  it  would  have  done, 
At  the  fame  feafon,  if  your  mother's  cat 
Had  but  kitten'd,  though  y ourfelf  had  ne'er  been  born. 

Glend.  I  fay,  the  earth  did  fjiake  wThen  I  was  born. 

Hot.  And  1  fay,  the  earth  was  not  of  my  mind, 
If  cu  fuppoie,  as  fearing  you  it  fhook. 

Glend.  The  heavens  were  all  on' fire,  the  earth  did 
tremble. 

Hot.  O,  then  the  earth  fnook  to  fee  the  heavens  on  £re. 
An  not  in  fear  of  your  nativity. 
Difeafed  nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 
In  fcrange  eruptions :  oft  the  teeming  earth 
Is  wi  th  a  kind  of  colic  pinch'd  and  vex'd 
By  the  imprifoning  of  unruly  wind 
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Within  her  womb  ;  which,  for  enlargement  ftriving. 
Shakes  the  old  beldame  earth,  and  topples  down 
Steeples,  and  mofs-grown  towers.     At  your  birth, 
Our  grand  am  earth,  having  this  diftemperature, 
In  paffion  mock.  ^ 

Glend.  Coufm,  of  many  men 
I  do  not  bear  thefe  croilings.    Give  me  leave 
To  tell  you  once  again, — that,  at  my  birth, 
The  front  of  heaven  was  full  of  fiery  fiiapes  ; 
The  goats  ran  from  the  mountains,  and  the  herds  - 
Were  ftraiigely  clamorous  to  the  frighted  fields. 
Thefe  ligns  have  mark'd  me  extraordinary  : 
And  all  the  courfes  of  my  life  do  fhew, 
I  am  not  in  the  roll  of  common  men. 
Where  is  he  living, — clipp'd  in  with  the  fea, 
Thatchides  the  banks  of  England,  Scotland,  Wales,— 
Which  calls,  me  pupil,  or  hath  read  to  me  ? 
And  bring  him  out,  that  is  but  woman's  fon,. 
Can  trace  me  in  the  tedious  ways  of  art, 
Or  hold  me  pace  in  deep  experiments. 

Hot.  I  think,  there  is  no  manfpeaks  better  Welfh  :— 
I  will  to  dinner. 

Mwt.  Peace,  coufm  Percy  ;  you  will  make  him  mad . 

Glend.  I  can  call  fpirits  from  the  vaity  deep. 

Hot.  Why,  fo  can  I ;  or  ft>  can  any  man  : 
But  will  they  come,  when  you  do  call  for  them  ? 

Glend.  Why,  I  can  teach  thee,  coufm,  to  command 
The  devil. 

Hot.  And  I  can  tench  thee,  coufm,  to  fhame  the  devil, 
By  telling  truth:  Tell  truth,  and  fhame  the  devil. — - 
If  thou  have  power  to  raiie  him,  bring  him  hither,, 
And  I'll  be  fworn,  1  have  power  to  fhame  him  hence. 
O,  while  you  live,  tell  truth,  and  fhame  the  devil. 

Mcrt.  Come,  come, 
No  more  of  this  unprofitable  chat. 

Glend.  Three  times  hath  Henry  Bollingbroke  made 
head 

Againft  my  power:  thrice,  from  the  banks  of  Wye, 
And  fandy  bottom;  d  Severn,  have  I  fent  him, 
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Bootlefs  home,  and  weather-beaten  back. 

Hot.  Home  without  boots,  and  in  foul  weather  too ! 
How  'fcapes  he  agues,  in  the  devil's  name  ? 

Glend.  Come,  here's  the  map:  Shall  we  divide  our 
right,  - 

According  to  our  three-fold  order  taken  ? 

Mort.  The  archdeacon  hath  divided  it 
Into  three  limits,  very  equally  : 
England,  from  Trent  and  Severn  hitherto, 
By  fouth  and  eaft,  is  to  my  part  affign'^: 
All  weftward,  Wales  beyond  the  Severn  more, 
And  all  the  fertile  land  within  that  bound, 
To  Owen  Glendower: — and,  dear  coz,  to  you 
The  remnant  northward,  h  ing  off  from  Trent. 
And  our  indentures  tripartite  are  drawn : 
Which  being  fealed  interchangeably, 
(A  bufmeii  that  this  night  may  execute) 
To-morrow,  couhn  Percy,  you,  and  I, 
And  my  good  lord  of  Worcefter,  will  fet  forth, 
To  meet  your  father,  and  the  Scottiih  power, 
As  is  appointed  us,  at  Shrewfbury. 
My  father  Glendower  is  not  ready  yet, 
Nor  (hail  we  need  his  help  thefe  fourteen  days  : — 
Within  that  fpace,  you  may  have  drawn  together 
Your  tenants,  friends,  and  neighbouring  gentlemen. 

\7o  Glerido'iver. 

Glend.  A  fhorter  time  mail  fend  me  to  you,  lords, 
And  in  my  conduct  mall  your  ladies  come, 
From  whom  you  now  mufc  fteal,  and  take  no  leave  ; 
For  there  will  be  a  world  of  water  fhed, 
Upon  the  parting  of  your  wives  and  you. 

Hot.  Methinks ,  my  moiety,  north  from  Burton  here, 
In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  yours  : 
See,   how  this  river  comes  me  cranking  in, 
And  cuts  me,  from  the  belt,  of  all  my  land, 
A  huge  half-  moon,  a  monilrous  cantle  out. 
Til  have  the  current  in  this  place  damrn'd  up; 
And  here  the  Imug  and  hlver  Trent  fnall  run, 
In  a  new  channel,  fair  and  evenly  :^ 
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It  fhall  not  wind  with  fuch  a  deep  indent, 
To  rob  me  of  fo  rich  a  bottom  here. 

Glend.  Not  wind  ?  it  fhall,  it  mull ;  you  fee  it  doth. 

Mort.  Yea,  but  mark,  how  he  bears  his  courfe,  and 
runs  me  up 
With  like  advantage  on  the  other  fide ; 
Gelding  the  oppofed  continent  as  much, 
As  on  the  other  fide  it  takes  from  you. 

Wor.  Yea,  but  a  little  charge  will  trench  him  here, 
And  on  this  north  fide  win  this  cape  of  land  ; 
And  then  he  runs  flraight  and  even. 

Hot.  I'll  have  it  fo ;  a  little  charge  will  do  it. 

Glend.  I  will  not  have  it  alter'd. 

Hot.  Will  not  you? 

Glend.  No,  nor  you  fhall  not. 

Hot.  Who  mall  fay  me  nay  ? 

Glend.  Why,  that  will  I. 

Hot.  Let  me  not  underfland  you  then, 
Speak  it  in  Wei  Hi. 

Glend.  I  can  fpeak  Englilh,  lord,  as  well  as  you  ; 
For  I  was  train' d  up  in  tne  Fnglifh  court : 
Where,  being  but  young,  I  framed  to  the  harp 
Many  an  Englilh  ditty,  lovely  well, 
And  gave  the  tongue  a  helpful  ornament; 
A  virtue  that  was  never  feen  in  you. 

Hot.  Marry,  and  I'm  glad  on't  with  all  my  heart ; 
I  had  rather  be  a.kitten  and  cry — mew, 
Than  one  of  thefe  fame  metre  ballad-mongers: 
I  had  rather  hear  a  brazen  candlefhck  turn  d, 
Or  a  dry  wheel  grate  on  the  axle-tree ; 
And  that  would  nothing  fet  my  teeth  on  edge, 
Nothing  fo  much  as  mincing  poetry ; 
*Tis  like  the  forc'd  gait  of  a  ihunling  nag. 

Glend,  Come,  you  ihall  have  Trent  turn'd. 

Hot.  I  do  not  care:  I'll  give  thrice  fo  much  land 
To  any  well-deierving  friend  ; 
But,  in  the  way  of  bargain,  mark  ye  me, 
I'll  civil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair. 
Are  the  indentures  drawn?  fhall  we  be  gone  ? 
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G    ./.  The  moon  mines  fair,  you  may  away  by  night; 
(I'll  haite  the  writer;  and  withal, 
Break  with  your  wives  of  your  departure  hence  : 
I  am  afraid,  my  daughter  will  run  mad, 
So  much  the  doteth  on  her  IViOrtimer.  \ Exit. 

i  Jcrt.  Fie  counn  Percy  !  how  you  crofs  my  father  I 

Hot,  I  cannot  chufe :  fometimes  he  angers  me 
With  telling  me  of  the  moldwarp  and  the  ant, 
Of  the  dreamer  Merlin,  and  his  prophecies  ; 
And  of  a  dragon,  and  a  Enleis  hth,  ^ 
A  clip-wing'd  grihm,  and  a  mcuken  raven, 
A  couching  Hon,  and  a  ramping  cat, 
And  inch  a  deal  of  ikimble-ikamble  ilurT 

As  puts  me  from  my  faith.    I  tell  you  what,  

He  held  me  laft  night  at  the  leafl  nine  hours, 

In  reckoning  up  the  feveral  devil's  names, 

That  were  iiis  lacqueys  :  I  cry'd,  hum, — and  well, 

—go  to,- — 
But  mark'd  him  not  a  word.    O,  he's  as  tedious 
As  a  tired  horfe,  a  railing  wife  ; 
Wcrfe  than  a  imoaky  houfe  : — I  had  rather  live 
With  cheeie  and  garlic,  in  a  windmill,  fkr  ; 
Than  feed  on  cates,  and  have  him  talk  to  me, 
In  any  fummer-houie  in  Chr:::e:idc:n. 

M;rt.  In  faith  he  is  I  very  w  orthy  gentleman  ; 
Exceeding  well  read,  and  pronged 
In  ftrange  concealments ;  valiant  as  a  lien, 
And  wondrous  arrable  ;  and  as  bountiful 
As  mines  of  India.    Shall  I  tell  you,  coufinJ 
He  holds  your  temper  in  a  high  refpect, 
And  curbs  himfelf  even  of  his  natural  icope, 
When  you  do  crofs  his  humour  ;  'faith,  he  does  ; 
I  warrant  you,  that  man  is  not  alive, 
Might  lb  have  tempted  him,  as  you  have  done, 
Without  the  taite  of  danger  and  reproof; 
But  do  not  ufe  it  oft,  let  me  entreat  you. 

Wcr.  In  faith,  my  lord,  you  are  too  wilful-blame: 
And,  ilnce  your  coming  hither,  have  done  enough 
To  put  him  quite  beiide  his  patier.ee. 
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You  mull  needs  learn,  lord,  to  amend  this  fault; 
Though  fometimes  it  mew  greatnefs,  courage,  blood, 
(And  that's  the  dearefl  grace  it  renders  you,) 
Yet  oftentimes  it  doth  prefent  harm  rage, 
Defect  of  manners,  want  of  government, 
Pride,  haughtinefs,  opinion,  and  difdain : 
The  leaft  of  which,  haunting  a  nobleman, 
Lofetli  men's  hearts ;  and  leaves  behind  a  ftain 
Upon  the  beauty  of  all  parts  befides, 
Beguiling  them  of  commendation. 

Hot.  Well,  I  am  fchooi'd  ;  Good  manners  be  your 
fpeed ! 

Here  come  our  wives,  and  let  us  take  our  leave. 
Re-enter  Glendo-zver,  with  the  Ladies. 
Mart.  This  is  the  deadly  fpight  that  angers  me, 
My  wife  can  fpeak  no  Englifh,  1"  no  Welfh. 

Glend.  My  daughter  weeps  ;  fhe  v/ill  not  part  with 
you, 

She'll  be  a  foldier  too,  fhe'll  to  the  wars. 

Mart.  Good  father, tell  her, — fne,  and  my  aunt  Percy, 
Shall  follow  in  your  conducl  fpeedily. 

[  Glendower  f peaks  to  her  in  W djh,  and Jhs 
answers  him  in  the  fame.'] 
Glend.  She's  defperate  here  ;  a  pee  vim  felf-will'd 
harlotry,  one 
That  no  perfuaiion  can  do  good  upon. 

[Lady /peaks  to  Mortimer  in  Weljh. 
Mart.  I  underftand  thy  looks ;  that  pretty  Welfh 
Which  thou  poureft  down  from  thefe  fwelling  heavens  * 
I  am  too  perfect  in ;  and,  but  for  Ihame, 
In  fuch  a  parly  fhouldT  anfwer  thee. 

[  The  lady  again  in  Weljh* 
I  underftand  thy  kiffes,  and  thou  mine, 
And  that's  a  feeling  deputation : 
But  I  will  never  be  a  truant,  love, 
'Till  I  have  learn'd  thy  language ;  for  thy  tongue 
Makes  Welfh  as  fweet  as  ditties  highly  penn'd. 
Sung  by  a  fair  queen  in  a  fummer's  bower, 
Witii  ravifliing  divifion,  to  her  lute, 
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G.:::d.  Nay,  if  you  melt,  then  will  fhe  run  mad. 

\2'helady jp?aks  again  in  Weljh* 

Mart,  O,  I  am  ignorance  icfelf  in  this. 

Glend.  She  bids  vou, 
L  poll  the  wanton  rulhes  lay  you  down,. 
And  reft  your  gentle  head  upon  her  lap, 
And  fhe  will  ring  the  fong  that  pleafeth  you, 
And  on  your  eve-lids  crown  the  god  of  fleep, 
Charming  your  blood  with  pleating  heavinefs ; 
Making  iuch  difference  betwixt  wak«  and  fleep, 
As  is  the  difference  betwixt  day  and  night, 
The  hour  before  the  heavenly-harnefs'd  team 
Begins  his  golden  progrefs  in  the  eait. 

-  fort.  With  all  my  heart  I'll  lit,  and  hear  her  fing : 
By  that  time  will  our  book,  I  think,  be  drawn. 

Glend.  Do  fo ; 
And  thofe  muficians  that  fhall  play  to  you, 
Hang  in  the  air  a  thoufand  leagues  from  hence  ; 
Yet  itraight  thev  mail  be  here ;  lit,  and  attend. 

not.  Come,  Kate,  thou  art  perfect  in  lying  down  :• 
Come,  quick,  quick ;  that  I  may  lay  my  head  in 
thy  lap. 

Lady.  Go,  ye  giddy  goofe.  \  T'.e  xiufic  plays. 

hot.  Now  I  perceive,  the  devil  underllands  Wefih; 
And  'tis  no  marvel,  he  is  fo  humourous. 
By'r-lady,  he's  a  good  muiician. 

Lady.  Then  mould  you  be  nothing  but  mufical ; 
for  you  are  altogether  govern'd  by  humours.  Lie 
fiall,  ye  thief,  and  hear  the  lady  iing  in  Welin. 

Hot\  I  had  rather  hear  Lad;,  mv  brach,  howl  m 
Iriih. 

L^dy.  Would'il  have  thy  head  broken? 
Hot.  No, 

Lad;.  Then  be  ftill. 

litt.  Neither;  'tis  a  woman's  fault. 

Lady.  Now  God  help  thee  ! 

H:t.  To  the  WeUh  lady's  bed. 

Lad}*  What's  that? 

Kct.  Peace  !  (be  unes. 

[  Here  the  lady  fings  a  Weljh  fong. 


M  111. 


KING  HENRY  IV. 


2I5 


Come,  Kate,  I'll  have  your  fong  too. 

Lady.  Not  mine,  in  good  footh. 

Hot.  Not  yours,  in  good  footh !  'Heart,  you  fwear 
like  a  comfit-maker's  wife  !  Not  you,  in  good  footh  ; 
and,  As  true  as  I  live ;  and,  As  God  mail  mend  me; 
and,  As  fure  as  day  :  and  givefl:  fuch  farcenet  furet.y 
for  thy  oaths,  as  if  thou  never  walk'dft  further  than 
Finibury. 

Swear  me,  Kate,  like  a  lady,  as  thou  art, 
A  good  mouth-filling  oath !  and  leave  in  footh, 
And  fuch  protelts  of  pepper  ginger-bread, 
To  velvet  guards,  and  Sunday-citizens. 
Come,  iing. 

Lady.  I  will  not  iing. 

Hot.  'Tis  the  next  way  to  turn  tailor,  or  be  Red- 
breafl  teacher.  An  the  indentures  be  drawn,  I'll 
away  within  thefe  two  hours ;  and  fo  come  in  when 
ye  will.  [Exit. 

Glend.  Come,  come,  lord  Mortimer;  you  are 
as  flow, 

As  hot  lord  Percy  is  on  fire  to  go. 

By  this,  our  book  is  drawn ;  we  will  but  feal, 

And  then  to  horfe  immediately. 

Mort.  With  all  my  heart.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

The  prefence-ch  amber  in  Windfor. 
Enter  King  Henry ,  Prince  of  Wales,  Lords  and  others. 
K.  Henry.  Lords,  give  us  leave ;  the  Prince  of 
Wales  and  I 
Muft  have  fome  private  conference :  But  be  near 
At  hand,  for  we  mall  prefently  have  need  of  you. — 

[Exeunt  Lords, 
I  know  not  whether  God  will  have  it  fo, 
For  fome  difplealing  fervice  I  have  done, 
That,  in  his  feeret  doom,  out  of  my  blood 
He'll  breed  revengement  and  a  fcourge  for  me  : 
But  thoudoft,  in  thy  paffages  of  life, 
Make  me  believe, — that  thou  art  only  mark'd 
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For  the  hot  vengeance  and  the  rod  of  heaven, 

To  punifh  my  rnif-treadings.    Tell  me  elfe, 

Couid  fuch  inordinate,  and  low  deiires, 

Such  poor,  fuch  bare,  fuch  lewd,  fuch  mean  attempts, 

Such  barren  pleafures,  rudefociety, 

As  thou  art  match'd  withal,  and  grafted  to, 

Accompany  the  greatnefs  of  thy  blood, 

And  hold  their  level  with  thy  princely  heart  ? 

P.  Henry.  So  pieafe  your  majerly,  I  would,  I  could 
Quit  all  oifences  with  as  clear  excufe 
As  well  as,  I  am  doubtlefsj  I  can  purge 
Myfelf  of  many  I  am  charg'd  withal ; 
Yet  fuch  extenuation  let  me  beg, 
As,  in  reproof  of  many  tales  devis'd. — 
Which  oft  the  ear  of  greatnefs  needs  mttft  hear, — 
By  fmiling  pick-thanks  and  bale  news-mongers, 
I  may,  for  fome  things  true,  wherein  my  youth 
liath  faulty  wander5 d  and  irregular, 
Find  pardon  on  my  true  mbmifllon. 

K.  Henry.  Heaven  pardon  thee : — yet  let  me  wonder, 
Harry, 

At  thy  afreeiions,  which  do  hold  a  wing 

Quite  from  the  flight  of  all  thy  aiveefiors. 

Thy  phce  in  council  thou  halt  redely  loft, 

Which  by  thy  younger  brother  is  fuppiy'd ; 

And  art  almo&  an  alien  to  the  hearts 

Of  all  the  court  and  princes  cf  my  blood : 

The  hope  and  expedition  of  thy  time 

Is  ruin'd  ;  and  the  foul  of  every  man 

Prophetically  does  fc re-thin!:  thy  fall. 

Had  I  Co  lavilh  of  my  preience  been, 

So  common-hack  aey  d  in  the  eyes  of  men, 

So  Hale  and  cheap  to  vulgar  company  ; 

Opinion,  that  did  aelp  me  to  the  crftwfi, 

Had  rail  kept  loyal  to  poileflicn  ; 

And  left  me  in  reputelefs  bani&ment. 

A  fellow  of  no  mark,  nor  likelihood. 

By  being  feldoni  feen,  I  could  not  icir, 

j]ut/'k.ke  a  cornet^  I  was  wondei'd  at: 
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That  men  would  tell  their  children,  •  This  is  he 
Others  would  lay,  f  Where?  which  is  Bolingbroke 
And  then  I  Hole  all  courtefy  from  heaven, 
And  drefs'd  myfelf  in  fuch  humility. 
That  I  did  pluck  allegiance  from  men's  heart  s, 
Loud  lliouts  and  falutations  from  their  mouths, 
Even  in  the  prefence  of  the  crowned  king. 
Thus  did  I  keep  my  perfon  frem,  and  new  ; 
My  prefence,  like  a  robe  pontifical, 
Ne'er  feen  but  wonder'd  at:  and  fo  my  fcate, 
Seldom,  but  fumptuous,  mewed  like  a  feait ; 
And  won,  by  rarenefs,  fuch  folemnity. 
The  Ikipping  king,  he  ambled  up  and  down 
With  (hallow  jeflers,  and  ram  bavin  wits, 
Soon  kindled,  and  foon  burnt :  carded  his  Hate  ! 
Mingled  his  royalty  with  carping  fools ; 
Had  his  great  name  profaned  with  their  fcorns  ; 
And  gave  his  countenance  againft  his  name, 
To  laugh  at  gybing  boys,  and  Hand  the  pulh 
Of  every  beardlefs  vain  comparative  : 
Grew  a  companion  to  the  common  ftreets, 
.Enfeoff' d  himfelf  to  popularity: 
That  being  daily  fwallow'd  by  men's  eyes, 
They  furfeited  with  honey  ;  and  began 
To  loath  the  tafte  of  fweetnefs,  whereof  a  little 
More  than  a  little  is  by  much  too  much. 
So  when  he  had  occahon  to  be  feen, 
He  was  but  as  the  cuckow  is  in  June, 
Heard,  not  regarded;  feen,  but  with  fuch  eyes, 
As,  fick  and  blunted  with  community, 
Afford  no  extraordinary  gaze, 
Such  as  is  bent  on  fun- like  majeity 
When  it  fhines  feldom  in  admiring  eyes : 
But  rather  drowz'd,  and  hung  their  eye-lids  down 
Slept  in  his  face,  and  render' d  fuch  afpecl 
As  cloudy  men  ufe  to  their  adversaries  ; 
Being  with  his  pretence  glutted,  gorg'd,  and  full. 
And  in  that  very  line,  Barry,  ftand'il  th©y  : 
For  thou  hail  loft  thy  princely  privilege, 
Vol.  IV.  T 
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With  vile  participation;  not  an  eve 

But  is  a-weary  of  thy  common  fight, 

Save  mine,  which  hath  deiir'd  to  fee  thee  more; 

Which  now  doth  what  I  would  hot  have  it  do, 

Make  blind  itfeif  with  fooliih  tendernefs. 

P.  Henry.  I  thai]  hereafter,  my  thrice  gracious  lord, 
Be  more  myfelf. 

K.  Henry.  For  all  the  world, 
As  thou  art  to  this  hour,  was  Richard  then 
When  I  from  France  let  foot  at  Ravsnipurg  ; 
And  even  as  I  was  then,  is  Percy  now. 
Now  by  my  fceptre,  and  my  foul  to  boot, 
He  hath  more  worthy  intereft  to  the  ftate, 
Than  thou,  the  fhadcw  of  fucceiiion  : 
For,  of  no  right,  nor  colour  like  to  right, 
He  doth  fJl  fields  with  harnefs  in  the  realm; 
Turns  head  againil  the  lion's  armed  jaws  ; 
And,  being  no  more  in  debt  to  years  than  ihou. 
Leads  ancient  lords  and  reverend  bifhops  on, 
To  bloody  battles,  and  to  broifing  arms. 
What  never-dT  in£  honour  hath  he  got 
Againil  renowned  Douglas :  whole  high  deeds, 
Whofe  hot  mcurfibnsi  and  great  name  in  arms, 
Holds  frem  all  foldiers  chief  majority, 
And  military  title  capital, 

Through  all  the  kingdoms  that  acknowledge  Chriil: 

Thrice  hath  this  Hotfjrar  Mars  in  iwathing  cloaths, 

This  infant  warrior,  in  his  enterprizes 

Diicomhted  grear  Douglas;  ta;en  him  once, 

Enlarged  him.  and  mace  a  friend  of  him, 

To  fill  the  mouth  of  deep  defiance  up, 

And  fhake  the  peace  and  fefety  cf  our  throne. 

And  what  fay  you  to  this r  Percy,  Northumberland, 

Thearchbifnop's  grace  of  York,  Douglas,  Mortimer, 

Capitulate  againfi  us,  and  are  up. 

But  wherefore  do  I  tell  thefe  news  to  thee  ? 

Why,  Karry,  do  I  tell  thee  of  my  foes* 

Which  art  mv  near'ft  and  dearer!  enem}  ? 

Thou  that  art  like  enough, — tnrcug  i  vaffij  fear, 
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Bafe  inclination,  and  the  ftart  of  fpleen,  

To  fight  againil  me  under  Percy's  pay, 
To  dog  his  heels,  and  curt'fy  at  his  frowns, 
To  (hew  how  much  thou  art  degenerate. 

P.  Henry.  Do  not  think  fo,  you  fhall  not  find  it  fo; 
And  heaven  forgive  them,  that  fo  much  have  fway'd 
Your  majefty's  good  thoughts  away  from  me  ! 
I  will  redeem  all  this  on  Percy's  head,  • 
And,  in  the  clofing  of  fome  glorious  day, 
Be  bold  to  tell  you,  that  I  am  your  fon  : 
When  I  will  wear  a  garment  ail  of  blood, 
And  ftain  my  favours  in  a  bloody  rnafk, 
Which,  walh'd  away,  foall  fcour  my  fhame  with  it, 
And  that  fhall  be  the  day,  when'er  it  lights, 
That  this  fame  child  of  honour  and  renown, 
This  gallant  Hotfpur,  this  all-praifed  knight, 
And  your  unthought-of  Harry,  chance  to  meet: 
For  every  honour  fitting  on  his  helm, 
Would  they  were  multitudes ;  and  on  my  head 
My  fhames  redoubled  !  for  the  time  will  come, 
That  I  fhall  make  this  northern  youth  exchange 
His  glorious  deeds  for  my  indignities. 
Percy  is  but  my  faclor,  good  my  lord, 
To  engrofs  up  glorious  deeds  on  my  behalf! 
And  I  will  call  him  to  fo  ftricl  account, 
That  he  fhall  render  every  glory  up, 
Yea,  even  the  fiightefl  worfhip  of  his  time, 
Or  I  will  tear  the  reckoning  from  his  heart. 
This,  in  the  name  of  God,  I  promife  here  : 
The  which  if  he  be  pleas'd  I  fhall  perform, 
I  do  befeech  your  majefly,  may  falve 
The  long-grown  wounds  of  my  intemperance  : 
If  not,  the  end  of  lffe  cancels  ,  all  bands  ; 
And  I  will  die  a  hundred  thoufand  deaths, 
Ere  break  the  fmallefl  parcel  of  this  vow. 

K.  Henry.  A  hundred  thoufand  rebels  die  in  this : — 
Thou  malt  have  charge,  and  fovereign  truil  herein. 
Enter  Blunt. 

How  now,  good  Blunt?  thy  looks  are  full  of  fpeed. 
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Blunt.  So  is  the  bufmefs  that  I  come  to  fpeak  of. 
Lord  Mortimer  of  Scotland  hath  fent  word, — 
That  Douglas,  and  the  Englifh  rebels  met, 
The  eleventh  of  this  month,  at  Shrewfbury  : 
A  mighty  and  a  fearful  head  they  are, 
If  promifes  be  kept  on  every  hand, 
As  ever  offer'd  foul  play  in  a  ftate. 

K.  Henry,  The  earl  of  W  eftmoreland  fet  forth  to-day; 
With  him  my  fon,  lord  John  of  Lancafler; 
For  this  advertifement  is  five  days  old,: — 
On  Wednefday  next,  Harry,  thou  malt  fet  forward  : 
On  Thurfday,  we  ourfelves  will  march  : 
Our  meeting  is  Bridgnorth :  and,  Harry,  you 
Shall  march  through  Glofterfhire  ;  by  which  account, 
Our  bufmefs  valued,  fome  twelve  days  hence 
Our  general  forces  at  Bridgnorth  mall  meet. 
Our  hands  are  full  of  bufmefs :  let's  away  ; 
Advantage  feeds  him  fat,  while  men  delay.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
7 he  Bear' s -head  Tavern  in  Eaft-Cheap. 
Enler  Faljlaff>  and  Bar  do! ph. 
Fal.  Bardolph,  am  1  not  fallen  away  vilely  fince 
this  laft  adion  ?  do  I  not  bate  ?  do  I  not  dwindle  ?  Why, 
my  fkin  hangs  about  me  like  an  old  lady's  loofe  gown; 
I  am  withered  like  an  old  apple- John.    Well,  I'll  re- 
pent, and  that  fuddenly,  while  I  am  in  fome  liking ; 
I  mall  be  cut  of  heart  mortly,  and  then  I  mall  have  no 
ftrength  to  repent.  An  I  have  not  forgotten  what  the 
infide  of  a  church  is  made  of,  I  arn  a  pepper-corn,  a 

brewer's  horfe;  the  infide  of  a  church:  Company, 

villainous  company,  hath  been  the  fpoil  of  me. 

Bard.  Sir  John,  you  are  fo  fretful,  you  cannot  live  long. 

Fal.  Why,  there  is  it : — come  ling  me  a  bawdy  fong; 
make  me  merry.  I  was  as  virtuouiiy  given,  as  a  gen- 
tleman need  to  be;  virtuous  enough:  iwore  little;  dic'df 
not  above  feven  times  a  week;  went  to  a  bawdy-home, 
not  above  once  in  a  quarter — ofan  hour;  paid  money 
that  I  borrowed,  three  or  four  times ;  liv'd  welt,  and 
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in  good  compafs ;  and  now  I  live  out  of  all  order,  out 
of  all  compafs. 

Bard.  Why,  you  are  fo  fat,  Sir  John,  that  you  muft 
needs  be  out  of  all  compafs;  out  of  all  reafonable  com- 
pafs, Sir  John. 

FaL  Do  thou  amend  thy  face,  and  I'll  amend  my 
life  :  thou  art  our  admiral,  thou  beareft  the  lanthorn 
in  the  poop, — but  'tis  in  the  nofe  of  thee ;  thou  art 
the  knight  of  the  burning  lamp. 

Bard.  Why,  Sir  John,  my  face  does  you  no  harm. 

FaL  No,  I'll  be  fworn ;  I  make  as  good  ufe  of  it 
asmanyaman  doth  of  a  death's  head,  or  memento  mori: 
I  never  fee  thy  face,  but  I  think  upon  hell-fire,  and 
Dives  that  lived  in  purple;  for.  there  he  is  in  his  robes, 
burning,  burning. — If  thou  wert  any  way  given  to 
virtue,  I  would  fvvear  by  thy  face  ;  my  oath  mould  be, 
By  this  fire  :  but  thou  art  altogether  given  over ;  and 
wert  indeed,  but  for  the  light  in  thy  face,  the  Ton  of 
utter  darknefs.  When  thou  ran'ft  up  Gads-hill  in  the 
night  to  catch  my  horfe,  if  I  did  not  think  thou  had'ft 
been  an  ignis  fatuus,  or  a  ball  of  wild-fire,  there's  no 
purchafe  in  money.  O,  thou  art  a  perpetual  triumph, 
an  everlafdng  bonfire  light !  Thou  haft  faved  me  a 
thoufand  marks  in  links  and  torches,  walking  with 
thee  in  the  night  betwixt  tavern  and  tavern  ;  but  the 
fack  that  thou  hail  drunk  me,  would  have  bought  me 
lights  as  good  cheap,  at  the  deareft  chandler's  in  Eu- 
rope. I  have  maintained  that  falamander  of  yours 
with  fire  any  time  this  two  and  thirty  years ;  Heaven 
reward  me  for  it  1 

Bard.  'Sbiood,  I  would  my  face  were  in  your  belly ! 

FaL  God-a-mercy  !  fo  mould  I  be  fure  to  be  heart- 
burn'd. 

Enter  Lqftefs. 

How  now,  dame  Pardet  the  hen  ?  have  you  enquired 
yet,  who  pick'd  my  pocket  ? 

r  eft.  Why,  Sir  John,  what  do  you  think,  Sir  John? 
Do  you  think  I  keep  thieves  in  my  houfe?  I  have 
featch'd,  I  have  enquir'd,  fohas  my  hufband,  man  by 
T  2 
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man,  boy  by  boy,  fervant  by  fervant :  the  tithe  of  a 
hair  was  never  loft  in  my  houfe  before. 

Fal.  You  lie,  hoftefs ;  Bardolpli  was  ftiav'd,  and 
loft  many  a  hair  :  and  I'll  be  fworn,  my  pocket  was 
pick'd :  Goto,  you  are  a  woman,  go. 

Heft.  Who  I  ?  I  defy  thee :  I  was  never  calPd  fo 
in  mine  own  houfe  before. 

Fal.  Go  to,  I  know  you  well  enough. 

Hoft.  No,  Sir  John;  you  donotknow  me.  Sir  John: 
I  know  you,  Sir  John  :  you  owe  me  money.  Sir  John, 
and  now  you  pick  a  quarrel  to  beguile  me  of  jt:  I 
bought  you  a  dozen  of  Ihirts  to  your  back. 

Fal.  Dowlas,  filthy  dowlas :  I  have  given  them  away 
to  bakers'  wives,  and  theyhavemade  bolters  of  them. 

Heft.  Now,  as  I  am  a  true  woman,  hoiland  of  eight 
millings  an  ell.  You  owe  money  here  beftdes,  Sir 
John,  for  your  diet,  and  by-drinkings ;  and  money 
lent  you,  four  and  twenty  pounds. 

Fal.  He  had  his  part  of  it;  let  him  pay. 

Hoft.  He  ?  alas,  he  is  poor  ;  he  hath  nothing. 

Fa!.  How  !  poor  ?  look  upon  his  face  ;  what  call 
you  rich  ?  let  them  coin  his  nofe,  let  them  coin  his 
cheeks ;  I'll  not  pay  a  denier.  What,  will  you  make 
a  younker  of  me  ?  mall  I  not  take  mine  eafe  in  mine 
inn,  but  i  mall  have  my  pocket  pick'd  ?  I  have  loft  a 
feal  ring  of  my  grandfather's,  worth  forty  mark. 

Hoft.  O,  I  have  heard  the  prince  tell  him,  I  know 
not  how  oft,  that  the  ring  was  copper. 

Fat.  How !  the  prince  is  a  Jack,  a  fneak-cup ;  and,  if 
he  were  here,  I  would  cudgel  him  like  a  dog,  if  he 
would  fay  fo. 

Enter  Prince  Henry,  and  Pains,  marching  ;  and  Falftaff 
meet:  them,  playing  on  his  truncheon,  like  a  fife. 

Fal.  How  now,  lad?  is  the  wind  in  that  door,  i'faith? 
muft  we  all  march? 

Bard.  Yea,  two  and  two,  Newgate-fafhion. 
Hoft.  My  lord,  I  pray  you,  hear  me. 
F.Henry.  What  fay 'ft  thou,  miftrefs  Quickly? 
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How  does  thy  hufband?  I  love  him  well,  he  is  anho- 
neii  man. 

Hoft.  Good  my  lord,  hear  me. 

Fa!.  Pr'ythee,  let  her  alone,  and  life  to  mc. 

P.  Henrp  What  fay'ft  thou,  jack  ? 

Fal.  The  other  night  I  fell  alleep  here  behind  the 
arras,  and  had  my  pocket  pick'd :  this  Louie  is  turn'd 
bawdy-houfe,  they  pick  pockets. 

P. Henry.  What  didfl  thou  lofe,  Jack? 

FaL  Wilt  thou  believe  me,  Hal?  three  or  four 
bonds  of  forty  pound  a-piece,  and  a  feal-rmg  of  my 
grandfather- s. 

P.  Henry.  A  trifle,  fome  eight-penny  matter. 

Hoft.  So  I  told  him,  my  lord ;  and  I  f  dd  ,  I  heard  your 
grace  fay  fo;  And,  my  lord,  he  fpeaks  moft  vilely  of 
you,  like  a  foul-mouth'd  man  as  he  is;  and  faid, 
he  would  cudgel  you. 

P.  Henry.  What!  he  did  not? 

Hoft.  There's  neither  faith,  truths  nor  womanhood 
in  me  elfe. 

Fal.  There's  no  more  faith  in  thee  than  inallew'd 
prune  ;  nor  no  more  truth  in  thee,  than  in  a  drawn  fox ; 
and  forewoman-hood,  maid  Marian  may  be  the  depu- 
ty's wife  of  the  ward  to  thee.    Go,  you  thing,  go. 

Hoft.  Say,  what  thing?  what  thing  ! 

FaL  What  thing?  why,  a  thing  to  thank  God  on. 

Hoft.  I  am  no  thing  to  thank  God  on,  I  would  thou 
mould' it  know  it ;  I  am  an  honeft  mm?s  wife ;  and,  fet- 
ting  tb  y  knighthood  afide ,  t  hou  art  a  knave  to  call  me  fo. 

FaL  Setting  thy  womanhood  afide,  thou  art  a  beail 
to  f  ry  otKerwne. 

Heft.  Say,  what  bead,  thou  knave  thou  ? 

FaL  What  bead?  why,  an  otter? 

P,  Henry.  An  otter,  Sir  John;  why  an  otter  ? 

FaL  Why  ?  (he's  neither  nih,  nor  fiefh ;  a  man 
knows  not  where  to  have  her. 

Hoft.  Thou  art  an  unjuft  man  in  faying  Co  ;  thou  or 
any  man  knows  where  to  have  me,  thou  knave  thou! 
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P.  Henry.  Thou  fay 'It  true,  hoftefs ;  and  he  {lan- 
ders thee  mo  ft  grofsly. 

Heft.  So  he  doth  you,  my  lord  ;  and  faid  this  other 
day,  you  ought  him  a  thoufand  pound. 

P.  Henry.  Sirrah,  do  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound? 

Fal.  A  thoufand  pound,  Hal?  a  million:  thy  love 
is  worth  a  million  ;  thou  ow'ft  me  thy  love. 

Haft.  Nay,  my  lord,  he  call'd  youjack,  and  faid, 
he  would  cudgel  you. 

Fal.  Did  I,  Bardolph  ? 

Bard.  Indeed,  fir  John,  you  faid  fo. 

Fal.  Yea,  if  he  faid,  my  ring  was  copper. 

P.  Henry.  I  fay,  'tis  copper:  Dar'ft.thou  be  as 
good  as  thy  word  now  ? 

Fal.  Why,  Hal,  thou  know'fc,  as  thou  art  but 
man,  I  dare  ;  but,  as  thou  art  prince,  I  fear  thee,  as 
I  fear  the  roaring  of  the  lion's  whelp. 

P.  Henry.  And  why  not,  as  the  lion  ? 

Fal.  The  king  himfelf  is  to  be  fear'd  as  the  lion : 
Doll;  thou  think,  I'll  fear  thee  as  I  fear  thy  father? 
nay,  an  if  I  do,  let  my  girdle  break  ! 

P.  Henry.  O,  if  it  mould,  how  would  thy  guts  fall 
about  thy  knees !  But,  firrah,  there's  no  room  for 
faith,  truth,  nor  honelty,  in  this  bofom  of  thine !  it  is 
all  filled  up  with  guts  ,  and  midriff. — Charge  an  honeft. 
woman  with  picking  thy  pocket!  Why,  thou  whore- 
fon,  impudent,  imbofs'd  rafcal,  if  there  were  any 
thing  in  thy  pocket  but  tavern  reckonings,  memo- 
randums of  bawdy-houies,  and  cue  poor  penny-worth 
of  fugar-candy  to  make  thee  iong-winded :  if  thy 
pocket  were  enrich'd  with  any  other  injuries  but  thefe 
I  am  a  villain.  And  yet  you  will  Hand  to  it ;  you 
will  not  pocket  up  wrong  :  Art  thou  not  afham'd  ! 

FaL  Doit  thou  hear,  Hal?  thou  know 'if  in  the  Mate 
of  innocency,  Adam  fell ;  and  what  mould  poor  Jack 
Fajftaff  do,  in  the  days  of  villainy?  Thou  feelt,  I  have 
moreflefh  than  another  man ;  and  therefore  more  frail- 
ty ; — — -You  confefs  then,  you  pick'd  my  pocket  ? 

P.  Henry.  It  appears  fo  by  the  ftory. 
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Fal.  Hoftefs,  I  forgive  thee :  Go,  make  ready  break- 
faft ;  love  thy  hulband,  look  to  thy  fervants,  and  che- 
rifh  thy  guefts ;  thou  malt  find  me  tradable  to  any  ho- 
neft  reafon;  thou  feeft  I  am  pacify'd — Still? — Nay,  I 
pr'ythee,  be  gone.  [Exit  Hoftefs. 

Now,  Hal,  to  the  news  at  court :  for  the  robbery, 
lad,- — Kow  is  that  anivver'd  ? 

P.  Henry.  O  my  fweet  beef,  I  muft  ftill  be  good 
angel  to  thee  : — The  money  is  paid  back  again. 

Fal.  O,  I  do  not  like  that  paying  back,  'tis  a 
double  labour. 

P.  Henry.  I  am  good  friends  with  my  father,  and 
may  do  any  thing. 

Fal.  Rob  me  the  exchequer  the  iirfb  thing  thou 
doit,  and  do  it  with  unwauVd  hands  too. 

Bard.  Do,  my  lord. 

P.  Henry.  I  haveprocur'd  thee,  jack,  acharge  of  foot. 

Pal.  I  would  it  had  been  of  horfe.  Where  ihall  I 
find  one  that  can  fteal  well?  O  for  a  fine  thief,  of  two 
and  twenty,  or  thereabouts!  I  am  heinoully  unprovi- 
ded. Well,  god  be  thanked  for  thefe  rebels,  they  of- 
fend none  but  tfie  virtuous ;  I  laud  them,  I  praife  them. 

P.  Henry.  Bardojph,  

Bard.  My  lord. 

P.  Henry.  Go  bear  this  letter  to  lord  John  of  Lancaster, 
My  brother  John ;  this  to  my  lord  of  W eitmoreland. — 
Go,  Poms,,  to  horfe,  to  horfe ;  for  thou  and  I 
Have  thirty  miles  to  ride  ere  dinner-time. — 
Jack, 

Meet  me  to-morrow  in  the  Temple-hall 

At  two  o'clock  i'  the  afternoon  : 

There  ihalt  thou  know  thy  charge;  and  there  receive 

Money,  and  order  for  their  furniture. 

The  land  is  burning  ;  Percy  Hands  on  high  ; 

And  either  they,  or  we,  muft  lower  lie. 

[  Extant  Prince ,  Pain:,  and  Bard. 
Pal.  Rere  words  !   brave  world  ! — Hoftefs,  my 
break  flit ;  come  :— • 

O,  i  could  with  this  tavern  were  my  drum.     [ Exit. 
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ACT    im      SCENE  L 

The  Camp  near  Shyezvfiury. 
Enter  Hotfpury  J¥orcejter>  and  Douglas. 

Hot.  TI  TELL  faid  mv  noble  Scot :  if  fpeaking 
V\  truth, 
In  this  fine  age,  were  not  thought  flattery, 
Such  attribution  mould  the  Douglas  r^ave, 
As  not  aToldier  of  this  feafon's  Itamp 
Should  go  fo  general  current  through  the  world. 
By  heaven,  I  cannot  flatter  ;  I  defy 
The  tongues  of  foothers  ;  but  a  braver  place 
In  my  heart's  love,  hath  no  man  thai  yourfelf  : 
Nay,  talk  me  to  my  word  ;  approve  me,  lord. 

Doug.  Thou  art  the  king  of  honour  : 
No  man  fo  potent  breathes  upon  the  ground, 
But  I  will  beard  him. 

Hot.  Do  fo,  and  'tis  well  : — 

Enter  a  Mejjenger. 

What  letters  haft  thou  there  ? — I  can  but  thank  you. 

Mefs.  Thefe  letters  come  from  your  father. 

Hot.  Letters  from  him !  why  comes  he  not  himfelf  > 

MeJ/'.  He  cannot  come,  my  lord  ;  he's  grievous  nek. 

Hot.  'Zounds  !  how  has  he  the  leifure  to  be  rick, 
In  fuch  a  juftiing  time  r  Who  leads  his  power  ? 
Under  whofe  government  come  they  along  : 

Mejf.  Kis  letters  bear  his  mind,  not  I. 

Hot.  His  mind  ! 

Wcr.  I  pr'ythee,  tell  me,  doth  he  keep  his  bed  ? 

Mef.  He  did,  my  lord,  four  -lays  ere  i  let  forth  ; 
And,  at  the  time  of  my  departure  thence, 
He  was  much  fear'd  by  his  phyficians. 

TVcr.  I  would,  the  (late  of  time  had  firft  been  whole, 
Ere  he  by  iickneis  had  been  viiited  ; 
His  health  was  never  better  worth  than  now. 

Hot.  Sick  now !  droop  now !  this  ficknefs  doth  infect 
The  very  . life-blood  of  our  enterprize  ; 
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5Tis  catching  hither,  even  to  our  camp.  

He  writes  me  here, — that  inward  ficknefs — 

And  that  his  friends  by  deputation  could  not 

So  foon  be  drawn  ;  nor  did  he  think  it  meet, 

To  lay  fo  dangerous  and  dear  a  trull 

On  any  foul  remov'd,  but  on  his  own. 

Yet  doth  he  give  us  bold  advertifement, — 

That  with  our  frnall  conjunction,  we  ihould  on, 

To  fee  how  fortune  js  difpos'd  to  us  : 

For,  as  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailing  now; 

Becaufe  the  king  is  certainly  pciTeiYd 

Of  all  our  purpofes.    What  fay  you  to  it  ? 

Wor.  Your  father's  ficknefs  is  a  maim  to  us. 

Hot.  A  perilous  gafh,  a  very  limb  lopt  olt : — 
And  yet,  in  faith,  'tis  not ;  his  prefent  want 
Seems  more  than  we  mall  find  it  : — Were  it  good. 
To  let  the  exacl  wealth  of  all  our  ftates 
All  at  one  call  ?  to  fet  fo  rich  a  main 
On  the  nice  hazard  of  one  doubtful  hour  ? 
It  were  not  good  :  for  therein  ihould  we  read 
The  very  bottom  and  the  foul  of  hope  ; 
The  very  lift,  the  very  utmoft  bound  / 
Of  all  our  fortunes. 

Doug.  Faith,  and  fo  we  ihould  ; 
Where  nowr  remains  a  iweet  reverfion  : 
•  We  may  boldly  fpend  upon  the  hope  of  what 
Is  to  come  in  : 

A  comfort  of  retirement  lives  in  this. 

Hot.  A  rendezvous,  a  home  to  fly  unto, 
If  that  the  devil  and  mifchance  look  big 
Upon  the  maidenhead  of  our  affairs. 

IVor.  But  yet,  I  would  your  father  had  been  here. 
The  quality  and  hair  of  our  attempt 
Brooks  no  divifion  :  It  will  be  thought 
Ey  fome,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away, 
That  wifdom,  loyalty,  and  mere  diflike 
Of  our  proceedings,  kept  the  earl  from  hence  ; 
And  think,  how  fuch  an  appr^henfion 
May  turn  the  tide  cf  fearful  faction, 
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And  breed,  a  kind  of  querrion  in  our  caufc: 

For,  well  you  know,  we  of  the  offering  f  de 

Mull  keep  aloof  from  flrict.  arbitrement ; 

And  Hop"  all  fight-holes,  every  loop  from  whence 

The  eye  of  reafon  may  pry  in  upon  us  ; 

This  ahfence  of  your  father's  draws  a  curtain* 

That  mews  the  ignorant  a  kind  of  fear 

Before  not  dreamt  of. 

Hot.  You  itrain  too  far. 
I,  rather  of  his  abfence  make  this  ufe  . 
It  lends  a  luflre,  and  more  great  opinion, 
A  larger  dare  to  our  great  enterprize, 
Than  if  the  earl  were  here  :  for  men  muil  think, 
If  we,  without  his  help,  can  make  a  head 
To  pufh  againft  the  kingdom  ;  with  his  help, 
We  mail  overturn  it  topfy-turvy  down. — 
Yet  all  goes  well,  yet  all  our  joints  are  whole. 

Dag.  As  heart  can  think:  there  is  not  fiich  a  word 
Spoke  of  in  Scotland,  as  this  term  of  fear. 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Vernon* 
Hot.  My  coulin  Vernon  !  welcome,  by  my  foul. 
Ver.  Pray  God,  my  news  be  worth  a  welcome,  lord. 
The  earl  of  Wefhnoreland,  feven  thoufand  iircng, 
Is  marching  hither  wards  :  with  him  prince  Jch'o. 

Hot.  No  harm  :  what  more  ? 

Ver.  And  farther,  I  have  leam'd^ 
The  king  himfelf  in  perfon  is  let  forth, 
Or  hitherwards  intended  fpeedity. 
With  ftrorig  and  mighty  preparation. 

Hot,  He  fhall  be  welcome  too.    Where  is  his  ion, 
The  nimble-footed  mad-eap  prince  cf  Wales, 
And  his  comrades,  that  dafFd  the  world  ahde, 
And  bid  it  pais  ? 

Ver.  All  furnifh'd,  all  in  ams, 
All  plum'd  like  eftridges,  th;  t  with  the  wind 
Bated  like  eagles  having  la  el]  bath'd : 
Glittering  in  golden  coats,  like  images : 
As  full  of  fpirit  as  the  month  of  May. 
And  gorgeous  as  the  fun  at  rnidfumnier ; 
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Wanton  as  youthful  goats,  wild  as  young  bulls. 
I  faw  young  Harry, — with  his  beaver  en, 
His  cuiffes  on  his  thighs,  gallantly  arm'd, — 
Rife  from  the  ground  like  feather'd  Mercury, 
And  vaulted  with  fuch  eafe  into  his  feat, 
As  if  an  angel  dropt  down  from  the  clouds, 
To  turn  and  wind  a  fiery  PegaiTus, 
And  witch  the  world  with  noble  horfemanfhip. 
Hot.  No  more,  no  more  ;  worfe  than  the  fun  in 
March, 

This  praife  doth  nourifh  agues.    Let  them  come; 
They  come  like  facrifices  in  their  trim, 
And  to  the  fire-ey'd  maid  of  fmoky  war, 
Ail  hot,  and  bleeding,  will  we  offer  them  : 
The  mailed  Mars  fhall  on  his  altar  fit, 
Up  to  the  ears  in  blood.    I  am  on  fire, 
To  hear  this  rich  reprifal  is  fo  nigh. 
And  yet  not  ours : — Come,  let  me  take  my  horfe, 
Who  is  to  bear  me,  like  a  thunder-bolt, 
Againft  the  bofom  of  the  prince  of  Wales; 
Harry  to  Harry  mall,  and  horfe  to  horfe — — 
Meet,  and  ne'er  part,  till  one  drop  down  a  corfc. 
O,  that  Glendower  were  come  ! 

Ver.  There  is  more  news : 
I  learn'd  in  Worceiter,  as  I  rode  along, 
He  cannot  draw  his  power  this  fourteen  days. 

Dong.  That's  the  woril  tidings  that  I  hear  of  yet* 

Wor.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  that  bears  a  frolly  found,, 

Hot.  What  may  the  king's  whole  battle  reach  unto  ? 

Ver.  To  thirty  thoufand. 

Hot.  Forty  let  it -be  ; 
My  father  and  Glendow  er  being  both  away, 
The  powers  of  us  may  ferve  fo  great  a  day. 
Come,  let  us  take  a  mufter  fpeediiy  : 
Doomfday  is  near  ;  die  all,  die  merrily. 

Doug.  Talk  not  of  dying;  I  am  out  of  fear 
Of  death,  or  death's  hand,  for  this  one  half  year. 

\  Exeunt, 
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S    C    E    N    E       I  I. ' 

A  public  road  near  Coventry. 

Enter  Falftajf  and  Bardolph, 
FaL  Bardolph,  get  thee  before  to  Coventry;  fill  me 
a  bottle  of  fack  :  our  foldiers  fhall  march  through  ; 
we'll  to  Sutton -Collield  to  night. 

Bard.  Will  you  give  me  money,  captain? 
FaL  Lay  out,  lay  out. 
Bard.  This  bottle  makes  an  angel. 
FaL  An  it  do,  take  it  for  thy  labour ;  and  if  it 
make  twenty,  take  them  all,  I'll  anfvver  the  coinage. 
Bid  my  lieutenant  Peto  meet  me  at  the  town's  end. 
Bard.  I  will,  captain  ;  farewell.  [Exit. 
FaL  If  I  be  not  afham'd  of  my  foldiers,  I  am  a 
foucM  gurnet.  I  have  mif-us'd  the  king's  prefs  damn- 
ably.   I  have  got,  in  exchange  of  a  hundred  and 
fifty  foldiers,  three  hundred  and  odd  pounds.  I  prefs 
me  none  but  good  houiholders,  yeomen's  fons ;  enquire 
me  out  contracted  batchelors,  fuch  as  had  been  afk'd 
twice  on  the  bans ;  fuch  a  commodity  of  warm  fiaves, 
as  had  as  lief  hear  the  devil  as  a  drum ;  fuch  as  fear  the 
report  of  a  caliver,  worfe  than  a  ftruck  fowl,  or  a  hurt 
wild-duck,— I  preft  me  none  but  fuch  toails  and  butter, 
with  hearts  in  their  bellies  no  bigger  than  pins'  heads, 
and  they  have  bought  out  their  iervices ;  and  now  my 
whole  charge  confifta  of  ancients,  corporals ♦  lieute- 
nants, gentlemen  of  companies,  Haves  as  ragged  as 
Lazarus  in  the  painted  cloth,  where  the  glutton's  dogs 
lick'd  his  fores :  and  fuch  as,  indeed,  were  never  fol- 
diers; but  difcarded  unjufl:  ferving-men,  younger  fons 
to  younger  brothers,  revolted  tapfcers,  and  oftlers  trade- 
fallen  ;  the  cankers  of  a  calm  world,  and  a  long  peace : 
ten  times  more  dishonourably  ragged,  than  an  old 
fac'd  ancient;  and  fuch  have  I  to  fill  up  the  rooms  of 
them  that,  have  bought  out  their  fervices ;  that  you 
would  think,  I  had  a  hundred  and  fifty  tatter'd  pro- 
digals, lately  ccme  from  fwine-keeping,  from  eating 
draff  and  hufks.    A  mad  fellow  met  me  on  the  way> 
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and  toll  me,  I  had  unloaded  all  the  gibbets,  and  prefb'd 
the  dead  bodies.  No  eye  hath  feen  fuch  fc&recrbws. 
I'll  not  march  through  Co /entry  with  them,  that's 
flit: — Nay,  and  the  villains  march  wide  betwixt  the 
legs,  as  if  they  hid  gyves  on  ;  for,  indeed,  I  had- the 

moll  of  them  out  of  pr|fon  There's  but  a  fhirt  and 

a  half  in  all  my  company;  and  the  half- fhirt  is  two 
napkins,  tack'd  together,  and  thrown  over  the  moulders 
like  a  herald's  coat  without  lleeves;  and  the  fhirt,  to 
fay  the  truth  ftolen  from  my  holt  of  St.  Alban's,  or 
the  red-nofe  inn-keeper  of  Dain try.  But  that's  all  one  ; 
they'll  find  linen  enough  on  every  hedge. 

Enter  Prince  Henry,  and  W eft  ?n  or  el  and. 

P.  Henry.  How  now,  blown  Jack  ?  how  now,  quilt? 

Fal.  What,  Hal  ?  How  now,  mad  wag  ?  what  a 
devil  doft  thou  in  Warwickshire? — My  good  lord  of 
Weftmoreland,  I  cry  you  mercy  ;  I  thought  your 
honour  had  already  been  at  Shrewfbury. 

Weft.  'Faith,  Sir  John,  'tis  more  than  time  that  I 
were  there,  and  you  too ;  but  my  powers  are  there 
already  :  The  king,  I  can  tell  you,  looks  for  us  all ; 
we  muft  away  ail  to-night. 

Fal.  Tut,  never  fear  me ;  I  am  as  vigilant,  as  a 
cat  to  fteal  cream. 

P.  Henry.  I  think,  to  ileal  cream  indeed  ;  for  thy 
theft  hath  already  made  thee  batter.  But  tell  ^e, 
Jack ;  Whole  fellows  are  thefe  that  come  after  ? 

Fal.  Mine,  Hal,  mine. 

P.  Henry.  I  did  never  fee  fuch  pitiful  rafcals. 

Fal.  Tut,  tut ;  good  enough  to  tofs  ;  food  for 
powder,  food  for  powder  :  they'll  fill  a  pit,  as  well 
as  better;  tufh,  man,  mortal  men,  mortal  men. 

Weft.  Ay,  but,  Sir  John,  methinks,  they  are  ex- 
ceeding poor  and  bare  ;  too  beggarly. 

Fal.  'Faith,  for  their  poverty,  1  know  not 

where  they  had  that :  and  for  their  barenefs,—!  am 
fure  they  never  learn'd  that  of  me. 

P.  Henry.  No  I'll  be  fworn  ;  unlcfs  you  call  three 
fingers  on  the  ribs,  bare.  Bat,  ilrrah,  make- hafte  ? 
Percy  is  already  in  the  field.  ' 
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Fa/.  What,  is  the  king  encarnp'd? 

Weft:  He  is,  Sir  John ;  1  fear  we  (hall  ftay  too  lonn\ 

Fa/.  Well, 

To  the  latter  end  of  a  fray  and  the  beginning  ofafeaft, 
Fits  a  dull  fighter,  and  a  keen  gueil.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Sbremjfbury, 

Enter  Hctfpur,  Wgrcefter,  Douglas,  and  Vernon.. 
Hot.  We'll  fight  with  him  to-night. 
Wor.  It  may  not  be. 
Doug.  You  give  him  then  advantage. 
Per.  Not  a  whit. 

Net.  Why  fay  you  fo  ?  looks  he  not  for  fupply  I 
Ver.  So  do  we. 

Hot.  His  is  certain,  ours  is  doubtful. 

Wor.  Good  coufin,  be  advis'd  ;  flir  not  to-night. 

Ver.  Do  not,  my  lord. 

Doug.  You  do  not  counfel  well ; 
You  fpeak  it  out  of  fear,  and  cold  heart. 

Ver.  Do  me  no  flander,  Douglas  :  by  my  life, 
(And  I  dare  well  maintain  it  with  my  life) 
If  well-relpected  honour  bid  me  on, 
I  hold  as  little  counfel  with  weak  fear, 
As  you,  my  lord,  or  any  Scot  that  this  day  lives : 
Let  it  be  feen  to-morrow  in  the  battle, 
Which  of  us  fears. 

Doug.  Yea,  or  to-night. 

Ver.  Content. 

Hot.  To-night,  fay  I. 

Ver.  Come,  come,  it  may  not  be.  I  wonder  much, 
Being  men  of  fuch  great  leading  as  you  are, 
That  you  forefee  not  what  impediments 
Drag  back  our  expedition  :  Certain  horfe 
Of  my  coufin  Vernon's  are  not  yet  come  up  : 
Your  uncle  WorceHer's-horfe  came  but  to-day  ; 
And  now  their  pride  and  mettle  is  aileep, 
Their  courage  with  hard  labour  tame  and  dull, 
That  not  a  horfe  is  half  the  half  of  himfelf. 
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Hot.  So  are  the  horfes  of  the  enemy 
In  general,  journey-bated,  and  brought  low  ; 
The  better  part  of  ours  are  full  of  reft. 

War.  The  number  of  the  king  exceedeth  ours : 
For  God's  fake,  coufin,  (lay  till  all  come  in. 

\The  trumpet  founds  a  parley.. 
Enter  Sir  Walter  Blunt* 
Blunt.  I  come  with  gracious  offers  from  the  king, 
If  you  vouchsafe  my  hearing,  and  re  (peel. 

Hot.  Welcome,  Sir  Walter  Blunt ;  And  would  to 
God, 

You  were  of  cur  determination  ! 

Some  of  us  love  you  well :  and  even  thofe  fame 

Envy  your  great  ddfcrvings,  and  good  name  ; 

B'ecaufe  you  are  not  of  our  quality, 

But  rland  againil  us  like  an  enemy, 

Blunt.  And  heaven  defend,  but  IH11I  mould  fland  fo, 
So  long  as,  out  of  limit,  and  true  rule, 
You  flsojd  againd  anointed  majelly  ! 
Tut,  to  my  charge. — The  king  hath  lent  to  know. 
The  nature  of  your  griefs ;  and  whereupon 
You  conjure  from  the  bread:  of  civil  peace 
Such  bold  hoftility,  teaching  his  duteous  land 
Audacious  cruelty  :  If  that  tne  king 
Have  any  way  your  good  deferts  forgot,— 
Whieh  he  confeffeth  to  be  manifold, — - — 
fie  Dids  you  name  your  griefs ;  and,  with  all  fpeed. 
You  mall  have  your  defires,  with  intereft ; 
And  pardon  abiolute  for  yourfelf,  and  thefe, 
Herein  mis-led  by  your  fuggeilion. 

Het.  The  king  is  kind;  and,  well  we  know,  the  king 
Knows  at  what  time  to  promife,  when  to  pay. 
My  father,  and  my  uncle,  and  myfelf, 
Did  give  Kim  that  {ame  royalty  he  wears : 
And,— when  he  was  not  fx  and  twenty  flrong, 
Sick  in  the  world's  regard,  wretched,  aa  I  low',  . 
A  poor  unminded  out-law  frieaking  home,— 
Mv  father  gave  him  welcome  to  tne  ihore  : 
And,— when  he  heard  him  fwear,  and  vow  to  God, 


234  FfRST  PART  OF  Ad 

He  came  but  to  be  duke  of  Lancafter,    -  ; 

To  fue  his  livery,  and  beg  his  peace  ; 

With  tears  of  innocency,  and  terms  of  zeal, — 

My  father,  in  kind  heart  and  pity  mov'd, 

Swore  him  affillance,  and  perform'd  it  too. 

Now,  when  the  lords  and  barons  cf  the  realm 

Perceiv'd  Northumberland  did  lean  to  him, 

The  more  and  lefs  came  in  with  cap  and  knee ; 

Mel  him  in  boroughs,  cities,  villages  ; 

Attended  him  on  bridges,  Hood  in  lanes, 

Laid  gifts  before  him,  proffer 'd  him  their  oaths 

Gave  him  their  heirs  ;  as  pages  follow 'd  him, 

Even  at  the  heels,  in  golden  multitudes. 

He  prefently, — as  greatnefs  knows  itfelf, 

Steps  mc  a  little  higher  than  his  vow 

Made  to  my  father,  while  his  blood  was  poor, 

Upon  the  naked  fhore  at  Ravenfpurg ; 

And  now,  forfooth,  takes  on  him  to  reform 

Some  certain  edicls,  and  fome  ftraight  decrees^ 

That  lie  too  heavy  on  the  commonwealth: 

Cries  out  upon  abufes,  feems  to  weep 

Over  his  country's  wrongs ;  and,  by  this  face,, 

This  feeming  brow  of  juftidf,  did  he  win 

The  hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for. 

Proceeded  further  ;  cut  me  off  the  heads 

Of  all  the  favourites,  that  the  abfent  king 

In  deputation  left  behind  him  here, 

When  he  was  perfonal  in  the  Irifh  war. 

Blunt.  Tut,  I  came  rot  to  hear  this. 

Hot.  Then  to  the  point.  

In  mort  time  after,  he  cepos'd  the  king  ; 
Soon  after  that,  deprived -him  of  his  life  ; 
And,  in  the  neck  of  that,  ta&'d  the  whole  Hate 
To  make  that  worfe,  fuffer'd  his  kinfman  Marc* 
(Who  is,  if  every  owner  were  well  plac'd, 
indeed  his  king)  to  be  ihcag'd  in  Wales, 
There  without  ranfom  to  lie  forfeited ; 
Difgrae*d  me  in  my  happy  victories ; 
Sought  to  entrap  mc  by  intelligence  ; 
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Rated  my  uncle  from  the  council-board ; 

In  rage  difmiiVd  my  father  from  the  court ; 

Broke  oath  on  oath,  committed  wrong  on  wrong  : 

And,  in  conclufion,  drove  us  to  feek  out 

This  head  of  fafety  ;  and  withal,  to  pry 

Into  his  title,  the  which  we  find 

Too  indirect  for  long  continuance. 

Blunt.  Shall  I  return  this  anfwer  to  the  king  ? 

Hot.  Not  fo,  Sir  Walter  ;  we'll  withdraw  a  while, 
Go  to  the  king  ;  and  let  there  be  impawn'd 
Some  furety  for  a  fafe  return  again, 
And  in  the  morning  early  mail  my  uncle 
Bring  him  our  purpofes :  and  fo  farewell. 

Blunt.  I  would,  you  would  accept  of  grace  and  love. 

Hot.  And,  may  be,  fo  we  fnall. 

Blunt.  Pray  heaven,  you  do  !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
York.     The  Archhijhop' *s  Palace. 

Enter  the  Archhijhop  of  York,  and  Sir  Michael. 

York.  Hie,  good  Sir  Michael ;  bear  this  fealed  brief, 
l^ith  winged  hade,  to  the  lord  marefhal ; 
This  to  my  coufm  Scroop  ;  and  all  the  reft 
To  whom  they  are  directed  •  if  you  knew 
How  much  they  do  import,  you  would  make  hafte. 

Sir  Mich.  My  good  lord, 
I  guefs  their  tenor. 

York.  Like  enough,  you  do. 
To-morrow,  good  Sir  Michael,  is  a  day, 
Wherein  the  fortune  of  ten  thoufand  men 
Mull  'bide  the  touch :  For,  fir,  at  Shrewfbury, 
As  I  am  truly  given  to  underiland, 
The  king,  with  mighty  and  quick-raifed  power, 
Meets  with  lord  Harry  :  and  1  fear,  Sir  Michael, — 
What  with  the  ficknefs  of  Northumberland, 
(Whcfe  power  was  in  the  firft  proportion) 
And  what  v/ith  Owen  Glendower's  abfence  thence, 
(Who  with  them  Was  a  rated  fmew  too, 
And  comes  not  in,  o'er-rul'd  by  prophecies)— 
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I  fear,  the  power  of  Percy  is  too  weak 
To  wage  an  inftant  trial  with  the  king. 

Sir  Mich.  Why,  my  good  lord,  you  need  not  fear ; 
There's  Douglas  and  lord  Mortimer. 

York.  No,  Mortimer  is  not  there. 

Sir  Mich.  But  there  is  Mordake,  Vernon,  lord 
Karry  Percy  , 
And  there's  my  lord  of  Worcefter,  and  a  head 
Of  gallant  warriors,  noble  gentlemen. 

TorK  And  fo  there  is :  but  yet  the  king  hath  drawn 
The  fpecial  head  of  all  the  land  together  ; 
The  prince  of  Wales,  lord  John  of  LancaRer, 
The  noble  Wefhnoreknd,  and  warlike  Blunt; 
And  many  more  corrivals,  and  dear  men 
Of  eilimation  and  command  in  arms. 

Sir  Mich.  Doubt  not,  my  lord,  they  fhall  be  well 
oppos'd. 

York.  I  hope  no  lefs,  yet  needful  'tis  to  fear  ; 
And,  to  prevent  the  worll,  Sir  Michael,  fpeed  : 
For,  if  lord  Percy  thrive  not,  ere  the  king 
Difmifs  his  power,  he  means  to  vifit  us.™ 

Per  he  hath  heard  of  our  confederacy.  

And  'tis  but  wifiom  to  make  ftrong  agajnft  him; 
Therefore,  make  hafte  :  1  mufi  go  write  again 
To  other  friends;  and  fo  farewell,  Sir  Michael. 
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The  Camp  at  Shre-afury. 

Enter  King. Henry,   Prince  of  Wales,  Lord  John  of 
JLatic (liter ,  i^arl  of  Vr  cjl  morel  and,  Sir  Vt  alter  Jsiunt, 

K.  Henry.  Y  JOW  bloodily  the  fun  begins  to  peer 
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P.  Henry.  The  fouthern  wind 
Doth  play  the  trumpet  to  his  purpofes ; 
And,  by  his  hollow  whittling  in  the  leaves, 
Foretells  a  tempett,  and  a  blattering  day. 

K.  Henry.  Tlien  with  the  lofers  let  it  iimpathize  ; 
For  nothing  can  feem  foul  to  thole  that- win. — 

Tnwipet.    Enter  IVorcefter,  and  Vernon. 
How  now,  my  lord  of  Worceiter  ?  'tis  not  well, 
That  you  and  I  ihould  meet  upon  fuch  terms 
As  now  we  meet :  You  have  deceiv'd  our  trufc ; 
And  made  us  doff  our  eafy  robes  of  peace, 
To  crufn  our  old  limbs  in  ungentle  tteel  : 
This  is  not  well,  my  lord,  this  is  not  well. 
What  fay  you  to't  ?  Will  you  again  unknit 
This  ehuriifti  knot  of  all-abhorred  war  ? 
And  move  in  that  obedient  orb  again, 
Where  you  did  give  a  fair  and  natural  light ; 
And  be  no  more  an  exhal'd  meteor, 
A  prodigy  of  fear,  and  a  portent 
Of  broached  mifchief  to  the  unborn  times  ? 

IVer.  Hear  me,  my  liege  : 
For  mine  own  part,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  entertain  the  lag-end  of  my  life 
With  quiet  hours  ;  for,  I  do  proteft, 
I  have  not  fought  the  day  of  this  diflike. 

K,  Henry.  You  have  not  fought  it!  how  comes  it  then? 

Fa/.  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it. 

P.  f/enry.  Peace,  chewet,  peace. 

Wor.  It  pleas'd  your  majetty,  to  turn  your  looks 
Of  favour  from  myfelf,  and  all  our  houfe ; 
And  yet  1  muft  remember  you,  my  lord, 
We  were  the  firft  and  deareft  of  your  friends. 
For  you,  my  flaiF  of  office  did  L  break 
In  Richard's  time  ;  and  potted  day  and  night 
To  meet  you  on  the  way,  and  kifs  your  hand, 
When  yet  you  were  in  place  and  in  account 
Nothing  fo  ttrong  and  fortunate  as  I. 
It  was  myfelf,  my  brother,  and  his  fon, 
That  brought  you  home,  and  boldly  did  outdare 
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The  dangers  of  the  time  :  You  fwore  to  us. — 

And  you  did  ftvear  that  oath  at  Doncalter,  

That  you  did  nothing  purpofe  'gainft  the  fiate ; 

Nor  claim  no  further  than  your  new-fali'n  right 

The  feat  of  Gaunt,  dukedom  of  Laficaffer : 

To  this  we  fware  our  aid.    But,  in  fhort  fpace. 

It  rain'd  down  fortune  fhowering  on  your  head  . 

And  fuch  a  flood  of  greatnefs  fell  on  you, 

What  with  our  help.;  what  with  the  abfent  king  : 

What  with  the  injuries  cf  a  wanton  time  ; 

The  feeming  fufFerances  that  you  had  borne  , 

And  the  contrarious  winds,  that  held  the  kr 

So  long  in  his  unlucky  Irifh  wars, 

That  all  in  England  did  repute  him  dead : — « 

And,  from  this  fwarm  of  fair  advantages, 

You  took  occahon  to  be  quickly  woo'd 

To  gripe  the  general  fway  into  your  hand  : 

Forgot  your  oath  to  us  at  Doncafter ; 

And,  being  fed  by  us,  you  us'd  us  fo 

As  that  ungentle  gull,  the  cuckow's  bird, 

Ufeth  the  fparrow  :  did  opprefs  our  neft ; 

Grew  by  our  feeding  to  fo  great  a  bulk, 

That  even  our  love  curft  not  come  near  your  fight. 

For  fear  of  fwallowing ;  but  with  nimble  wing 

We  were  enfore'd,  for  fafety  fake,  to  fly 

Out  of  your  fight,  and  raife  this  prefent  head  : 

Whereby  we  frarid  oppofed  by  fuch  means 

As  you  yoarfelf  have  forg'd  againfl  yourfelf ; 

By  unkind  ufage,  dangerous  countenance, 

And  violation  of  all  faith  and  troth 

Sworn  to  us  in  your  younger  enterprize. 

K.Henry.  Thefe  things,  indeed,  you  have  articulated, 
Proclaim'd  at  lnarket-crcffes,  read  in  churches ; 
To  face  the  garment  of  rebellion 
With  feme  fihecblour,  that  may  pleafe  the  eye 
Of  fickle  changelings,  and  poor  discontents, 
Which  gape,  and  rub  the  elbow,  at  the  news 
O  f  hu  rl  y  4  bur  1  y  inn  o  vat  ion  : 
And  never  #et  d id  in  for  reft  ion  want 
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Such  water-colours  to  impaint  his  caufe ; 
Nor  moody  beggars,  ftarving  for  a  time 
Of  pell-mell  havock  and  confufion. 

P.  Henry,  In  both  our  armies,  there  is  many  a  foul 
Shall  pay  full  dearly  for  this  encounter, 
If  once  they  join  in  trial.    Tell  your  nephew, 
The  prince  of  Wales  doth  join  with  all  the  world 
In  praife  of  Henry  Percy  :  by  my  hopes, — 
This  prefent  enterprife  fet  off  his  head— 
I  do  not  think,  a  braver  gentleman, 
More  adive-valiant,  or  more  valiant-young, 
More  daring,  or  more  bold,  is  now  alive, 
To  grace  this  latter  age  with  noble  deeds, 
For  my  part,  I  may  fpeak  it  to  my  fhame, 
I  have  a  truant  been  to  chivalry ; 
And  fo,  I  hear,  he  doth  account  me  too  : 
Yet  this  before  my  father's  majeily,— 
I  am  content,  that  he  (hall  take  the  odds 
Of  his  great  name  and  eftimation ; 
And  will,  to  fave  the  blood  on  either  fide, 
Try  fortune  with  him  in  a  (ingle  fight. 

K.  Henry.  And,  prince  of  Wales,  fo  dare  we  venture 
thee, 

Albeit,  confiderations  infinite 
Do  make  againft  it : — No,  good  Worceiter,  no, 
We  love  our  people  well ;  even  thofe  we  love, 
That  are  m  if- led  upon  your  coufin's  part : 
And,  will  they  take  the  offer  of  our  grace, 
Both  he,  and  they,  and  you,  yea,  every  man 
Shall  be  my  friend  again,  and  I'll  be  his : 
So  tell  your  coufin,  and  bring  me  word 
What  he  will  do  :— But  if  he  will  not  yields- 
Rebuke  and  dread  correction  wait  on  tis. 
And  they  lhall  do  their  office.    So,  be  gone ; 
We  will  not  now  be  troubled  v/ith  reply  : 
We  olferfair,  take  it  advifedly. 

[  Exit  Worcefter  and  Vernon* 
P.  Henry,  It  will  not  be  accepted,  on  my  life-: 
The  Douglas  and  the  Hotfpur  both  together 
Are  confident  againft  the  world  in  arms* 
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K.  Henry.  Hence,  therefore,  every  leader  to  his 
charge ; 

P'or,  on  their  anfwer,  we  will  fet  on  them : 
And  God  befriend  us,  as  our  caufe  is  juft  : 

[Exeunt  King,  Blunt,  and  Prince  'John. 

Fal.  Hal,  if  thou  fee  me  down  in  the  battle,  and 
beftride  me  fo  ;  'tis  a  point  of  friendmip. 

P.  Henry.  Nothing  but  a  coloffus  can  do  thee  that 
friendmip.    Say  thy  prayers,  and  Farewell. 

Fal.  I  would  it  were  bed-time,  EM,  and  all  well. 

P.  Henry  Why,  thou  oweft  heaven  a  death. 

[  Exit  Prince  Henry. 

Fal.  'Tis  not  due  yet ;  I  would  be  loth  to  pay  him 
before  his  day.  What  need  I  be  fo  forward  with  him 
that  calls  not  on  me  :  Well,  'tis  no  matter:  Honour 
pricks  me  on.  Yea,  but  how  if  honour  prick  me  oft 
when  I  come  on?  how  then?  Can  honour  fet  to  a 
leg  ?  No.  Or  an  arm  ?  No.  Or  take  away  the  grief 
of  a  wound  ?  No.  Honour  hath  no  /kill  in  furgery 
then  ?  No.  What  is  honour  r  A  word.  What  is 
that  word,  honour  ?  Air.  A  trim  reckoning  ! — 
Who  hath  it  ?  He  that  dy'd  o'  W ednefday .  Doth  he 
feel  it  ?  No.  Doth  he  hear  it  ?  No.  Is  it  infenfible 
then  ?  Yea,  to  the  dead.  But  will  it  not  live  with 
the  living  ?  No.  Why  ?  Detraction  will  not  fufFer 
it: — therefore  I'll  none  of  it:  Honour  is  a  mere 
fcutcheon,  and  fo  ends  my  catechifm.  [Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

Hctfpur' *s  Camp. 

Enter  Wocefter  and  V h'non. 

JVor.  O  no,  my  nephew  muft  not  know,  Sir  Richard 
The  liberal  kind  offer  of  the  king. 

Ver.  'Twere  berr.,  he  did. 

War.  Then  are  we  all  undone. 
It  is  not  poffible,  it  cannot  be, 
The  king  mould  keep  his  word  in  loving  us ; 
He  will  fufpeft  us  ftill,  and  find  a  time 
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To  punifh  this  ofFcnce  in  other  faults : 

Sufpicion,  all  our  lives,  fhali  be  Ruck  full  of  eye 

For  treafon  is  but  trailed  like  the  fox  ; 

Who,  ne'er  fo  tame,  fo  cherifh'd,  and  lock'd  up. 

Will  have  a  wild  trick  of  his  anceftors. 

Look  how  we  can,  or  fad,  or  merrily, 

Interpretation  will  mifquote  our  looks  ; 

And  we  fhall  feed  like  oxen  at  a  Hall, 

The  better  Cherifh'd,  ftill  the  nearer  death. 

My  nephew's  trefpafs  may  be  well  forgot, 

It  hath  the  excufe  of  youth,  and  heat  of  blood  , 

And  an  adopted  name  of  privilege,— 

A  hair~bfain' d  Hotfpur,  govern'd  by  a  fpleen 

All  his  offences  live  upon  my  head, 

And  on  his  father's ;— we  did  train  him  on  : 

And,  his  corruption  being  ta'en  from  us, 

We,  as  the  fpring  of  all,  mall  pay  for  all. 

Therefore,  good  coufm,  let  not  Harry  know, 

In  any  cafe,  the  offer  of  the  king. 

Ver.  Deliver  what  you  will,  I'll  fay,  'tis  fo. 
Here  comes  your  coufin. 

Enter  Hotfpur,  and  Douglas. 

Hot.  My  uncle  is  return'd, — Deliver  up 
My  lord  of  Weitmoreland.— Uncle,  what  news? 

Wor.  The  king  will  bid  you  battle  prefently. 

Doug.  Defy  him  by  the  lord  -©f  Weftmoreland. 

Hot,  Lord  Douglas,  go  you  and  tell  him  fo. 

Doug.  Marry,  and  fhall,  and  very  willingly. 

[  Exit  Dougi 

Wor.  There  is  no  feeming  mercy  in  the  king. 

Hot.  Did  you  beg  any  ?  God  forbid  ! 

Wor.  I  told  him  gently  of  our  grievances, 
Of  his  oath-breaking;  which  he  mended  thiis,— * 
By  now  forfwearing  that  he  is  forfworn. 
He  calls  us,  rebels,  traitors  ^  and  will  fcourge 
With  haughty  arms  this  hateful  name  in  us. 

Re-enter  Douglas. 

Doug,  Arm,  gentlemen,  to  arms !  for  I  have  thr 
A  brave  defiance  in  king  Henry's  teeth, 
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And  Weftmoreland,  that  w as  engag'd,  did  bear  it ; 
Which  cannot  chufe  bat  bring  him  quickly  on. 

Wcr.  The  prince  of  Wales  fiept  forth  before  the 
king, 

And,  nephew,  challeng'd  you  to  fingle  fight. 

Hot,  O,  would  the  quarrel  lay  upon  our  heads : 
And  that  no  man  might  draw  Ihort  breath  to-day, 
But  I  and  Harry  Monmouth  !  Tell  me,  tell  me, 
How  fhew'd  his  talking?  feem'd  it  in  contempt? 

Vet*  No,  by  my  foul ;  I  never  ininy  life 
Did  hear  a  challenge  urg'd  more  modefrly, 
Unlefs  a  brother-  mould  a  brother  dare 
To  gentle  excercife  and  proof  of  arms. 
He  gave  you  all  the  duties  of  a  man ; 
Trimm'd  up  your  praifes  with  a  princely  tongue  \ 
Spoke  your  defervings  like  a  chronicle  ; 
Making  you  ever  better  than  his  praife, 
By  ftill  dijrpraifing  praife,  valu'dwith  you: 
And,  which  became  him  like  a  prince  indeed, 
He  made  a  bluming  cital  of  himfelf" ; 
And  chid  his  truant  youth  withfuch  a  grace, 
As  if  he  mafter'd  there  a  double  fpirit, 
Of  teaching,  and  of  learning,  inftantly. 
There  did  he  paufe  :  But  let  me  tell  the  world,— 
If  he  out-live  the  envy  of  this  day, 
England  did  never  owe.fo  fweet  a  hope, 
So  much  rniiconflrued  in  his  wantonnefs. 

Hot.  Coufin,  I  think,  thou  art  enamoured 
Upon  his  follies ;  never  did  I  hear 
Of  any  prince  fo  wild,  at  liberty  :— 
But  be  he  as  he  will,  yet  once  ere  night 
I  will  embrace  him  with  a  foldier's  arm, 
That  he  mall  fhrink  under  my  courtefy. — 

Arm,  arm,  with  fpeed :  And  fellows,  foldiers^ 

friends, 

Better  confider  what  you  have  to  do, 

Than  I,  that  have  not  well  the  gift  of  tongue, 

Can  lift  your  blood  up  with  perfuafion, 
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Enter  a  Meffengir. 

Mejf.  My  lord,  here  are  letters  for  you. 

Hot.  I  cannot  read  them  now. —  . 
O  gentlemen,  the  time  of  life  is  fhort  ; 
To  fpend  that  mortnefs  bafely,  were  too  long, 
If  life  did  ride  upon  a  dial's  point, 
Still  ending  at  the  arrival  of  an  hour.- 
An  if  we  live,  we  live  to  tread  on  kings ; 
If  die,  brave  death,  when  princes  die  with  us ! 
Now  for  our  confidences, — the  arms  are  fair, 
When  the  intent  for  bearing  them  is  juft. 

Enter  another  MeJ/enger, 

Meffl  My  lord,  prepare  ;  the  king  comes  on  apace, 

Hot,  I  thank  him,  that  he  cuts  me  from  my  tale, 
For  I  profefs  not  talking  :  Only  this— 
Let  each  man  do  his  belt :  and  here  draw  I 
A  fword,  whofe  temper  I  intend  to  (Tain 
With  the  beffc  blood  that  I  can  meet  withal 
In  the  adventure  of  this  perilous  day. 
Now, — Efperance  ! — Percy  ! — and  fet  on.— 
Sound  all  the  lofty  instruments  of  war, 
And  by  that  nmac  let  us  all  embrace  : 
For,  heaven  to  earth,  fome  of  us  never  mall 
A  fecond  time  do  fuch  a  courtefy. 

\The  trumpets  found*    They  embrace,  then  exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Plain  near  S-hreivJbury. 
2 he  king  enUreth  with  his  bower.    Alarum  to  the  battle. 
Ihen  enter  Douglas  and  Blunt. 
Blunt.  What  is  thy  name,  that  in  the  battle  thus 
Thou  crOiFerl  me  ?  what  honour  doft  thou  feck 

Up  Oil  my  head  ? 

Doug.  Know  then,  my  name  is  Douglas ; 
And  I  do  haunt  thee  in  the  battle  thus, 
Becaufe  fome  tell  me  that  thou  art  a  kino-. 

Blunt.  They  tell  thee  true. 

Doug.  The  lord  of  Stafford  dear  to-day  hath  bought 
Thy  likenefs  ;  for,  ihftead  of  thee,  king  Harry, 
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This  fword  hath  ended  him  :  fo  mall  it  thee, 
Un'eis  thou  yield  thee  as  my  prifoner. 

Blunt.  I  was  not  born  a  yielder,  thou  proud  Scot; 
And  thou  {halt  find  a  king"  that  will  revenge 
Lord  Stafford's  death. 

Fight ,  Blunt  isjldin.    Enter  Hot/pur. 
Hot.  O  Douglas,  had 'ft  thou  fought  at  Holmedon 
thus, 

I  never  had  triumph  ?d  upon  a  Sect. 

Doug.  All's  done,  all's  won;  here  breathlefs  lies  the 

king. 
Hot.  Where? 
Doug.  Here. 

Hot.  This,  Douglas  ?  no,  I  know  this  face  full  well  : 
A  gallant  knight  he  was,  his  name  was  Blunt ; 
Semblably  furniih'd  like  the  king  liimfelf. 

Dotig.  A  fool  go  with  thy  foul,  whither  it  goes ! 
A  borrow'd  title  haft  thou  bought  too  dear. 
Why  did  ft  thou  tell  me  that  thou  wert  a  king  ? 

Hot.  The  king  hath  many  marching  in  his  coats. 

Doug.  Now  by  my  fword  I  will  kill  all  his  coats  ; 
I'll  murder  all  his. wardrobe,  piece  by  piece, 
Until  I  meet  the  king. 

Hot.  Up,  and  away  : 
Our  foldiers  ftand  full  fairly  for  the  day.  [Exeunt. 
Other  alarums.    Enter  Faljlaff. 

Fal.  Though  I  could  'fcape  mot-free  at  London,  I 
fear  the  fhothere;  here's  no  fcoring,  but  upon  the 
pate. — Soft!  whoartthou?  Sir  Walter  Blunt;— there's 
honour  for  you :  Here's  no  vanity  ! — I  am  as  hot  as 
molten  fead,  and  as  heavy  too :  Heaven  keep  lead  out 
of  me  1  I  need  no  more  weight  than  mine  own  bow- 
els.— I  have  led  my  raggamuffins  where  they  are  pep- 
per d:  there's  not  three  of  my  hundred  and  nfty  left 
alive ;  and  they  are  for  the  town's  end,  to  beg  during 
life.    But  who  comes  here? 

Enter  Prince  F.enry. 

F.  Heirry.  What  ftand' ft  thou  idle  here?  lend  me 
thy  fword  : 
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Many  a  nobleman  lies  ftark  and  ftaff 

Under  the  hoofs  of  vaunting  enemies, 

Whofe  deaths  are  unreveng'd  :  lend  me  thy  fwcrd. 

FaL  O  Hal,  1  pr'vthee,  give  me  leave  to  breathe 
awhile. — Turk  Gregory  never  did  fuch  deeds  in  arms, 
as  I  have  done  this  day.  I  hive  paid  Percy,  I  have 
made  him  fare. 

P.  Henry.  He  is,  indeed;  and  living  to  kill  thee.  . 
I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thy  fword. 

FaL  Nay,.  Hal,  if  Percy  be  alive,  thou  get' ft  not 
my  {word  ;  but  take  my  piftol,  if  thou  wilt. 

P.  Henry,  Give  it  me  :  What,  is  it  in  the  cafe  ? 

FaL  Ay,  Hal ;  'tis  hot,  'tis  hot  :  there's  that  will 
fack  a  city.  Prince  draws  out  a  bottle  cf  jack. 

P.  Henry.  What,  is  it  a  time  to  jell  and  dally  now? 

[  Throws  it  at  him,  and  exit. 

FaL  If  Percv  hi  alive,  I'll  pierce  him.    If  he  do 


SCENE  IV. 

Another  part  cf  the  Field. 
Alarums.    Excurfions.     Enter    the  Kino-,  the  Prince^ 
Lord  John  of  Lane  after,  and  the  Earl  of  >¥ eft mor eland . 
K.  Henry.  Harry,  withdraw  thyfelf ;  thou  bleed'il 
too  much :— — 
Lord  John  of  Lancafter,  eo  you  with  him. 
tan.  Not  I,  my  lord,  nnlefs  I  did  bleed  too. 
P.  Henry.  I  befeech  your  majefiy,  make  up, 
Left  your  retirement  do  amaze  your  friends. 

K.  Henry.  I  will  do  Fo 
My  lord  of  Weftmoreland,  lead  him  to  his  tent. 
Weft.  Come,  my  lord,  I  will  lead  von  to  your  t-ht 
P.  Henry.  Lead  me,  my  lord?  I  do  not  ne-d  vaiiJ 
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The  prince  of  Wales  from  fuch  a  field  as  this ; 
Where  frain'd  nobility  lies  trodden  on, 
And  rebels'  arms  triumph  in  mafTacres ! 

Lan.  We  breathe  too  long  : — Come,  coufin  Weft- 
moreland, 

Our  duty  this  way  lies ;  for  heaven's  foke,  come. 

[  Exeunt  P.  John,  and 'Weft. 
P.  Henry.  By  heaven,  thou  haft  deceiv'd  me,  Lan- 
cafter, 

I  did  not  think  thee  lord  of  fuch  a  fpirit : 
Before,  I  lov''d  thee  as  a  brother,  Jofen; 
But  now,  I  do  refpect  thee  as  my  foul. 

K.  A  ekry*  I  faw  him  hold  lord  Percy  at  the  point, 
With  luitier  maintenance  than  I  did  look  for 
Of  fuch  an  ungrown  warrior. 

P.  Henry.  O,  this  boy 
Lends  mettle  to  us  all !  [Exit. 
Enter  Douglas. 

Doug.  Another  king!  they  grow  like  Hydra's  heads: 
I  am  the  Douglas,  fataj  to  all  thofe 
That  wear  thofe  colours  on  them. — What  art  thou, 
That  counterfeit^  the  perfon  of  a  king  ? 

K.  Henry.  The  king  himfelf:  who,  Douglas,  grieves 
at  heart, 

So  many  of  his  lh:  dows  thou  haft  met, 
And  not  the  very  king.    I  have  two  boys 
Seek  Percy,  and  thyfelf,  about  the  field : 
But,  feeing  thou  fali'ft  on  me  fo  luckily, 
I  will  affay  thee  ;  fo  defend  thyfelf. 

Doug.  i  fear  thou  art  another  counterfeit ; 
And  yet,  in  faith,  thou  bear'ft  thee  like  a  king  : 
But  mine,  I  am  fure,  thou  art,  whoe'er  thou  be 
And  thus  I  win  thee. 

[  They  fight  ;  the  king  being  in  danger,  enter 
Prince  h  enry. 
P.  Henry.  Hold  up  thy  head,  vile  Scot,  or  thou  art 
like 

Never  to  hold  it  up  again!  The  fpirits 

Of  valiant  Shirley,  Stafford,  Blunt,  are  in  my  arms  5 
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It  is  the  prince  of  Wales  that  threatens  thee ; 
Who  never  promifeth  but  he  means  to  pay. — 

\  They  fight ;  Douglas  flieth. 
Cheerly,  my  lord  :  How  fares  your  grace  ? — 
Sir  Nicholas  Gawfey  hath  for  fuccour  fent, 
And  fo  hath  Clifton;  I'll  to  Clifton  ftraight. 

K.  Henry.  Stay,  and  breathe  a-while  : — 
Thou  haft  redeem'd  thy  loft  opinion  : 
And  mew'd,  thou  mak'ft  fome  tender  of  my  life, 
In  this  fair  refcue  thou  haft  brought  to  me. 

P.  Henry.  O  heaven;  they  did  me  too  much  injury, 
That  ever  faid,  I  hearken'd  for  your  death. 
If  it  were  fo,  I  might  have  let  alone 
The  infulting  hand  of  Douglas  over  you  ; 
Which  would  have  been  as  fpeedy  in  your  end, 
As  all  the  poifonous  potions  in  the  world, 
And  fav'd  the  treacherous  labour  of  your  fon. 

K.  Henry.  Make  up  to  Clifton,  Til  to  Sir  NichoVi 
Gawfey.  [Exit, 
Enter  Hotfpur. 

Hot.  If  I  miftake  not,  thou  art  Harry  Monmouth, 

P.  Henry.  Thou  fpeak'ft  as  ifl  would  deny  my  name. 

Hot.  My  name  is  Harry  Percy. 

P.  Henry.  Why,  then  i  fee 
A  very  valiant  rebel  of  that  name. 
I  am  the  prince  of  Wales;  and  think  not,  Percy, 
To  mare  with  me  in  glory  any  more ; 
Two  ftars  keep  not  their  motion  in  one  fphere ; 
Nor  can  one  England  brook  a  double  reign, 
Of  Harry  Percy,  and  the  prince  of  Wales. 

Hot.  Nor  fball  it,  Harry,  for  the  hour  is  come 
To  end  the  one  of  us  :  And  would  to  heaven, 
Thy  name  in  arms  were  now  as  great  as  mine  ! 

P.  Henry.  Pli  make  it  greater,  ere  I  part  from  thee ; 
And  all  the  budding  honours  on  thy  creft 
II]  crop,  to  make  a  garl  and  for  my  head. 

Hot.  I  can  no  longer  brook  thy  vanities.  [Fipht. 
Enter  Faljiajf. 

Pal.  Well  faid,  Hal  !  to  it,  Hal  !— Nay,  youfhall 
£nd  no  boy's  play  here.  I  can  tell  you. 
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Enter  Douglas  ;  he  fights  with  Falfcaff,  who  falls 
down  as  if  he  were  dead,  Percy  is  wounded,  and  falls. 
Hot.  G,  Harry,  thou  hail  rohb'd  me  of  my  youth: 

I  better  brook  the  lefs  of  brittle  life, 

Than  thofe  proud  titles  thou  hail  won  of  me ; 

They  wound  my  thoughts,  worfe  than  thy  fwordmy 

But  thought's  the  .Have  of  life,  and  life  time's  fool ; 
And  time,  that  takes  furvey  of  all  the  world, 
Muft  have  a  flop.    O,  I  could  prop'qefy, 
But  that  the  earthy  and  cold  hand  of  death 
Lies  on  my  tongue  :— No,  Percy,  thou  art  daft, 

And  food 'for-—   '  [Dies. 

P,  h  enry.  For  worms,  brave  Percy  :   Fare  thee 
well,  great  heart ! — 
Ill-weavJd  ambition,  how  much  art  thou  fhrunk  ! 
When  that  this  body  did  contain  afr>irit, 
•A  kingdom  for  it  was  too  (mail  a  bound ; 
But  now  two  paces  of  the  viiefc  earth 
Is  room  enough  : — This  earth,  that  bears  thee  dead, 
Bears  not  alive  fo  flout  a  gentleman. 
If  thou  wert  fenfible  of  courtefy, 
I  mould  not  make  fo  great  a  mow  of  zeal  :— 
But  let  my  favours  hide  thy  mangled  face  ; 
And,  even  in  thy  behalf,  I'll  thank  myfelf 
For  doing  thefe  fair  rites  of  tendernefs. 
Adieu,  and  take  thy  praife  with  thee  to  heaven  ! 
Thy  ignorny  ileep  with  thee  in  the  grave, 
But  not  remember'd  in  thy  epitaph  !- — 

[tie  fees  Falftajf  on  the  growid. 
What!  old  acquaintance!  could  not  ail  this  fiefh 
Keep  in  a  little  life  ?  poor  jack,  farewell ! 
I  could  have  better  fpar'd  a  better  man. 
O,  I  mould  have  a  heavy  mifs  of  thee, 
If  I  were  much  in  love  with  vanity. 
Death  hath  not  ftruck  fo  fat  a  deer  to-day, 
Though  many  dearer,  in  this  bloody  fray  : — 
Imbowell'd  will  I  fee  thee  by  and  by  ; 
Till  then,  in  blood  by  noble  Percy  lie.  [Exit, 
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Falftaff,  riftng  ftozvly. 

Fal.  Imbowell'd  !  if  thou  imhovvel  me  to-day,  I'll 
give  you  leave  to  powder  me,  and  eat  me  too,  to- 
morrow. 'Sblood  'twas  time  to  counterfeit,  or  that  hot 
termagant  Scot  had  paid  me  fcot  and  lot  too.  Coun  - 
terfeit!  I  lie,  I  am  no  counterfeit:  To  die,  is  to  be  a 
counterfeit:  for  he  is  but  the  counterfeit  of  a  man, 
who  hath  not  the  life  of  a  man  :  but  to  counterfeit  dy- 
ing, when  a  man  thereby  liveth,  is  to  be  no  coun- 
terfeit, but  the  true  and  perfect  image  of  life  indeed. 
The  betterpartof  valour  is' — difcretion;  in  the  which 
better  part,  I  have  faved  my  life.  I  am  afraid  of  this 
gunpowder  Percy,  though  he  be  dead  :  How  if  he 
mould  counterfeit  too,  and  rife  ?  I  am  afraid,  he  would 
prove  the  better  counterfeit,    Therefore  I'll  make 

him  fure  :  yea,  and  I'll  fwear  I  kill'd  him.  

Why  may  he  not  rife,  as  well  as  I  ?  Nothing  confutes 

me  but  eyes,  and  nobody  fees  me. —  Therefore, 

firrah,  with  a  new  wound  in  your  thigh,  come  you 
along  with  me.  [Jakes  Hot/pur  on  his  back* 

Re-enter  Prince  Henry,  and  John  of  Lane  after* 

P.  Henry.  Come,  brother  John,  full  bravely  hail 
thou  flefh'd 
Thy  maiden  fword. 

Lan.  But,  foft !  who  have  we  here  ? 
Did  you  not  tell  me,  this  fat  man  was  dead  ? 

P.  Henry.  I  did ;  I  faw  him  dead,  breathlefs  and 
bleeding 

Upon  the  ground.  

Art  thou  alive  ?  or  is  it  fantafy 

That  plays  upon  our  eye-fight  ?  I  pr'ythee,  fpeak  ; 
We  muft  not  truft  our  eyes,  without  our  ears : 
Thou  art  not  what  thou  feem'fl. 

Fal.  No,  that's  certain  ;  I  am  not  a  double  man  : 
but  if  I  be  not  Jack  Falftaff,  then  am  I  a  Jack.  There 
is  Percy  :  [Throwing  the  body  down]  if  your  father 
will  do  me  any  honour,  fo ;  if  not,  let  him  kill  the 
next  Percy  himfelf.  I  look  to  be  either  earl  orduke^ 
I  can  affure  you. 


25O  FIRST  PART  OF  Aft  V . 

P.  Venn.  Why,  Percy  I  kill'd  myfelf,  and  {aw 

thee  dead. 

Fal.  WidsSk  thou  ?— Lord,  lord,  how  this  world  is 
given  to  lying  !— I  grant  you,  I  was  down,  and  out 
of  breath  ;  and  lb  was  he  :  but  we  rofe  both  at  an  in- 
ftant,  and  fought  a  long  hour  by  Shrewfbury  clock. 
If  I  may  be  believed,  fo  :  if  not,  let  them,  that  mould 
reward  valour,  bear  the  fin  upon  their  own  heads.  I'll 
take  it  upon  my  death,  I  gave  him  this  wound  in  the 
thigh  :  if  the  man  were  alive,  and  would  deny  it,  I 
would  make  him  eat  a  piece  of  my  fword. 

Lan,  This  is  the  itrangefl  tale  that  e'er  I  heard. 

P.  Hc;:ry.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  fellow,  brother 
_John.  , 

Come  bring  your  luggage  nobly  on  your  back  : 
For  my  part,  if  a  lie  may  do  thee  grace, 
I'll  gild  it  with  the  happiest  terms  I  have. 

[  A  retreat  is  founded. 
The  trumpet  founds  retreat,  the  day  is  ours. 
Come,  brother,  let's  to  the  higheft  of  the  field, 
To  fee  what  friends  are  living,  who  are  dead. 

{Exeunt. 

Fal.  I'll  follow,  as  they  fay,  for  reward.  He  that 
rewards  me,  heaven  reward  him  !  If  I  do  grow  great, 
I'll  grow  lefs  i  for  PU  purge,  and  leave  fack,  and 
live  cleanly,  as  a  nobleman  mould  do. 

{Exit,  bearing  off 'the  body . 

SCENE  V. 

Another  pari  of  the  Field. 

The  trumpets  found.    Enter  King  Htnffs    Prince  of 
W ales,  Lord  'John  of  Lane  after.  Earl  of  IV efi  more- 
land,  *witb  W orcejter,  and  FernGn,  jprifmers. 
K.  Henry.  Thus  ever  did  rebellion  find  rebuke. — 

lil-fpirited  W orcefter  !  did  we  not  fend  grace, 

Pardon,  and  terms  of  love  to  all  of  you  ? 

And  would'li  thou  turn  our  offers  contrary  ? 

Mifufe  the  tenor  of  thy  kinf  nan's  truu:-? 
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Three  knights  upon  our  party  flain  to-day, 
A  noble  earl,  and  many  a  creature  elfe, 
Had  been  alive  this  hour, 
If,  like  a  chriilain,  thou  hadft  truly  borne 
Betwixt  our  armies  true  intelligence. 

Wor.  What  I  have  done,  my  fafety  urg'd  me  to  ; 
And  I  embrace  this  fortune  patiently, 
Since  not  to  be  avoided  it  falls  on  me. 

K.Henry.  Bear  Worceiter  to  the  death,  and  Ver^ 
non  too  : 

Other  offenders  we  will  paufe  upon. — 

[  Exeunt  Worcefter  and  V ernen,  guarded* 
How  goes  the  field  ? 

P.  Henry.  The  noble  Scot,  lord  Douglas,  when  he 
faw 

The  fortune  of  the  day  quite  turn'd  from  him, 
The  noble  Percy  flain,  and  all  his  men 
Upon  the  foot  of  fear, — Red  with  the  reft  ; 
And,  falling  from  a  hill,  he  was  fo  bruis'd, 
That  the  purfuers  took  him.    At  my  tent 
The  Douglas  is ;  and  I  befeech  your  grace, 
I  may  difpofe  of  him. 

K.  Henry.  With  all  my  heart. 

P.  Henry.  Then,  brother  John  of  Lancailer,  to  you 
This  honourable  bounty  mall  belong  : 
Go  to  the  Douglas,  and  deliver  him 
Up  to  his  pleafure,  ranfomlefs,  and  free  : 
His  valour,  fhewn  upon  our  crefts  to-day, 
Hath  taught  us  how  to  cheriili  fuch  high  deeds, 
Even  in  the  bofom  of  our  adverfaries. 

K.  Henry.  Then  this  remains, — that  we  divide  our 
power.— 

You,  fon  John,  and  my  coufin  Weflmoreland, 
Towards  York  mall  bend  you,  with  your  dearefl  fpeed  $ 
To  meet  Northumberland,  and  the  prelate  Scroop, 
Who,  as  we  hear,  are  bufily  in  arms  : 
Myfelf, — -and  you,  fon  Harry,  will  towards  Wales^ 
To  fight  with  Glendower,  and  the  earl  of  March. 
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P>>ebellion  in  this  land  fhall  lofe  his  f\\  ay, 

Meeting  the  cheek  of  fuch  another  day  : 

And  fmce  this  bufmefs  fo  fair  is  done> 

Let  us  net  leave  till  all  our  own  be  won.  [Exeunh 


£nd  of  part  it 
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Enter  Rumour,  pair.ttd full  of  'Tongues . 


Rim  our. 


PEN  your  ears ;  for  which  of  you  will  flop 


The  acts  commenced  on  this  ball  of  earth  : 
Upon  my  tongues  continual  (landers  ride  ; 
The  which  in  every  language  I  pronounce, 
Stuffing  the  ears  of  men  with  falfe  reports. 
I  fpeak  of  peace,  while  covert  enmity, 
Under  the  fmiles  of  fafety  wounds  the  world  i 
And  who  but  Rumour,  who  but  only  I, 
Make  fearful  unifiers,  and  prepar'd  defence  ; 
Whilft  the  big  year.  fwcJn  with  fome  other  grief 
Is  thought  with  child  by  the  Hern  tyrant  war, 
And  no  fuch  matter  ?  Rumour  is  a  pipe 
-Blown  by  furmifes,  jealoufies,  conjectures ; 
And  of  fo  eafy  and  fo  plain  a  flop, 
That  the  blunt  moniier  with  uncounted  heads, 
The  ftill-difcordant  wavering  multitude, 
Can  play  upon  it.    But  what  need  I  thus 
My  well-known  body  to  anatomize 
Among  my  houfhold  ?  Why  is  rumour  here  } 
I  run  before  king  Harry's, .victory  ; 
Who,  in  a  bloody  field  by  Shrewsbury, 
Hath  beaten  down  young  Hotfpur,  and  his  troop 
Quenching  the  flame  of  bold  rebellion 
-Even  with  the  rebels'  blood.    But  what  tae?n  I 
To  fpeak  fo  true  at  firft  ?  My  office  is 
To  noiie  abroad,— that  Harry  Monmouth  fell 
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Under  the  wrath  of  noble  Hotfpur's  fword  ; 
And  that  the  king  before  the  Douglas'  rage 
Stoop'd  his  anointed  head  as  low  as  death. 
This  have  I  rumour'd  through  the  peafant  towns 
Between  that  royal  field  of  Shrewfbury 
And  this  worm-eaten  hold  of  ragged  itone, 
Where  Hotfpur's  father,  old  Northumberland, 
Lies  crafty-fick :  the  pofls  come  tiring  on 
And  not  a  man  of  them  brings  other  news 
Than  they  havelearn'd  of  me;  from  Rumour's  tongues 
They  bring  fmooth  comforts  falfe,  worfe  than  true 
wrongs.  [Exit* 
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Northumberland's  cafth>  at  Warbujorth. 
The  Porter  at  the  gate.    Enter  Lord  Bardolph. 

Bard.  TI7HO  keeps  the  gate  here,  ho  ?  

V  V         Where  is  the  earl  ? 

Port.  What  fhali  I  fay  you  are  ? 

Bard.  Tell  thou  the  earl, 
That  the  lord  Bardolph  doth  attend  him  here. 

Port.  His  lordihip  is  walk'd  forth  into  the  orchard; 
Pleafe  it  your  honour,  knock  but  at  the  gate, 
And  he  himfelf  will  anlvver. 

Enter  Northumberland. 

Bard.  Here  comes  the  earl. 

North.  What  news,  Lord  Bardolph  ?  Every  minute 
now 

Should  be  the  father  offome  flratagem : 
The  times  are  wild  ;  contention,  like  a  horle 
Full  of  high  feeding,  madly  hath  broke  loofe. 
Add  bears  down  all  before  him; 

Bard.  Noble  earl, 
I  bring  you  certain  news  from  Shrewsbury, 

North.  Good,  an  heaven  will  ! 

Bard.  As  good  as  heart  can  wim  : 
The  king  is  almofc  wounded  to  the  death ; 
And,  in  the  fortune  of  my  lord  your  fon, 
Prince  Harry  {lain  outfight  ;  and  both  the  Blunts 
Kiii'd  by  the  hand  of  Douglas ;  young  prince  john, 
And  Weihnoreland,  and  Stafford,  fled  the  field  ; 
And  Harry  Monmouth's  brawn,   the  hulk  Sir  John, 
Xz  J 
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Is  prifoner  to  your  fon  :  O  fuch  a  day, 
So- fought,  fo  followed,  and  fo  fairly  won, 
Came  not,  till  now,  to  dignify  the  times, 
Since  Csefar's  fortunes  ! 

North.  How  is  this  deriv'd  ? 
Saw  you  the  field  ?  came  you  from  Shrewfbury  ? 

Bard.  I  fpake'with  one,  my  lord,  that  came  from 
thence  ; 

A  gentleman  well  bred,  and  of  good  name, 
That  freely  render'd  me  thefe  news  for  true. 

North.  Here  comes  my  fervantTra vers,  whom  I  lent 
On  Tuefday  laft  to  liften  after  news. 

Bard.  My  lord,  I  over- rode  him  on  the  way  -f 
And  he  is  fumifh'd  with  no  certainties, 
More  than  he  haply  may  retail  from  me. 

Enter  Tracers. 

North.  Now,  T  ravers,  what  good  tidings  come 
with  you  ? 

Tra.  My  lord,  Sir  John  Umfrevile  turn'd  me  back 
With  joyful  tidings ;  and,  being  better  hors'd, 
Out- rode  me.    After  him,  came,  fpurring  hard, 
A  gentleman  almoft  for/pent  with  fpeed, 
That  ftopp'd  by  me  to  breathe  his  bloody'd  horfe  ;. 
He  afk'd  the  way  to  Chefter ;  and  of  him 
I  did  demand,  what  news  from  Shrew/bury. 
He  told  me,  that  rebellion  had  bad  luck, 
And  that  young  Harry  Percy's  fpur  was  cold : 
With  that,  he  gave  his  able  horfe  the  head, 
And,  bending  forward,  flraek  his  armed  heels 
Againft  the  panting  fides  of  his  poor  jade 
Up  to  the  rowl-head  ;  and,  ftarting  fo, 
He  feem'd  in  running  to  devour  the  way, 
Staying  no  longer  queftion. 

North.  Ha!- — — — Again, 
Said  he,  young  Harry  Peicy's  fpur  was  cold? 
OfHotfpor,  coldfpur?  that  rebellion 
Had  met  ill  luck  ? 

Bard.  My  lord  Til  tell  you  what 
If  my  young  lord  your  fon  have  not  the  day* 
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Upon  my  honour,  for  a  filken  point 
I'll  give  my  barony  ;  never  talk  of  it. 

North.  Why  Ihould  the  gentleman,  that  rode  by 
Travers, 
Give  then  fuch  inftances  of  lofs? 

Bard.  Who,  he  ? 
He  was  fome  hilding  fellow,  that  had  ftol'n 
The  horfe  he  rode  on;  and,  upon  my  life, 
Spoke  at  adventure.  Look,  here  comes  more  news. 
Enter  Mori  oh. 

North.  Yea,  this  man's  brow,  like  to  a  title-leaf, 
Foretells  the  nature  of  a  tragic  volume  : 
So  looks  the  ftrond,  whereon  the  imperious  flood 

Hath  left  a  witnefs'd  umrpation.  

Say,  Morton,  did'il  thou  come  from  Shrewlbury  ? 

Mort*  I  ran  from  Shrewfbury,  my  noble  lord  ; 
Where  hateful  death  put  on  his  uglieil  mafk, 
To  fright  our  party  ^ 

North.  How  doth  my  fon  and  brother  ? 
Thou  trembleil  ;  and  the  whitenefs  in  thy  cheek 
Is  apter  than  thy  tongue  to  tell  thy  errand. 
Even  fuch  a  man,  fo  faint,  fo  fpiritlefs, 
So  dull,  fo  dead  in  look,  fo  woe-begone, 
Drew  Priam's  curtain  in  the  dead  of  night, 
And  would  have  told  him,  half  his  Troy  was  burn'd  : 
But  Priam  found  the  fire,  ere  he  his  tongue, 
And  I  my  Percy's  death,  ere  thou  report'ir  it. 
This  would'fl  thou  fay,— Your  fon  did  thus,  and  thus ; 
Your  brother,  thus ;  fo  fought  the  noble  Douglas  ; 
Stopping  my  greedy  ear  with  their  bold  deeds : 
But  in  the  end,  to  Hop  mine  ear  indeed, 
Thou  hall  a  figh  to  blow  away  this  praife, 
Ending  with— brother,  fon,  and  all  are  dead. 

Mort.  Douglas  is  living,  and  your  brother,  yet,; 
But  for  my  lord  your  fon,  

North.  Why,  he  is  dead. 
See,  what  a  ready  tongue  iufpicion  hath  ! 
He,  that  but  fears  the  thing  he  would  not  know, 
Hath,  by  inftinft,  knowledge  from  others,  eyes. 
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That  what  he  fear'd  is  chanced.    Yet  fpeak,  Morton : 
1  en  thou  thy  earl,  his  divination  lies; 
And  I  will  take  it  as  a  fweet  difgrace, 
And  make  thee  rich  for  doing  me  fuch  wrong 

Mort   You  are  too  great  to  be  by  me  gainfaid  : 
Your  fpmt  is  too  true,  your  fears  too  certain 

North   Yet,  for  all  this,  fay  not  that  Percy's  dead 
1  lee  a  ftrange  confeffion  in  thine  eye  • 
Thou  fhak'ft  thy  head ;  and  hold'ft  it  fear,  or  fin 
To  fpeak  a  truth.    If  he  be  flain,  fay  fo  : 
The  tongue  offends  not,  that  reports  his  death  • 
And  he  doth  fin,  that  doth  belie  the  dead; 
Not  he,  which  fays  the  dead  is  not  alive. 
Yet  the  firft  bringer  of  unwelcome  news 
Hath  but  a  lofmg  office;  and-his  tongue 
Sounds  ever  after  as  a  fallen  bell, 
Remember'd  knotting*  a  departing  friend. 

Bard.  I  cannot  thmk,  my  lord,  your  fon  is  dead. 
mort.  I  am  forry,  I  mould  force  you  to  believe 
1  hat,  which  I  would  to  heaven  I  had  not  feen : 
But  thefe  mine  eyes  faw  him  in  bloodv  Hate, 
Rend'nng  faint  quittance,  wearied  and  out-breatVd 
To  Harry  Monmouth;  whofe  fwift  wrath  beat  down 
1  ne  never-aaunted  Percy  to  the  earth, 
From  whence  with  life  he  never  more  Vprung  up 
in  few,  his  death  (whofefpirit  lent  a  fire  & 
Even  to  the  dulleft  peafant  in  his  camp) 
Being  bruited  once,  took  fire  and  heat  away 
From  the  bell  temper'd  courage  in  his  troops  • 
r  or  from  his  metal  was  his  party  fteePd  ; 
Which  once  in  him  abated,  all  the  reft 
Turn'd  on  themfelves,  like  dull  and  heaw  lead 
And  as  the  thing  that's  heavy  in  itfelf,  * 
Upon  enforcement,  flies  with  greateit  fpeed- 
So  did  our  men,  heavy  in  Hotfpur's  lofs, 
Lend  to  this  weight  fuch  lightnefs  with  their  fear 
That  arrows  fled  not  fwifter  toward  their  aim, 
Than  did  our  foldiers,  aiming  at  their  fafety 
Fly  from  the  field  ;  then  was  that  noble  Worcester 
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Too  foon  ta'en  prifoner ;  and  that  furious  Scot, 
The  bloody  Douglas,  whole  well-labouring  fwo&t, 
Had  three  times  (lain  the  appearance  of  the  king, 
'Can  vail  his  ftomach,  and  did  grace  the  (liame 
Of  thofe  that  turn'd  their  backs and,  in  his  flight. 
Stumbling  in  fear,  was  took.    The  fum  of  all 
Is, — that  the  king  hath  won;  and  hath  lent  out 
A  fpeedy  power,  to  encounter  you,  my  lord, 
Under  the  conduct  of  young  Lancafter, 
And  Weftmoreland  ;  this  is  the  news  at  fall. 

North.  For  this  I  mall  have  time  enough  to  mourn. 
In  poifon  there  is  phyfic  ;  and  theie  news 
Having  been  well,  that  would  have  made  me  lick, 
Being  iick,  have  in  fome  meafure  made  me  well : 
And  as  the  wretch,  whofe  fever- weaken' d  joints, 
Like  flrengthlefs  hinges,  buckle  under  life, 
Impatient  of  his  fit,  breaks  like  a  fire 
Out  of  his  keepers  arms ;  even  fo  my  limbs, 
Weaken'd  with  grief,  being  nowenrag'd  with  grief, 
Are  thrice  themfelves  5  hence  therefore,  thou  nice 
crutch  ; 

A  fcaly  gauntlet  now,  with  joints  of  ft  eel, 

Mull  glove  this  hand ;  and  hence,  thou  fickly  quoif ; 

Thou  art  a  guard  too  wanton  for  the  head, 

Which  princes,  flefh'd  with  conqueff,  aim  to  hit. 

Now  bind  my  brows  with  iron :  And  approach 

The  rugged'ft  hour  that  time  and  fpight  dare  bring, 

To  frown  upon  the  enrag'd  Northumberland  ! 

Let  heaven  kifs  earth  !  Now  let  not  nature's  hand 

Keep  the  wild  flood  confin'd  !  let  order  die  ! 

And  let  this  world  no  longer  be  a  ilage, 

To  feed  contention  in  a  lingering  act ; 

But  let  one  fpiric  of  the  firil-born  Cain 

Reign  in  all  bofoms,  that,  each  heart  being  fet 

On  bloody  courfes,  the  rude  fcene  may  end, 

And  darknefs  be  the  burier  of  the  dead  ! 

Bard.  This  ftrained  paifion  doth  you  wrong,  my  lord : 
Sweet  earl,  divorce  not  wifdom  from  your  honour. 

Mort.  The  lives  of  all  your  loving  complices 
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Lean  on  your  health ;  the  which,  if  you  give  o'er 
To  ftormy  pamon/  mull  perforce  decay. 
You  cart  the  event  of  war,  my  noble  lord, 
And  furnm'd  the  account  of  chance,  before  you  faid, — 
Let  us  make  head.    It  was  your  pre-furmife, 
That,  in  the  dole  of  blows  your  fon  might  drop : 
You  knew,  he  walk'd  o'er  perils,  on  an  edge 
More  likely  to  fall  in,  than  to  get  o'er  : 
You  were  advis'd,  his  flefh  was  capable 
Of  wounds,  and  fears ;  and  that  his  forward,  fpirit 
Would  lift  him  where  moft  trade  of  danger  rang'd  ; 
Yet  did  you  fay, — Go  forth ;  and  none  of  this, 
Though  ftrongly  apprehended,  could  reftrain 
The  fiiff-borne  adlion  :  What  hath  then  befallen, 
Or  what  hath  this  bold  enterprize  brought  forth, 
More  than  that  being  which  was  like  to  be  ? 

Bard.  We  ail,  that  are  engaged  to  this  lofs, 
Knew  that  we  ventur'd  on  fuch  dangerous  feas, 
That,  if  we  wrought  out  life,  'twas  ten  to  one  : 
And  yet  we  ventur'd,  for  the  gain  propos'd 
Choak'd  the  refpect  of  likely  peril  fear'd ; 
And,  fince  we  are  o'er-fet,  venture  again. 
Come,  we  will  all  put  forth;  body,  and  goods. 
Mart.  'Tis  more  than  time :  And,  my  moft  noble  lord, 

I  hear  for  certain,  and  do  fpeak  the  truth,  

The  gentle  archbifhop  of  York  is  up, 
With  well  appointed  powers  ;  he  is  a  man, 
Who  with  a  double  furety  binds  his  followers. 
My  lord  your  fon  had  only  but  the  corps, 
But  fhadows,  and  the  mews  of  men,  to  fight: 
For  that  fame  word,  rebellion,  did  divide 
The  action  of  their  bodies  from  their  fouls  ; 
And  they  did  fight  with  queafinefs,  conftrain'd, 
As  men  drink  potions ;  that  their  weapons  only 
Seem'd  on  our  fide,  but  for  their  fpirits  and  fouiss 
This  word,  rebellion,  it  had  froze  them  up, 
As  fifli  are  in  a  pond  :  But  now  the  bilhop 
Turns  infurreciion  to  religion  : 
Suppos'd  fmcere  and  holy  in  his  thoughts, 
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He's  follow'd  both  with  body  and  with  mind; 

And  doth  enlarge  his  riftng  with  the  blood 

Of  fair  king  Richard,  fcrap'd  from  Pomfret  ftones  : 

Derives  from  heaven  his  quarrel,  and  his  caufe; 

Tells  them,  he  doth  beftride  a  bleeding  land, 

Gafping  for  life  under  great  Bolingbroke  ; 

And  more  and  lefs  do  flock  to  follow  him. 

North.  I  knew  of  this  before  ;  but,  to  fpeak  truth, 
This  prefent  grief  had  wip'd  it  from  my  mind. 
Go  in  with  me  ;  and  counfel  every  man 
The  apteit  way  for  fafety,  and  revenge  : 
Get  polls,  and  letters,  and  make  friends  with  fpeed  ; 
Never  fo  few,  and  never  yet  more  need.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  II. 

A  Jrreet  in  London. 
Enter  Sir  John  FalftaJF,  <witb  his  page  hearing  his 
/word  and  buckler, 
lal.  Sirrah,  you  giant  I  what  fays  the  doctor  to 
my  water  ? 

Page.  He  faid,  fir,  the  water  itfelf  was  a  good 
healthy  water ;  but,  for  the  party  that  owed  it,  he 
might  have  more  difeafes  than  he  knew  for. 

Fal.  Men  of  all  forts  take  a  pride  to  gird  at  me  : 
the  brain  of  this  foolifh-compounded  clay,  man,  i3 
not  able  to  invent  any  thing  that  tends  to  laughter, 
more  than  I  invent,  or  is  invented  on  me  :  I  am  not 
only  witty  in  myfelf,  but  the  caufe  that  wit  is  in  other 
men.  I  do  here  walk  before  thee,  like  a  fow,  that  hath 
overwhelmed  ail  her  litter  but  one.  If  the  prince  put 
thee  into  my  fervice  for  any  other  reafon  than  to  fet 
me  off,  why  then  I  have  no  judgment.  Thou  whore- 
fon  mandrake,  thou  art  fitter  to  be  worn  in  my  cap, 
than  to  wait  at  my  heels.  I  was  never  mann'd  with  an 
agate  till  now  ;  but  I  will  neither  fet  you  in  gold  nor 
filver,  but  in  vile  apparel,  and  fend  you  back  again  to 
your  mailer,  for  a  jewel ;  the  ju venal,  the  prince  your 
mailer,  whofe  chin  is  not  yet  fiedg'd.  I  will  fooner 
have  a  beard  grow  in  the  palm  of  my  hand,  than  he 
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fliall  get  one  on  his  cheek ;  yet  he  will  not  flick  to  fay, 
his  face  is  a  face-royal.  Heaven  may  finifh  it  when 
he  will,  it  is  not  a  hair  amifs  yet ;  he  may  keep  it 
ftill  as  a  face-royal,  for  a  barber  fliall  never  earn  fix- 
pence  out  of  it ;  and  yet  he  will  be  crowing,  as  if  he 
had  writ  man  ever  fmce  his  father  was  a  batchelor. 
He  may  keep  his  own  grace>  but  he  is  almoft  out  of 

mine,  i  can  affure  him.  -What  faid  matter  Domble- 

dcn  about  the  fattin  for  my  fnort  cloak,  and  flops  ? 

Page.  He  faid,  fir,  you  mould  procure  him  better 
afiurance  than  Bardolph ;  he  would  not  take  his  bond 
and  yours ;  he  lik'd  not  the  fecurity. 

Fal.  Let  him  be  damn'd  like  the  glutton  ;  may  his 
tongue  be  hotter  ! — A  whorefon  Achitophel !  a  raf- 
cally  yea-forfooth  knave !  to  bear  a  gentleman  in  hand, 
and  then  ftand  upon  fecurity  1— The  whorefon  fmooth- 
pates  do  now  wear  nothing  but  high  fhoes,  and  bunch- 
es of  keys  at  their  girdles ;  and  if  a  man  is  thorough 
with  them  in  honell  taking  up,  then  they  mull  ftafld 
upon — fecurity.  I  had  as  lief  they  would  put  ratf- 
bane  in  my  mouth,  as  oifer  to  ftop  it  with  fecurity, 
I  look'd  lie  mould  have  lent  me  two-an d-twenty  yards 
of  fattin,  as  I  am  a  true  knight,  and  he  lends  me  fecu- 
rity. Well,  he  may  fieep  in  fecurity  ;  for  he  hath  the  horn 
of  abundance,  and  the  lightnefs  of  his  wife  mines 
through  it;  and  yet  cannot  he  fee,  though  he  have  his 
own  lanthorn  to  light  him.  Where's  Bardolph  ? 

Page.  He's  gone  into  Smithfield  to  bay  your  wor- 
fhip  a  horfe. 

Fal.  I  bought  him  in  Paul's,  and  he'll  buy  me  a 
horfe  in  Smithiield :  if  I  could  get  me  but  a  wife  in 
the  itews,  I  were  mann'd,  hors'd,  and  wiv'd. 
E titer  the  Lord  Chief  Jujlice,  and  Servants. 

Page.  Sir,  here  comes  the  nobleman  that  committed 
the  prince  for  ftriking  him  about  Bardolph. 

Fal.  Wait  clofe,  I  will  not  fee  him. 

Ch.  Juft.  What's  he  that  goes  there  ? 

Serv.  Fahtaif,  an't  pleafe  your  lordfnip. 

Ch.  J:tfi.  He  that  was  in  queflion  for  the  robbery  ? 
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Serv.  He,  my  lord ;  but  he  hath  fince  done  good 
fervice  at  Shrew  {bury  ;  and,  as  I  hear,  is  now  going 
with  fome  charge  to  the  lord  John  of  Lancailer. 

Cb.  Jufi.  What,  to  York  ?  call  him  back  again. 

Serv.  Sir  John  Falftaff! 

FaL  Boy,  tell  him  I  am  deaf. 

Page.  You  mull  fpeak  louder,  my  mafter  is  deaf. 

Cb.  J uft.  I  am  fure  he  is,  to  the  hearing  of  any  thing 

good.  -Go,  pluck  him  by  the  elbow;  I  muil  fpeak 

with  him. 

Serv.  Sir  John, — — 

FaL  What !  a  young  knave,  and  beg  !  Is  there  not 
wars  ?  is  there  not  employment  ?  Doth  not  the  king 
lack  fubjecls  ?  do  not  the  rebels  want  foldiers  ?  Tho* 
it  be  a  fhame  to  be  on  any  fide  but  one,  it  is  worfe  fhame 
to  beg  than  to  be  on  the  woril  fide,  were  it  worfe 
than  the  name  of  rebellion  can  tell  how  to  make  it. 

Serv.  You  miftake  me,  fir. 

FaL  Why,  fir,  did  I  fay  you  were  an  honeft  man  ? 
Setting  my  knighthood  and  foldierfhip  alkie,  I  had 
lied  in  my  throat  if  I  had  faid  fo. 

Serv.  I  pray  you,  fir,  then  fet  your  knighthood 
and  your  foldierihip  jtfide ;  and  give  me  leave  to  tell 
you,  you  lie  in  your  throat,  if  you  fay  I  am  any 
other  than  an  honefl  man. 

FaL  I  give  thee  leave  to  tell  me  fo !  I  lay  afide  that 
which  grows  to  me  !  If  thou  get'ft  any  leave  of  riie, 
hang  me  ;  if  thou  tak'ft  leave,  thou  wert  better  be 
hang'd  :  You  hunt-counter,  hence !  avaunt  I 

Serv.  Sir,  my  lord  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Cb.  J uft.  Sir  John  Falftaff,  a  word  with  you. 

FaL  My  good  lord! — God  give  your  lordmip 
good  time  of  day.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  lordmip 
abroad:  I  heard  fay,  your  lordmip  was  fick  :  I  hops 
your  lordfiiip  goes  abroad  by  advice.  Your  Jordihip, 
though  not  clean  pall  your  youth,  hath  yet  fome  fmack 
of  age  in  you,  fome  relifh  of  the  faltnefs  of  time  ; 
and  I  moll  humbly  befeech  your  lordfhip,  to 
reverend  care  of  your  health. 
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Cb.  juj}.  Sir  John,  I  fent  for  you  before  your 
expedition  to  Shrewsbury. 

Fal.  If  it  pieafe  your  lordihip,  I  hear  his  majefty 
is  return'd  with  forne  difcomfort  from.  Wales. 

Cb.  Jvft.    I  talk  not  of  his  majefty  :  You 

v.  ould  not  come  when  I  fent  for  you. 

Fal.  And  I  hear  moreover^  his  highnefs  is  fallen 
into  tliis  fame  whorefon  apoplexy. 

Cb.  Juft.  Well  heav  en  mend  him  !  I  pray,  let 
me  (peak  with  vou. 

Fal.  This  apoplexy  is.  as  I  take  it,  a  kind  of 
lethargy,  an't  pieafe  your  lordihip;  a  kind  of  keep- 
ing in  the  blood,  a  whorefon  tingling. 

Cb.  Ju/tm    What  tell  you  me  of  it  ?  be  it  as  it  is. 

Fal.  it  hath  its  original  from  much  grief ;  from 
ftudy,  and  perturbation  of  the  brain  ;  I  have  read  the 
caufe  of  his  effects  in  Galen  ;  it  is  a  kind  of  deafnefs. 

C.j.  Jufl*  I  think,  you  are  fallen  into  the  difeafe  ; 
fcr  you  hear  not  what  I  fay  to  you. 

Fed.  Very  well,  mv  lord,  very  well  ;  rather, 
an't  pieafe  ycu,  it  is  the  difeaie  of  not  liflening,  the 
malady  of  not  marking,  that!  am  troubled  withal. 

Cb.  Juft*  To  piniiih  ycu  by  the  heels,  would 
amend  the  attention  of  your  ears ;  and  I  care  not,  if 
I  do  become  your  phyfician. 

Fal.  I  am  as  poor  as  Job,  my  lord ;  but  not  fo 
patient !  your  lordihip  may  minifter  the  poticn  of 
imprifonment  to  me,  in  reipect  of  poverty  ;  but  how 
I  mould  be  your  patient  to  fellow  your  prefcriptions, 
the  wife  may  make  feme  drain  of  a  fcruple,  or  in- 
deed, a  fcruple  itfelf. 

Cb.  J\jh  ■  I  fent  for  vou,  when  there  were  mat* 
ters  againt:  you  for  your  life,  to  come  fpeak  with  me. 

Fal.  As  I  was  then  advifed  by  my  learned  coun- 
fel  in  the  laws  of  this  land-fervice,  1  did  not  come. 

Cb.  Jofi.  Well,  the  truth  is,  Sir  John,  you  live 
in  great  Infamy. 

Fal.  Ke  that  buckles  him  in  my  belt,  cannot  live 
in  iefs. 
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Cb.  Juft.  Your  means  are  very  flender,  and  your 
wafte  great, 

Fal.  I  would  it  were  otherwife ;  I  would  my 
means  were  greater,  and  my  waift  flenderer. 

Cb.  Juft.   You  have  mif-led  the  youthful  prince. 

Fal.  The  young  prince  hath  mif-led  me  :  I  am 
the  fellow  with  the  great  belly,  and  he  my  dog  ? 

Cb.  Jvft.    Well,  I  am  loth  to  gall  a  new-heal'd 
wound  ;  your  day's  fervlce  at  Shrewfbury  hath  a  lit 
tie  glided  over  your  night's  exploit  on  Gads-hill  : 
you  may  thaak  the  unci uiet  time  for  your  quiet  o'er* 
polling  that:  action. 

FaL    My  lord  ! 

Cb.  Juft.  Butfince  all  is  well,  keep  it  f o  :  wake 
not  a  fieeping  wolf. 

FaL  To  wake  a  wolf,  is  as  bad  ai  to  fmell  a  fox. 

Cb.  Juft.  What  you  are  as  a  candle,  the  better  part 
burnt  out. 

Fal.  A  waflel  candle,  my  lord  ;  all  tallow  :  but  if 
I  did  fay  of  wax,  my  growth  would  approve  the  truth. 

Ch.  Juft.  There  is  not  a  white  hair  on  your  face, 
but  mould  have  his  effect  of  gravity. 

Fal.  Plis  effect  of  gravy,  gravy,  gravy. 

Cb.  Juft.  You  follow  the  young  prince  up  and  down, 
like  his  ill  angel. 

Fal.  Not  fo,  my  lord  ;  your  ill  angel  is  light;  but, 
I  hope,  he  that  looks  upon  me,  will  take  me  without 
weighing  :  and  yet,  in  fome  refpecls,  I  grant,  I  cannot 
•go,  I  cannot  tell :  Virtue  is  of  fo  little  regard  in  thefe 
cofter-monger  times,  that  true  valour  is  turn'd  bear- 
herd:  Pregnancy  is  made  a  tapfler,  and  hath  his  quick 
wit  wailed  in  giving  reckonings :  all  the  other  gifts 
appertinent  to  man,  as  the  malice  of  this  age  lhapes 
them,  are  not  worth  a  goofeberry.  You,  that  are  old, 
confider  not  the  capacities  of  us  that  are  young  ;  you 
meafure  the  heat  of  our  livers  with  the  bitternefs  of  your 
galls  :  and  we  that  are  in  the  vaward  of  our  youth,  I 
mull  confefs,  are  wags  too. 

Cb.  Juft.  Do  you  let  down  your  name  in  the  fcrowl 
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ef  youth,  that  are  written  down  old  with  all  the  cha- 
racters of  age?  Have  you  not  a  moift  eye  ?  a  dry  hand? 
a  yellow  cheek  ?  a  white  beard  ?  a  decreafing  leg  ?  an 
increasing  belly  ?  Is  not  your  voice  broken?  your  wind 
fhort  ?  your  chin  double?  your  wit  Tingle?  and  every 
part  about  you  blafted  with  antiquity  ?  and  will  you 
yet  cail  yourfelf  young  ?  Fie,  fie,  fie,  Sir  John.! 

Fal.  My  lord,  I  was  born  about  three  of  the  clock 
in  the  afternoon,  with  a  white  head,  and  Something 
a  round  belly.  For  my  voice, — I  have  loft  it  with 
hail  owing  and  finging  of  anthems.  To  approve  my 
youth  further,  I  will  not :  the  truth  is,  I  am  only  old 
in  judgment  and  underftanding ;  and  he  that  will  caper 
with  me  for  a  thoufand  marks,  let  him  lend  me  tht 
money,  and  have  at  him.  For  the  box  o'  the  ear  that 
the  prince  gave  you, — he  gave  it  like  a  rude  prince, 
and  you  took  it  like  a  fenfible  lord.  I  have  check'd 
him  for  it;  and  the  young  lion  repents :  marry,  not 
if*  aihes,  and  fack-cloth ;  but  in  new  filk,  and  old  fack. 

Cfc  Jufi.  Well,  heaven  fend  the  prince  a  better 
companion  ! 

Fal.  Heaven  fend  the  companion  a  better  prince  ! 

I  cannot  rid  my  hands  of  him. 

Ch.Juft.  Well,  the  king  hath  fever'dyouand  prince 
Harry  :  1  hear,  you  are  going  with  lord  John  of  Lan- 
cairer,  againft  the  archbifnop,  and  the  earl  of  Nor- 
thumberland. 

Fal.  Yea ;  I  thank  your  pretty  fweet  wit  for  it.  But 
lock  you,  pray,  all  you  that  kifs  my  lady  peace  at 
home,  that  our  armies  join  not  in  a  hot  day  ;  for  by 
the  Lord, I  take  but  two  fhirts  out  with  me,  and  I  mean 
not  to  fweat  extraordinarily  :  if  it  be  a  hot  day,  an  I 
brandifh  any  thing  but  my  bottle,  I  would  I  might 
uever  fpit  white  again.  There  is  not  a  dangerous  aclion 
can  peep  out  his  head,  but  I  am  thruft  upon  it :  Well, 
I  cannot  Baft  ever:  But  it  was  always  yet  the  trick  of 
our  Englilh  nation,  if  they  have  a  good  thing,  to  make 
it  too  common.  If  ycu  will  needs  fay,  I  am  an  old 
man,  you  ihould  give  me  reft.  I  would  to  God,  my 
name  were  not  fo  terrible  to  the  enemy  as  it  is.  I 
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were  better  to  be  eaten  to  death  with  a  riijfo  than  to 
be  fccur'd  to  nothing  with  perpetual  motion. 

CA.  Jujl.  Well,  be  honed,  be  honeft:  And  heaven 
blefs  your  expedition  ! 

Fal.  Will  your  lordfhip  lend  me  a  thoufand  pound 
to  furnim  me  forth  ? 

Ch.  Jufi.  Not  a  penny,  not  a  penny  ;  you  are  too 
impatient  to  bear  croffes.  Fare  you  well :  Commend 
me  to  mv  ccuiin  Weihnoreland       -  [Exit. 

Fal.  If  I  do,  fillip  me  with  a  three-man  beetle. — 
A  man  can  no  more  feparate  age  and  covetoufneis, 
than  he  can  part  young  iimbs  and  lechery  :  but  the 
gout  galls  the  one,  and  the  pox  pinches  the  other;  and 
ib  both  the  degrees  prevent  my  curfus.— Boy  !  

Page.  Sir? 

Fal.  Wliat  money  is  in  my  purfe? 

Page.  Seven  groats  and  two-pence. 

Fal.  I  can  get  no  remedy  agajnit  this  confinnptlofi 
of  the  purfe  :  borrowing  only  lingers  and  lingers  k 
cut,  but  the  difeafe  is  incurable.— Go  bear  this  letter 
to  my  lord  of  Lancailer;  this  to  the  prince;  t'rls  to 
the  cirl  of  Weihnoreland  ;  and  this  to  old  miirrefs 
Urfula,  whom  I  have  weekly  fworn  to  marry  fince 
I  perceiv'd  the.  firfl  whi  te  hair  on  my  chin  :  About  it ; 
you  know  where  to  find  me.  [Exit  Page.]  A  pox  of 
this  gout !  or,  a  gout  of  this  pox  !  for  the  one  or 
the  other,  plays  the  rogue  with  my  great  toe.  It  is 
no  matter,  if  I  do  halt ;  I  have  the  wars  for  my  colour., 
and  my  pennon  mail  feem  the  more  reasonable:  A  good 
wit  wili  make  ufe  of  any  thing ;  I  will  turn  difeafes 
to  commodity.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Ihe  Archbijhop  of  Fork's  Palace. 

Enter  the  Archbijhop  of  York,  Lord  Hajlings,  T&Qmffl 
Mowbray,  ( Earl  Mar jh  all)  and  Lord  Bar  del  ph. 
York.  Thus  have  you  heard  our  caufe,  and  kno  w  our  - 
means ; 

And,  my  moil  noble  friends,  I  pray  you  all, 
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Speak  plainly  your  opinions  of  our  hopes  :  

And  firft,  lord  marihal,  what  fay  you  to  it  ? 

MorjoB,  I  well  allow  the  occation  of  our  arms; 
But  gladly  would  be  better  fatisfied, 
Kow,  in  our  riteans,  we  mould  advance  ourfelves 
To  look  with  forehead  bold  and  big  enough 
Upon  the  power  and  puiffance  of  the  king. 

Haft.  Our  prefent  muilers  grow  upon  the  file 
To  five  and  twenty  thoufand  men  of  choice ; 
And  our  fupplies  live  largely  in  the  hope 
Of  great  Northumberland,  whofe  bofom  burns 
With  an  incenfed  £re  of  injuries. 

Bard.    The  queilion  then,  lord  Halting?,  ftandeth 
thus ;  

Whether  our  prefent  five  and  twenty  thoufand 
May  hold  up  head  without  Northumberland. 

t!aft.    With  him,  we  may. 

Bard.    Ah,  marry,  there's  the  point ; 
But  if  without  him  we  be  thought  too  feeble, 
My  judgment  is,  we  mould  not  Hep  too  far 
Till  we  had  his  afiitance  by  the  hand  : 
For,  in  a  theme  fo  bloody-fac'd  as  this, 
Conjecture,  expectation,  and  furmife 
Of  aids  uncertain,  mould  not  be  admitted. 

Ycrk.    'Tis  very  true,  lord  Bardoiph  ;  for,  indeed, 
it  was  young  Hotfpur's  cafe  at  Shrewfbury. 

Bard.  It  was,  my  lord;  wholin'd  himfelf  with  hope, 
Eating  the  air  on  promife  of  fupply, 
Flattering  himfelf  with  project  of  a  power 
Much  fmaller  than  the  fmalleit.  of  his  thoughts  : 
And  fo,  with  great  imagination, 
Proper  to  madmen,  led  his  powers  to  death, 
And,  winking,  leap'd  into  deitruction. 

Haft.    But,  by  your  leave,  it  never  yet  did  hurt 
To  lay  down  likelihoods,  and  forms  of  hope. 

Bard.    Yes,  in  this  prefent  quality  of  war, 
Indeed  of  inftant  action  :  A  cauie  on  foot 
Lives  fo  in  hope,  as  in  an  early  fpring 
f*We  fee  the  appearing  buds ;  which  to  prove  fruit, 
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Hope  gives  not  To  much  warrant,  as  defprir, 

That  frofts  will  bite  them.  When  we  mean  to  build, 

We  firft  furvey  the  plot,  then  draw  the  model, 

And  when  we  fee  the  figure  of  the  houfe, 

Then  mud  we  rate  the  coft  of  the  ereclion  : 

Whicli  if  we  find  outweighs  ability, 

What  do  we  then,  but  draw  anew  the  model 

In  fewer  offices  ;  or  at  leaft,  defift 

To  build  at  all  ?  Much  more  in  this  great  work, 

(Which  is,  almoft,  to  pluck  a  kingdom  down, 

And  fet  another  up)  mould  we  furvey 

The  plot  of  fituation,  and  the  model ; 

Confent  upon  a  fure  foundation ; 

Queftion  iurveyors ;  know  our  own  eftate, 

How  able  fuch  a  work  to  undergo, 

To  weigh  againft  his  oppofite ;  or  elfe, 

We  fortify  in  paper  and  in  figures, 

Uling  the  names  of  men  inftead  of  men  : 

Like  one  that  draws  the  model  of  a  houfe 

Beyond  his  power  to  build  it;  who,  half  through, 

Gives  o'er,  and  leaves  his  part-created  coft 

A  naked  fubjecl  to  the  weeping  clouds, 

And  wafte  for  churlim  winter's  tyranny. 

Haft.  Grant  that  our  hopes  (yet  likely  of  fair  birth) 
Should  be  fUll-born,  and  that  we  now  poffefs'd 
The  very  utmoft  man  of  expectation  : 
I  think,  we  are  a  body  ftrong  enough, 
Even  as  we  are,  to  equal  with  the  king. 

Bard.  What !  is  the  king  but  five  and  twenty  thou- 
fand  ? 

Baft.  To  us,  no  more ;  nay,  not  fo  much,  lord 
Bardolph, 

For  his  diviilons,  as  the  times  do  brawl, 

Are  in  three  heads :  one  power  again!!,  the  French, 

And  one  againfi  Glendower ;  perforce,  a  third 

Muft  take  up  us :  fo  is  the  unfirm  king 

Jn  three  divided  ;  and  his  coiTers  found 

With  hollow  poverty  and  emptinefs. 
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York.   That  lie  ihould  draw  his  ieveral  firengths 
together, 

And  come  againil  us  in  full  puimince, 
Need  not  be  dreaded. 

Heft.  If  he  mould  do  fo, 
He  leaves  his  back  unarm* d,  the  French  and  Welih 
Baying  him  at  the  heels  :  never  fear  that. 

Bard.  Who,,  is  it  like,  mould  lead  his  forces  hither  ? 

Haft.  The  duke  of  Lancailer,  and^  Wef:moreiand  : 
Againft.  the  Weim,  himself,  and  Harry  Monmouth: 
But  who  is  iub&ituted  "gainil  the  French, 
I  have  no  certain  notice. 

York.  Let  us  on ; 
And  pabliih  the  occahen  of  our  arms. 
The  commonwealth  is  lick  of  their  own  choice, 

Their  over-greedy  love  hath  forfeited  ;  

An  habitation  giddy  and  uniure 
Hath  he  that  huildeih  on  the  vulgar  heart. 
O  thou  fond  m?my  !  vi  ith  what  loud  applaufe 
Didfl  thou  beat  heaven  with  biding  Bolingbroke, 
Before  lie  was  what  thoa  wculdhi  have  him  be  f 
And  being  now  trirmn'd  up  in  thine  own  denres, 
Thou  beahly  feeder,  art  lb  fail  of  him, 
That  thou  provokht  thyfelf  to  cafi  him  up. 
So,  fo,  thou  common  dog,  didxi  thoa  di:  gorge 
Thy  glutton  bofom  of  the  royal  Richard  ; 
And  now  thou  would' ft  eat  thy  dead  vomit  up, 
And  howPft  to  rind  it.    What  truft  is  in  theie  times  ? 
They  that,  when  Richard  liv;d,  would  have  him  die, 
Are  now  become  enamour  d  on  his  grave : 
Thou,  that  threw'il  duft  upon  his  goodly  head, 
When  through  proud  London  he  came  fi ghing  on 
After  the  admired  heels  of  Bolingbroke, 
Cry 'it  now,  O  fori     gifjfp  us  that  king  again. 
And  take  then  this  I  O  thoughts  of  men  accurit, ! 
Pair,  and  to  come,  feem  bell ;  things  prefent,  wonL 

Mtnyb.  Shall  we  go  draw  our  numbers,  and  fet  on? 

Haft.  We  are  times  fabjechs,  and  time  bids  be  gone. 

[Exe::nt. 
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ACT    II.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

A  Street  in  London, 

Enter  Hofteft  j   Phang,  and  his  boy>  <zvitb  her  j  and 

Snare  following. 
Hhft.  \  /¥  A  S  T  E  R  Phang,  have  you  enter'd  the 
iyJL  aciion  P 

Phang.  It  is  enter'd. 

Heft.  Where  is  your  yeoman  P  Is  it  a  luft)  yeoman  P 
will  a*  ftand  to't  P 

Phang.  Sirrah,  where's  Snare  P 

Hoft.  O  Lord,  ay  ;  good  m&fte*  Snare. 

Snare.  Here,  here. 

Phang.  Snare,  we  muft  arreil  Sir  John  FalftafF. 
Hoft.  Ay,  good  mailer  Snare  ;  I  have  enter'd  him 
and  all. 

Snare.  It  may  chance  coil  fame  of  us  our  lives,  for 
he  will  ilab. 

Hoft,  Alas  the  day  !  take  heed  of  him  ;  he  ilabb'd 
me  in  mine  own  houfe,  and  that  mod  beafcly :  he  cares 
not  what  mifchief  he  doth,  if  his  weapon  be  out :  he 
will  foin  like  any  devil ;  he  will  fpare  neither  man, 
woman,  nor  child. 

Phang.  If  I  can  clofe  with  him,  I  care  not  for  his 
thiuil. 

Heft.  No,  nor  I  neither ;  I'll  be  at  your  elbow. 

Phang.  An  I  but  fifl  him  once  ;  and  he  come  but 
within  my  vice ;  

Hoft.  I  am  undone  by  his  going ;  I  warrant  you, 
he's  an  infinitive  thing  upon  my  fcore  : — Good  mafter 
Phang,  hold  him  fure; — good  mailer  Snare,  let  him 
not  'fcape.  He  comes  continually  to  Pye-corner,  (fa- 
ving  your  manhoods)  to  buy  a  faddle  ;  and  he's  indi- 
ted to  dinner  to  the  lubbar's  head  in  Lumbart-ilreet, 
to  mafter  Smooth's  the  fiikman :  I  pray  ye,  fmce  my 
exion  is  enter'd  and  my  cafe  fo  openly  known  to  the 
world,  let  him  be  brought  in  to  his  anfwer.    A  hun- 
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dred  mark  is  a  long  loan  for  a  poor  lone  woman  to 
bear :  and  I  have  borne,  and  borne,  and  borne  :  and 
have  been  fub'd  oft,  and  fub'd  off,  from  this  day  to 
that  day,  that  it  is  a  fname  to  be  thought  on.  There 
is  no  honefty  in  fuch  dealing  ;  imlefs  a  woman  mould 
be  made  an  afs,and  a  beaii,  to  bear  every  knaves  wrong.— 

Enter  Sir  John  Fdjftajfa  Bardolph]  and  the  Page. 
Yonder  he  comes ;  and  that  arrant  malm  fey-nofe  knave, 
Bardolph,  with  him.  Do  your  offices,  do  your  offices, 
mafrer  Phang,  and  mailer  Snare;  do>ine,  do  me,  do 
me  ycur  ofnces. 

Fal.  How  now  ?  who*s  mare's  dead  ?  what's  the 
matter  ? 

Phang.  Sir  John,  I  arreft  ycu  at  the  fait  of  miftrefs 
Quickly. 

Fal.  Away,  varlets! — Draw,  Bardolph;  cut  me 
off  the  villain's  heads ;  throw  the  quean  in  the  kennel. 

Hofi.  Throw  me  in  the  kennel  I  I'll  throw  thee  in 
the  kennel.  Wilt  thou?  wilt  thou?  thou  baftardly 
rogue  ! — Murder,  murder  !  O  thou  honey  fuckle  vil- 
lain ;  wilt  thou  kill  God's  officers,  and  the  king's  ? 
O  thou  honey-feed  rogue  !  thou  art  a  honey-feed ;  a 
man-queller,  and  a  woman- queller. 

Fal.  Keep  them  off,  Bardolph. 

Phang.  A  refcue  !  a  refcue  ! 

Ilyl.  Good  people,  bring  a  refcue  or  two. — Thou 
wo:t,  wo't  thou  ?  thou  wo't,  wo't  thou  ?  do>  do,  thou 
rogue!  do,  thou  hemp-feed! 

Fal.  Away,  you  fculUon !  you  rampailian  !  you 
fuftilarian!  I'll  tickle  your  cataftrophe. 

Enter  the  Chief  Jujiice,  attended. 

Ch.  Juft.  What's  the  matter?  keep  the  peace  here, 
ho ! 

Hofi,  Good  my  lord,  be  good  to  me  !  I  befeech 
you,  fcand  to  me  ! 

Ch.  Jitji.  How  now,  Sir  John  ?  what  are  you  brawl- 
ing here  ? 

Doth  this  become  your  place,  your  time,  and  bufmefs? 
You  mould  have  been  well  on  your  way  to  York,—- 
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Stand  from  him,  feiiow  ;  Wherefore  hang'fr.  thou  ons 
him  ? 

Heft.  O  my  moJ  worlliijjful  lord,  an'  pleafe  your 
grace,  I  am  a  poor  widjw  of  Eaftcheap,  and  he  is 
arretted  at  my  fuit. 

Ch.  Juft.  For  what  fcm  ? 

Heft.  It  is  more  than  for  Tome,  my  lord;  it  is  for 
all,  all  I  have:  he*  hath  eaten  ire  out  of  houfe  and 
home  ;  he  hath  pat  all  toy  fubftance  into  that  fat  belly 
of  his  : — but  I  will  ha  ve  feme  of  it  out  again,  or  I'll 
ride  thee  o  mights,  like  the  mare. 

FaL  I  think,  I  am  as  like  to  ride  the  mare,  if  I 
have  any  vantage  of  ground  to  get  up. 

Ch.  juft.  How  comes  this,  Sir  John?  Fie!  what 
man  of  good  temper  would  endure  this  tempeft  of  ex- 
clamation ?  Are  you  not  afham'd  to  enforce  a  poor 
widow  to  fo  rough  a  courfe  to  come  by  her  own  ? 

FaL  What  is  the  grofs  fum  that  I  owe  thee  ? 

Heft.  Marry,  if  thou  wert  an  honeil  man,  thyfelf, 
and  the  money  too.  Thou  didlt  fwear  to  me  upon  a 
parcel- gilt  goblet,  iitting  in  my  Dolphin-chamber, 
at  the  round  table,  by  a  fea-coal  rire,  on  Wedneiday 
in  Whitfun-week,  when  the  prince  broke  thy  head 
for  likening  his  father  to  a  ringing  man  of  Windfbr  ; 
thou  didfh  fwear  to  me  then,  as  I  was  warning  thy 
wound,  to  marry  me,  and  make  me  my  lady  thy  wife. 
Canft  thou  deny  it  ?  Did  not  goodwife  Keech,  the 
butcher's  wife  come  in  then,  and  call  me  goffip 
Quickly  ?  coming  in  to  borrow  a  mefs  of  vinegar ; 
telling  us,  flie  had  a  good  dim  of  prawns  ;  whereby 
thou  dill  defire  to  eat  fome  ;  whereby  I  told  thee, 
they  were  ill  for  a  green  wound  ?  And  didft  thou  not, 
when  me  was  gone  down  flairs,  defire  me  to  be  no 
more  fo  familiarity  with  fuch  poor  people  ;  faying, 
that  ere  long  they  mould  call  me  madam  ?  And  didfi 
thou  not  kifs  me,  and  bid  me  fetch  thee  thirty  mil- 
lings ?  I  put  thee  now  to  thy  book-oath ;  deny  it., 
if  thou  canft. 

FaL  My  lord,   this  is  a  poor  mad  foul  ;  and  flie 


SECOND  PART  OF 


A  a  II. 


fays,  up  and  down  the  town,  that  her  eldefl  fonis  like 
you ;  me  hath  been  in  good  cafe,  and,  the  truth  is, 
poverty  hath  diltra&ed  her.  But  for  thefe  foolifh  offi- 
cers, 1  hefeech  you,  I  may  haveredrefs  againft  them. 

Cb.  Juft.  Sir  John,  Sir  John,  I  am  well  acquainted 
with  your  manner  of  wrenching  the  true  caufe  the  falfe 
way.  It  is  not  a  confident  brow,  nor  the  throng  of 
words  that  come  with  fuch  more  than  impudent  faw- 
cinefs  from  you,  can  thruft  me  from  a  level  confidera- 
tion  ;  I  know  you  have  pradlis'd  Hpon  the  eafy-yield- 
ing  fpirit  of  this  woman,  and  made  her  ferve  your  ufes 
both  in  purfe  and  perfon. 

Heft.  Yes,  in  troth,  my  lord. 

Cb.  Juft.  Pr'ythee  Peace  : — Pay  her  the  debt  you 
owe  her,  and  unpay  the  villainy  you  have  done  her ; 
the  one  you  may  do  with  fterling  money,  and  the  other 
with  current  repentance. 

FaL  My  lord,  I  will  not  undergo  this  fneap  with- 
out reply.  You  call  honourable  boldnefs,  impudent 
fawcineis :  if  a  man  will  make  curt'fy,  and  fay  nothing, 
he  is  virtuous  :  No,  my  lord,  my  humble  duty  re- 
member'd,  I  will  not  be  your  fuitor;  I  fay  to  you,  I 
do  defire  deliverance  from  thefe  officers,  being  upon 
hafty  employment  in  the  king's  affairs, 

Cb.  Juft,  You  fpeak  as  having  power  to  do  wrong  : 
but  anfwer  in  the  effeel  of  your  reputation,  and  fatisfy 
the  poor  woman. 

FaL  Come  hither,  hoftefs,  [  Taking  her  afidc. 

Enter  a  Mejjsnger. 

Cb.  Juft.  Now,  mailer  Gower  :  What  news  ? 

Cower,  The  king,  my  lord,  and  Henry  priuce  of 
Wales 

Are  near  at  hand:  the  reil  the  paper  tells. 

FaL  As  I  am  a  gentleman,  — 

II oft.  Nay,  you  laid  fo  before. 

FaL  As  I  am  a  gentleman ;  Come,  no  more 

words  of  it. 

Heft.  By  this  heavenly  ground  I  tread  on,  I  mull 
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be  fain  to  pawn  both  my  plate,  and  the  tapeilry  of 
my  dining-chambers. 

FaL  GlafTes,  glaffes,  is  the  only  drinking :  and 
for  thy  walls, — a  pretty  flight  drollery,  or  the  ftory  of 
the  prodigal,  or  the  German  hunting  in  Water-work, 
is  worth  a  thoufand  of  thefe  bed-hangings,  and  thefe 
fly-bitten  tapeftries.  Let  it  be  ten  pound,  if  thou 
canll.  Come,  if  it  were  not  for  thy  humours,  there 
is  not  a  better  wench  in  England.  Go,  warn  thy  face, 
and  draw  thy  action :  come  thou  mull  not  be  in  this 
humour  with  me;  doTi  not  know  me?  Come,  come, 
I  know  thou  wail  fet  on  to  this. 

Hoft.  Pray  thee,  Sir  John,  let  it  be  but  twenty  no- 
bles ;  I  am  loth  to  pawn  my  plate,  in  good  earnefl,  la. 

FaL  Let  it  alone;  I'll  make  other  fliift;  you'll  be 
a  fool  Ml. 

Hoft.  Well  you  mail  have  it,  though  1  pawn  my 
gown.  I  hope,  you'll  come  to  fupper :  You'll  pay 
me  ail  together  ? 

FaL  Will  I  live  ? — Go,  with  her,  with  her  ;  hook 
on,  hook  on.  \To  the  Officers. 

Hofi.  Will  you  have  Doll  Tear-meet  meet  you  at 
fupper  ? 

FaL  No  more  words  ;  let's  have  her. 

[Exeunt  Hoflefsy  Bardolph,  Officers,  £sfc. 

Ch.  Juft.  I  have  heard  better  news. 

FaL  What's  the  news,  my  good  lord  ? 

Ch.  Juji.  Where  lay  the  king  laft  night? 

Goiter.  At  Bafmgftoke,  my  lord. 

FaL  I  hope,  my  lord,  all's  well:  tf What's  the 
news,  my  lord  ? 

Ch.  Juft.  Come  all  his  forces  back  ? 

Go*wer.  No ;  fifteen  hundred  foot,  five  hundred  horfe, 
Are  march'd  up  to  my  lord  of  Lancaiter, 
Againft  Northumberland,  and  the  archbifhojp, 

FaL  Comes  the  king  back  from  Wales  my  noble 
lord  ? 

^  Ch.  Juft.  You  mall  have  letters  of  me  prefea%  \ 
Come,  go  along  with  me,  good  mailer  Gower, 
Vol.  IV.  V 
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FaL  My  lord ! 

Cb.  Jufi.  What's  the  matter  ? 
FaL  Mailer  Gower,  mail  I  entreat  you  with  me 
to  dinner  ? 

GoTver.  I  mull  wait  upon  my  good  lord  here :  I 
thank  you,  good  Sir  John. 

Cb.  Juft.  Sir  John,  you  loiter  here  too  long,  be- 
ing  you  are  to  take  foldiers  up  in  counties  as  you  go. 

FaL  Will  you  fup  with  me,  mailer  Gower  ? 

Ch.Juft.  What  foolifh  mailer  taught  you  thefe 
manners,  Sir  John  ? 

FaL  Mailer  Gower,  if  they  become  me  not,  he 
was  a  fool  that  taught  them  me. — This  is  the  right 
fencing  grace,  my  lord  ;  tap  for  tap,  and  fo  part  fair. 

Cb.  J  aft.  iNow  the  Lord  lighten  thee  !  thou  art  a 
great  fool.  \  Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Continues  in  London. 
Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poins. 

P.  Henry.  Truft  me,  I  am  exceeding  weary. 

Pcins.  Is  it  come  to  that?  I  had  thought,  wearinefs 
durft  not  have  attach'd  one  of  fo  high  blood. 

P.  Henry.  5Faith,  it  does  me;  though  it  difcolours 
the  complexion  of  my  greatnefs  to  acknowledge  it. 
Doth  it  not  mew  vilely  in  me,  to  defire  fmall-beer  ? 

Poins.  Why,  a  prince  mould  not  be  fo  loofely 
iludied,  as  to  remember  fo  weak  a  compofition. 

P.  Benry.  Belike,  then,  my  appetite  was  not  prince- 
ly got ;  for,  in  troth,  I  do  now  remember  the  poor 
creature,  fmall-beer.  But,  indeed,  thefe  humble  con- 
liderations  make  me  out  of  love  with  my  greatnefs. 
What  a  difgrace  is  it  to  me,  to  remember  thy  name? 
or  to  know  thy  face  to-morrow:  or  to  take  note  how 
many  pair  of  filk  ilcckings  thou  had;  viz.  thefe,  and 
thofe  that  were  the  peach-colour'd  ones  ?  or  to  bear 
the  inventory  of  thy  Ihirts ;  as,  one  for  fuperfluity, 
and,  one  other  for  ufe  ? — But  that,  the  tennis-court- 
keeper  knows  better  than  I ;  for  it  is  a  lowT  ebb  of 
linen  with  thee,  when  thou  keepeil  not  racket  there; 
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as  thou  haft  not  done  a  great  while,  becaufe  the  reft 
of  thy  low -countries  have  made  a  (hi ft  to  eat  up  thy 
holland ;  and  God  knows,  whether  thofe  that  bawl 
out  the  ruins  of  thy  linen,  mall  inherit  his  kingdom  : 
but  the  mid  wives  fay,  the  children  are  not  in  the 
fault;  whereupon  the  world  encreafes,  and  kindreds 
are  mightily  Itrengthen'd. 

Poins.  How  ill  it  follows,  after  you  have  labour'd 
fo  hard,  you  mould  talk  fo  idly  !  Tell  me^how  ma- 
ny good  young  princes  would  do  fo,  their  fathers 
being  fo  fick  as  yours  at  this  time  is  ? 

P.  Henry.  Shall  I  tell  thee  one  thing,  Poins  ? 

Poins.  Yes ;  and  let  it  be  an  excellent  good  thing. 

P.Jlenry.  It  ihall  ferve  among  wits  of  no  higher 
breeding  than  thine. 

Poins.  Go  to  ;  I  ftand  the  pufh  of  your  one  thing 
that  you  will  tell. 

P.  Henry,  Why,  I  tell  thee,— it  is  not  meet  that  I 
mould  be  fad,  now  my  father  is  fick  :  albeit  I  could 
tell  to  thee,  (as  to  one  it  pleafes  me,  for  fault  of  a  bet- 
ter,to  call  my  friend)  Icould  be  fad,  and  fad  indeed  too.^ 

Poins.  Very  hardly,  upon  fuch  a  fubjedt. 

P.  Henry.  By  this  hand,  thou  think'lr.  me  as  far  in 
the  devil's  book,  as  thou,  and  FalftafF,  for  obduracy 
and  perfiftency:  let  the  end  try  the  man.  But  I  tell 
thee, — my  heart  bleeds  inwardly,  that  my  father  is  fo 
fick :  and  keeping  fuch  vile  company  as  thou  art,  hath 
in  reafon  taken  from  me  all  ofientation  of  forrow. 

Poins.  The  reafon  ? 

P.  Henry.  What  would'ft  thou  think  of  me,  if  I 
mould  weep  ? 

Poins.  I  would  think  thee  arnofc  princely  hypocrite. 

P.  Henry.  It  would  be  every  man's  thought :  and 
thou  art  a  blerled  fellow,  to  think  as  every  man 
thinks ;  never  a  man's  thought  in  the  world  keeps  the 
road-way  better  than  thine  :  every  man  would  think 
me  an  hypocrite  indeed.  And  what  accites  your  moft 
worfhipful  thoughts  to  think  fo  ? 

Poins.  Why,  becaufe  you  have  been  fo  lewd,  and 
fo  much  engrafted  to  FalfhfF. 
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P.  Fenry.  And  to  thee. 

Pains.  Nav,  by  this  light,  I  am  well  fpoken  of,  I 
can  hear  it  with  mine  own  ears :  the  worrl  that  they 
can  %  of  rue  is,  that  I  am  a  fecond  brother,  and  that 
I  am  a  proper  fellow  of  my  hands ;  and  thofe  two  things, 
I  confefs,  I  cannot  help.  Look,  look,  here  comes' 
Bardolph. 

P.  Henry.  And  the  boy  that  I  gave  Falftaff:  he 
had  him  from  me  chrifrian ;  and  fee,  if  the  fat  villain 
have  not  transferred  him  ape. 

Enter  Bardolph  and  Page. 

Bard.  "Save  your  grace  ! 

P.  Henry .  And  yours,  moft  noble  Bardolph  ! 

Bard,  [to  the  Page.]  Come,  you  virtuous  afs,  yoa 
bafftful  fool,  mult  you  be  blaming  f  Wherefore  blufh 
you  now  ?  What  a  maidenly  man  at  arms  are  you  be- 
come? Is  it  fuch  a  matter,  to  get  a  pottle-pot's 
maiden-head  ? 

Page.  He  call'd  me  even  now,  my  lord,  through 
a  red  lattice,  and  I  could  difcern  no  part  of  his  face 
from  the  window:  At  la#,  I  fpy'd  his  eyes ;  and  me- 
thought,  he  had  made  two  holes  in  the  ale-wife's 
new  petticoat,  and  peep'd  through. 

P.  henry.  Hath  not  the  boy  profited? 

Bard.  Away,  you  whorefon  upright  rabbet,  away ! 

Page.  Away,  you  rafcaily  Althea's  dream,  away  ! 

P.  Henry.  Inftruct  us,  boy:  What  dream,  boy? 

Page.  Marry,  my  lord,  Althea  dream' d  fhe  was 
deliver 'd  of  a  firebrand ;  therefore  I  call  him  her  dream. 

P. Henry.  A  crewn's  worth  of  good  interpretation. — 
There  it  is,  boy.  [Gives  him  money. 

I  7i  ■:.  Q,  that  this  good  bloifom  could  be  kept  from 
cankers ! — Well,  there  is  fix-pence  to  prefer ve  thee. 

Bard.  An  you  do  not  make  him  be  hang'd  among 
yea,  tr.e  gailows  fhaii  have  wrong, 

F.  i  enry.  And  how  doth  thy  mafler,  Bardolph  ? 
.  Well,  my  good  lord.    He  heard  of  your 
grace's  coming  to  town;  there's  a  letter  for  you. 

P.  Henry.  Deliver' d  with  good  refpedl. — And  how 
i  oth  the  martlemas,  your  mailer  ? 
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Bard.  In  bodily  health,  fir  ? 

Poins.  Marry,  the  immortal  part  needs  a  phyfician  : 
but  that  moves  not  him;  though  that  be  fick,  it  dies  not. 

P.  Henry.  I  do  allow  this  wen  to  be  as  familiar 
with  me  as  my  dog  :  and  he  holds  his  place  ;  for, 
look  you,  how  he  writes. 

Poms  reads.    John  Faljtajf,  knight,  Every  man. 

mult  know  that,  as  oft  as  he  hath  occafion  to  name 
himfelf.  Even  like  thofe  that  are  kin  to  the  king  ; 
for  they  never  prick  their  finger,  but  they  fay,  There 
is  fome  of  the  king  s  blood fpilt. — How  comes  that  ?  fays 
he,  that  takes  upon  him  not  to  conceive  :  the  anfwcr 
is  as  ready  as  a  borrower's  cap  ;  1  am  the  king's  poor 
c  ok  fin,  fir. 

P.  Henry.  -Nay,  they  will  be  kin  to  us,  or  they  will 
fetch  it  from  Japhet.    But  to  the  letter  :— 

Poins.  Sir  John  Falftajf,  knight,  to  the  fin  of  the 
king,  near  eft  his  father,  Harry  prince  of  Wales,  greeting  9 
— Why,  this  is  a  certificate. 

P.  henry.  Peace! 

Poins.  I  will  imitate  the  honourable  Roman  in  brevi- 
ty : — fure  he  means  brevity  in  breath ;  ftiort-winded. 
— I  commend  me  to  thee,  1  co?nmend  thee,  and  I  leave 
thee.  Be  not  too  familiar  with  Poins  ;  for  he  mifufes 
thy  favours  jo  much,  that  he  fwears,  thou  art  to  ?narry 
his  fifter  Nell.  Repent  at  idle  times  as  thou  mayfi,  and 
Jb  farewell.  Thine,  bv yea  and  no,  [which  is  as  much 
as  to  fay,  as  thou  ufeft  him )  Jack  Falftaf,  with  my  fa- 
miliars ;  John,  with  my  brothers  and fifter s  ;  and  Sir 
John  with  all  Europe.  My  lord,  I  will  fleep  this  let- 
ter in  feck,  and  make  him  eat  it. 

P.  Henry.  That's  to  make  hira  eat  twenty  of  his 
words.  But,  do  you  ufe  me  thus,  Ned  ?  mull  I  mar- 
ry your  filter  ? 

Feins.  May  the  wench  have  no  worfe  fortune  !  but 
I  never  faid  fo. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  thus  we  play  the  fool  with  the 
time  ;  and  the  fpirits  of  the  wife  fit  in  the  clouds, 
and.  mock  us,-— Is  your  rnafier  here  in  London?  . 
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Bard.  Yes,  my  lord. 

P.  P  enry.  Where  fups  he  ?  doth  the  old  boar  feed 
in  the  old  frank  ? 

Bard,  At  the  old  place,  my  lord;  in  Eaft-cheap. 

P.  Henry.  What  company  ? 

Page.  Ephefians,  my  lord  ;  of  the  old  church. 

P.  P enry.  Sup  any  women  with  him  ? 

Page.  None,  my  lord,  but  old  miflrefs  Quickly, 
and  miftrefs  Doll  Tear-lheet.  > 

P.  Henry*  What  pagan  may  that  be? 

Page.  A  proper  gentlewoman,  fir,  and  a  kinfwo- 
jnan  of  my  mailer's. 

P.  Henry.  Even  fuch  kin,  as  the  parim.  heifers  are 
to  the  town  bull. — Shall  we  Ileal  upon  them,  Ned, 
at.  fupper  ? 

Pains.  I  am  your  fnadow,  my  lord;  I'll  follow  you. 

P.  Henry.  Sirrah,  you  boy, — and  Bardolph  ; — no 
word  to  your  mailer,  that  I  am  yet  come  to  town  : 
There's  for  your  filence. 

Bard.  I  have  no  tongue,  fir. 

Page.  And  for  mine,  fir, — I  will  govern  it. 

P.  t  enry.  Fare  ye  well ;  go — This  Doll  Tear- 
fheet  mould  be  fome  road, 

Pcins.  I  warrant  you,  as  common  as  the  way  be- 
tween Saint  Alban's  and  London. 

P.  Henry.  How  might  we  fee  FalllafFbeftow  him- 
felf  to-night  in  his  true  colours,  and  not  ourfelves 
be  feen  ? 

Pcins.  Put  on  two  leather  jerkins,  and  aprons, 
and  wait  upon  him  at  his  table  as  drawers. 

P.  Henry.  From  a  god  to  a  bull  ?  a  heavy  defcen- 
fion !  it  was  Jove's  cafe.    From  a  prince  to  a  pren-* 
tice?  a  low  transformation !  that  mall  be  mine :  for, 
in  every  thing,  the  purpofe  mult  weigh  with  the 
folly ;    Follow  me,  Ned  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  III. 

Warkwcrth  Caftle. 

Enter   Northumberland,    Lady   Northumberland,  and 
Lady  Percy. 

North ,  I  pray  thee,  loving  wife,  and  gentle  daughter. 
Give  even  way  unto  my  rough  affairs: 
Put  not  you  on  the  vifage  of  the  times, 
And  be,  like  them,  to  Percy  troublefome. 

L.  North.  I  have  given  over,  I  will  fpeak  no  more: 
Do  what  you  will ;  your  wifdom  be  your  guide. 

North.  Alas  fweet  wife,  my  honour  is  at  pawn  ; 
And,  but  my  going,  nothing  j:an  redeem  it. 

L.  Percy.  Oh,  yet  for  heaven's  fake,  go  not  to  thefe 
wars ! 

The  time  was,  father,  that  you  broke  your  word 

When  you  were  more  endear'd  to  it  than  now , 

When  your  own  Percy,  when  my  heart's  dear  Harry, 

Threw  many  a  northward  look,  to  fee  his  father 

Bring  up  his  powers ;  but  he  did  long  in  vain. 

Who  then  perfuaded  you  to  Hay  at  home  ? 

There  were  two  honours  loft  ;  yours,  and  your  fon's. 

For  yours, — may  heavenly  glory  brighten  it  ? 

For  his, — it  ftuck  upon  him,  as  the  fun 

In  the  grey  vault  of  heaven:  and,  by  his  light, 

Did  all  the  chivalry  of  England  move 

To  do  brave  acts :  he  was,  indeed,  the  gl a fs 

Wherein  the  noble  youth  did  drefs  themfelves. 

He  had  no  legs,  that  practis'd  not  his  gait : 

And  fpeaking  thick,  which  nature  made  his  blemifh, 

Became  the  accents  of  the  valiant ; 

For  thofe  that  could  fpeak  low,  and  tardily, 

Would  turn  their  own  perfection  to  abufe, 

To  feem  like  him  :  So  that,  in  fpeech,  in  gait, 

In  diet,  in  affections  of  delight, 

In  military  rules,  humours  of  blood, 

He  was  the  mark  and  glafs,  copy  and  book, 

That  falhion'd  others.    And  him, — O  wondrous  him! 

O  mirrcle  of  men ! — him  did  you  leave, 
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(Second  to  none,  unfeconded  by  you) 
To  look  upon  the  hideous  god  of  war 
In  disadvantage  ;  to  abide  a  field, 
Where  nothing  but  the  found  of  Hotfpur's  name 
Did  feem  defenfible  : — fo  you  left  him  : 
Never.  O  never,  do  his  ghofl  the  wrong, 
To  hold  your  honour  more  precife  and  nice 
With  others,  than  with  him;  let  them  alone  ; 
The  marihal,  and  the  archbifhop,  are  ftrong  : 
Had  my  fweet  Harry  had  but  half  their  numbers, 
To-day  might  I,  hanging  on  Hotfpur's  neck, 
Have  talk'd  of  Monmouth's  grave. 

North.  Before w  your  heart, 
Fair  daughter  !  you  do  draw  my  fpirits  from  me, 
With  new  lamenting  ancient  overfights. 
But  I  mult  go,  and  meet  with  danger  there  ; 
Or  it  will  feek  me  in  another  place, 
And  find  me  worfe  provided. 

L.  North.  O,  My  to  Scotland, 
Till  that  the  nobles,  and  the  armed  commons, 
Have  of  their  puiiTance  made  a  little  tafte. 

L.  Percy.  If  they  get  ground  and  vantage  of  the 
king, 

Then  join  you  with  them,  like  a  rib  of  fterf, 
To  make  ftrength  ftronger ;  but,  for  all  our  loves, 
Firft  let  them  try  themfelves  :  So  did  your  fon  ; 
He  was  fo  fuffer'd  ;  fo  came  I  a  widow ; 
And  never  {hall  have  length  of  life  enough, 
To  rain  upon  remembrance  with  mine  eyes, 
That  it  may  grow  and  fprout  as  high  as  heaven, 
For  recordation  to  my  noble  hufband. 

North.  Come,  come,  go  in  with  me ;  'tis  with  my 
mind 

As  with  the  tide  fwelPd  up  unto  its  height, 
That  makes  a  itill-ftand,  running  neither  way. 
Fain  would  I  go  to  meet  the  archbifhop, 

But  many  thoufand  reafons  hold  me  back  :  

I  will  refolve  for  Scotland  ;  there  am  I, 

Till  time  and  vantage  crave  my  company,  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  IV. 

London. 

The  Boar's  Head  Tavern,  in  Eajl-chcap. 
Enter  two  Drawers. 

1  Draw.  What  the  devil  haft  thou  brought  there  ? 
apple-Johns  ?  Thou  know'ft,  Sir  John  cannot  endure 
an  apple-John. 

2  Draw.  Mafs,  thou  fay'il  true  :  The  prince  once 
fet  a  difh  of  apple-Johns  before  him,  and  told  him, 
there  were  five  more  Sir  Johns :  and,  putting  off  his 
hat,  laid,  1  will  now  take  my  leave  of  thefefix  dry,  round, 
old,  wither ' d  knights.  It  anger' d  him  to  the  heart ; 
but  he  hath  forgot  that. 

1  Draw.  Why,  then,  cover,  and  fet  them  down  : 
And  fee  if  thou  can'il  find  out  Sneak's  noife  ;  miftrefs 
Tear-fheet  would  fain  hear  fome  mufic.  Difpatch: — 
The  room  where  they  fupp'd  is  too  hot ;  they  '11  corns 
in  ftraight. 

2  Draw.  Sirrah,  here  will  be  the  prince  and  mailer 
Poins  anon  :  and  they  will  put  on  two  of  our  jerkins, 
and  aprons ;  and  Sir  John  mull  not  know  of  it:  Bar- 
dotph  hath  brought  word. 

1  Draw.  Then  here  will  be  old  utis :  It  will  be 
an  excellent  ftratagem. 

2  Draw.  I'll  fee,  if  I  can  find  out  Sneak.  [Exit. 

Enter  Hojlefs  and  Doll  Tear-fheet. 

Hoft.  Sweet-heart,  methinks  now  you  are  in  an  ex- 
cellent good  temperality  :  your  pulfidge  beats  as  ex- 
traordinarily as  heart  would  defire  ;  and  your  colour, 
I  warrant  you,  is  as  red  as  any  rofe  :  But  i?  faith, you 
have  drank  too  much  canaries ;  and  that's  a  marvel- 
lous fearching  wine,  and  it  perfumes  the  blood  ere 
we  can  lay  - — What's  this  ?  How  do  you  now  ? 

Dol.  Better  than  I  was.  Hem. 

Hoft.  Why,  that  was  well  faicl  :  A  good  heart's 
worth  gold.    Look,  here  comes  Sir  John, 
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Enter  Falftajf. 

Fal.  When  Arthur  fir jt  in  court — Empty  the  jordan 
— a nd  was  a  worthy  king :  How  now ,  miftreis  Doll  ? 

[  Exit  Drawer. 

Soft.  Sick  of  a  calm;  yea,  good  footh. 

Fal.  So^s  all  her  feci ;  if  they  be  once  in  a  calm, 
they  are  lick. 

Dol.  Y on  muddy  rafcal,  is  that  all  the  comfort  you 
give  me  ?  v 

Fal.  You  make  fat  rafcals,  miftrefs  Doll. 

Dol.  I  make  them  !  gluttony  and  difeafes  make 
_  them  ;  I  make  them  not. 

Fal.  If  the  cook  help  to  make  the  gluttony,  ycu 
help  to  make  the  difeafes,  Doll :  wecatchofyou,  Doll, 
we  catch  of  you  :  grant  that,  my  poor  virtue,  grant  that. 

Del.  Ay,  marry;  our  chains,  and  our  jewels. 

Fal.  Ya-r  brooches , pearls ,  and  owehes ; — for  to  ferve 
bravely,  is  to  come  halting  off,  you  know:  To  come 
offtke  breach  with  his  pike  bent  bravely,  and  to  furgery 
bravely  ;  to  venture  upon  the  charg'd  chambers  bra- 
vely :  

,  Del.  Kang  vourfelf,  ycu  muddy  conger,  hang  your- 
ielf ! 

•  Hofi.  Why,  this  is  the  old  fafhion ;  ycu  two  never 
meet,  but  you  fall  to  fome  difcord  :  you  are  both,  in 
gocd  troth,  as  rheumatic  as*  tv/o  dry  toafls ;  you  can- 
not one  bear  with  another's  confirmities.  What  the 
good-jere  !  one  mull  bear,  and  that  mufi  be  you :  you 
are  the  weaker  veffel,  as  they  fay,  the  emptier  veffel. 

[To  Dell. 

Dol.  Cr;n  a  weak  empty  veMel  bearfuch  a  huge  full 
hogfiiead  r  There's  a  whole  merchant's  venture  of 
Bcurdeaux  fluff  in  him  ;  you  have  not  feen  a  hulk 
better  fhiiFd  in  the  hold.— Come,  I'll  be  friends  with 
th^e,  jack  :  thou  art  going  to  the  wars ;  and  whether 
I  fhall  ever  fee  thee  again  or  no,  there  is  nobody  cares. 
Re-enter  Drawer. 

Draw.  Sir,  ancient  PiltoPs  Below,  and  would  fpeak 
with  you. 
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Dot.  Hang  him,  fwaggering  rafcal !  let  him  not 
come  hither:  it  is  the  foul-mouth'dil  rogue  in  England. 

Hojl.  If  he  fwagger,  let  him  not  come  here  :  no, 
by  my  faith;  I  muit  live  amongfl:  my  neighbours ;  I'll 
no  fwaggerers :  I  am  in  good  name  and  fame  with  the 
very  belt : — Shut  the  door  ; — there  comes  no  fwag- 
gerers here  :  I  have  not  liv'd  all  this  while,  to  have 
fwaggering  now  ; — (hut  the  door,  I  pray  you. 

FaL  Doll  thou  hear,  hoftefs  ?  

Ho  ft.  Pray  you,  pacify  yourfelf,  Sir  John :  there 
comes  no  fwaggerers  here. 

FaL  Doft  thou  hear  ?  it  is  mine  ancient. 

Heft.  Tilly-fally,  Sir  John,  never  tell  me ;  your 
ancient  fwaggerer  comes  not  in  my  doors.  I  was  be- 
fore matter  Tiiick,  the  deputy,  the  other  day:  and, 
as  he  faid  to  me, — it  was  no  longer  ago  than  W ednef- 
day  laft, — Neighbour  Quickly ,  fays  he  ; — mailer  Dumb, 
our  minifter,  was  by  then ; — Neighbour  Quickly,  fays 
he,  receive  thofe  thai  are  civil ;  for,  fiith  he,  you  are 
in  an  ill  name  ; — now  he  faid  fo,  I  can  tell  whereupon ; 
for,  fays  he,  you  are  an  honefl  woman,  and  well  thought 
on  j  therefore  take  heed  what  guefts you  receive  ;  Receive, 

fays  he,  no  fwaggering  companions.-  There  comes 

none  here :— you  would  blefs  you  to  hear  what  he  faid : 
— no,  I'll  no  fwaggerers. 

FaL  He's  no  fwaggerer,  hoftefs ;  a  tame  cheater, 
he ;  you  may  ftroak  him  as  gently  as  a  puppy-grey- 
hound :  he  will  not  fwagger  with  a  Barbary  hen,  if 

her  feathers  turn  back  in  any  fhew  of  refinance.  — 

Call  him  up  drawer. 

Hojl.  Cheater,  call  you  him?  I  will  bar  no  honeH 
man  my  houfe,  nor  no  cheater :  But  I  do  not  love  fwag- 
gering, by  my  troth;  I  am  the  worfe,  when  one  fay  s— 
fwagger:  feel,  mailers,  how  I  fhake;  look  you,  I  war- 
rant you. 

Dot.  So  you  do,  hoftefs. 

Heft.  Do  I?  yea,  in  very  truth,  do  I,  an 'twere  an 
afpen  leaf;  I  cannot  abide  fwaggerers. 
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Enter  Piftd,  Bardolph,  and  Page. 
Pfjft.  'Save  you,  Sir  John  ! 

FaL  Welcome,  ancient  Piftol.  Here,  Pifiol,  I 
charge  you  with  a  cup  of  lack :  do  you  difcharge  upon 
mine  hoilels. 

Pift.  I  will  difcharge  upon  her,  Sir  John,  with  two 
bullets. 

FaL  She  is  piflol-proof,  fir :  you  mall  hardly  offend 
her. 

Hofl.  Come,  I'll  drink  no  proofs,  nor  no  bullets : 
I'll  drink  no  more  than  will  do  me  good,  for  no 
man's  pleafure,  I. 

Pijl.  Then  to  you,  miftrefs  Dorothy ;  I  will  charge 
you . 

DoL  Charge  me?  I  fcorn  you,  fcurvy  companion. 
What!  you  poor,  bafe,  rafcally,  cheating,  lack-linen 
mate  !  Away,  you  mouldy  rogue,  away !  I  am  meat  for 
your  mafter. 

Pift.  I  know  you,  miilrefs  Dorothy. 

DoL  Away,  you  cut-purfe  rafcal!  \ou  filthy  bung, 
away!  by  this  wine,  I'll  thruf:my  knife  in  your  mouldy 
chaps,  an  you  play  the  faucy  cuttle  with  me,  Away  ! 
you  bottle-ale  rafcal!  you  baiket-hilt  fialejjjggler, 
you  ! — Since  when,  I  pray  you,  fir  ? — What,  with  two 
points  on  your  moulder?  much! 

Pift.  I  will  murder  your  ruff  for  this. 

FaL  No  more,  Piftol ;  I  would  not  have  you  go  off 
here;  difcharge  yourielf  of  our  company,  Piftol. 

Moft.  No,  good  captain  Pifcol  :  not  here,  fweet 
captain. 

DoL  Captain  !  thou  abominable  damn'd  cheater, 
art  thou  not  aPnam'd  to  be  call'd — captain?  If  cap- 
tains were  of  my  mind,  they  would  truncheon  you 
out,  for  taking  their  names  upon  you  before  you  have 
earn'd  them.  You  a  captain,  you  (lave!  for  what? 
for  tearing  a  poor  whore's  ruft  in  a  bawdy-hcufe ; — 
He  a  captain!  Hang  him,  rogue!  He  lives  upon 
mouldy  fiew'd  prunes,  and  dry:d  cakes.  A  captain! 
thefe  villains  will  make  the  word  captain  a?  odious 
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as  the  word  occupy ;  which  was  an  excellent  good 
word  before  it  was  ill  forted;  therefore  captains  had 
need  look  to  it. 

Bard.  Pray  thee,  go  down,  good  ancient. 

Fa/.  Hark  thee  hither,  miftrefs  Doll. 

Pift.  Not  I  :  I  tell  thee  what,  corporal  Bardolph  ; 

I  could  tear  her  :  I'll  be  reveng'd  on  her. 

\       Page.  Pray  thee,  go  down. 

Pift.  I'll  fee  her  damn'd  firft  ;— to  Pluto's  damned 
lake,  to  the  infernal  deep,  where  Erebus  and  tortures 
vile  alfo.  Hold  hook  and  line,  fay  I.  Down  !  down, 
dcgs!  down,  falters !  Have  we  not  Hiren  here? 

tioft.  Good  captain  Peefel,  be  quiet;  it  is  very 
late:  I  befeek  you  now,  aggravate  your  choler. 

Pift.  Thefe  be  good  humours,  indeed  !  Shall  pack- 
horfes, 

And  hollow-pamper'd  jades  of  Afia, 

Which  cannot  go  but  thirty  miles  a  day, 

Compare  with  Csefars,  and  with  Cannibals, 

And  Trojan  Greeks  ?  nay,  rather  damn  them  with 

King  Cerberus ;  and  let  the  welkin  roar. 

Shall  wre  fall  foul  for  toys  ? 

Hoft.  By  my  troth,  captain,  thefe  are  very  bitter 
words. 

Bard.  Be  gone,  good  ancient ;  this  will  grow  to 
a  brawl  anon. 

Pift.  Die  men,  like  dogs ;  give  crowns  like  pins ; 
Have  we  not  Hiren  here  r 

Hoft.  O'  my  word,  captain,  there's  none  fuch  here. 
What  the  good-jere  !  do  you  think  I  would  deny  her  ? 
I  pray,  be  quiet. 

Pift.  Then,  feed,  and  be  fat,  my  fair  Calipolis : 
come,  give's  fome  Tack. 

— Si  fortuna  me  torment  a,  fperato  me  content  a. — * 
Fear  we  broadfides  ?  no,  let  the  fiend  give  fire  : 
Give  me  fome  fack ;— and,  f.veetheart,  lye  thou  there. 

[Layihg  down  his  Jkvord* 
Come  we  to  fall  points  here ;  and  are  et  ceieras  nor- 
thing ? 
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Fal.  Piflol,  I  would  be  quiet. 

Pift.  Sweet  knight,  I  kifs  thy  neif ;  What !  we 
have  feen  the  feven  flars. 

Dol.  Thrufl  him  down  flairs !  I  cannot  endure  fuch 
a  fuflian  rafcal. 

Pift.  Thrufl  him  down  flairs !  know  we  not  Gal- 
loway nags  ? 

Fal.  Quoit  him  down,  Bardolph,  like  a  move- 
groat  milling  ;  nay,  if  he  do  nothing  but  fpeak  no- 
thing, he  mall  be  nothing  here.  s 

Bard.  Come,  get  you  down  flairs. 

Pift.  What !  mall  we  have  incifion  !  mail  we  im- 

brew  ?  Then  death 

Rock  me  afleep,  abridge  my  doleful  days  ! 
Why  then,  let  grievous,  ghaftly,  gaping  wounds 
Untwine  the  fillers  three  !  Come,  Atropos,  I  fay  ! 

[  Snatching  up  his  Jkvord* 

Heft.  Here's  goodly  fluff  toward ! 

Fal.  Give  me  my  rapier,  boy. 

Dol.  I  pray  thee,  Jack,  I  pray  thee,  do  not  d$aw. 

Fal.  Get  you  down  flairs. 

[Drawing,  and  driving  Pift ol  out. 

Hoft.  Here's  a  goodly  tumult !  I'll  forfwear  keep- 
ing houfe,  before  I'll  be  in  thefe  tirrits  and  frights. 
So  ;  murther,  I  warrant  now.- — Alas,  alas !  put  up 
your  naked  weapons,  put  up  your  naked  weapons. 

Dol.  I  pray  thee,  Jack,  be  quiet ;  the  rafcal  is 
gone.   Ah,  you  whorefon  little  valiant  villain,  you. 

Heft.  Are  you  not  hurt  V  the  groin  ?  methought  he 
made  a  farevvd  thruil  at  your  belly. 

[Re-enter  Bardolph. 

Fal.  Have  you  turn'd  him  out  of  doors  ? 

Bard.  Yes,  fir.  The  rafcal' s  drunk ;  you  have 
hurt  him,  fir,*  in  the  moulder. 

Fal.  A  rafcal  !  to  brave  me  ! 

Dol.  Ah,  you  fweet  little  rogue,  you!  Alas,  poor 
ape,  how  thou  fweat'fl  ?  Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face ; 
* — come  on,  you  whorefon  chops : — Ah,  rogue !  I 
love  thee. — -Thou  art  as  valorous  as  Hector  of  Troy, 
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worth  five  of  Agamemnon,  and  ten  times  better  than 
the  nine  worthies  :  ah,  villain  ! 

Fal.  A  rafcally  Have !  I  will  tofs  the  rogue  in  a 
blanket. 

Do/.  Do,  if  thou  dar'ft  for  thy  heart;  if  thou  do'h\ 
I'll  canvafs  thee  between  a  pair  of  meets. 

Enter  Mnjic. 

Page.  The  rnufic  is  come,  fir* 

Fa/.  Let  tiiem  play Play,  firs. — Sit  on  my  knee, 
Doll.  A  rafcal  bragging  flave  1  the  rogue  fled  from 
me,  like  quickiilver. 

Do/.  P faith,  and  thou  follow'fl  him  like  a  church. 
Thou  whorefon  little  tidy  Bartholomew  boar-pig, 
when  wilt  thou  leave  fighting  o5  days,  and  foining 
o'  nights,  and  begin  to  patch  up  thine  old  body  for 
heaven  ? 

Enter,  behind,  Prince  Henry  and  Poins,  difguifed  /ike 
Drawers. 

Fa/.  Peace,  good  Doll !  do  not  fpeak  like  a  death's 
head  ;  do  not  bid  me  remember  mine  end. 

Do/.  Sirrah,  what  humour  is  the  prince  of? 

Fa/.  A  good  (hallow  young  fellow ;  he  would  have 
made  a  good  pander,  he  would  have  chipp'd  bread 
well. 

Do/.  They  fay,  Poins  hath  a  good  wit. 

Fal.  He  a  good  wit  ?  hang  him,  baboon !  his  wit 
is  as  thick  as  Tewkfbury  muflard;  there  is  no  more 
conceit  in  him  than  is  in  a  mallet. 

Do/.  Why  doth  the  prince  love  him  fo  then  ? 

FaL  Becaufe  their  legs  are  both  of  a  bignefs  ;  and 
he  plays  at  quoits  well ;  and  eats  conger  and  fennel ; 
and  drinks  ofr  candles'  ends  for  flap-dragons  ;  and 
rides  the  wild  mare  with  the  boys  ;  and  jumps  upon 
joint-ftools  ;  and  fwears  with  a  good  grace  ;  and 
wears  his  boot  very  fmooth,  like  unto  the  fign  of  the 
leg ,  and  breeds  no  bate  with  telling  of  difcreet  To- 
ries ;  and  fuch  other  gambol  faculties  he  hath,  that 
mew  a  weak  mind  and  an  able  body,  for  the  which  the 
prince  admits  him  ;  for  the  prince  himfelf  is  fuch 
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another  ;  the  weight  of  a  hair  will  turn  the  fcales 
between  their  avoirdupois. 

F.  Henry,  Would  not  this  nave  of  a  wheel  have  his 
ears  cut  off  ? 

Foins.  Let's  beat  him  before  his  whore. 

P.  Henry.  Look,  if  the  wither'd  elder  hath  not 
his  poll  claw'd  like  a  parrot. 

Poms.  Is  it  not  flrange,  that  defire  mould  fo  many 
years  out-live  performance  ? 

Fa!.  Kifs  me,  Doll. 

P.  Henry.  Saturn  and  Venus  this  year  in  conjunc- 
tion !  what  fays  the  almanack  to  that  ? 

Foins.  And,  look,  whether  the  fiery  Trigon,  his 
man,  be  not  lifping  to  his  mailer's  old  tables ;  his 
note-book,  his  counfel-keeper. 

Fat.  Thcu  doll  give  me  flattering  buffes. 

Dol.  Nay,  truly  ;  I  kifs  thee  with  a  moft  conflant 
heart. 

Fal.  I  am  eld,  I  am  old. 

Dol.  I  love  thee  better  than  I  love  e'er  a  fcurvy 
young  boy  of  them  all. 

Fal.  What  Huff  wiit  have  a  kirtle  of?  I  mail  re- 
ceive money  on  Thurfday ;  thou  malt  have  a  cap  to- 
morrow. A  merry  focg,  come  ;  it  grows  late,  we'll 
to  bed.    Thou'lt  forge:  me,  when  I'm  gone. 

Dol.  Ey  my  troth,  thou'lt  fet  me  a  weeping,  an 
thou  fay'ir.  fo ;  prove  that  ever  I  drefs  myfeit  hand- 
feme  till  thy  return. — Well,  hearken  the  end. 

Fal.  Some  fack,  Francis. 

P.  Henry.  Pains.  Ancn,  anon,  fir. 

Fal.  Ka !  a  baftard  ion  of  the  king's ; — and  art 
not  thou,  Poins,  his  brother  I 

P.  Henry.  Why,  thou  globe  of  fiafui  continents, 
what  a  life  dofr  thou  lead  ? 

Fal.  A  better  than  thou  ;  I  am  a  gentleman,  thou 
art  a  draw  sr. 

P.  Henry.  Very  true,  fir,;  and  I  come  to  draw  you 
out  by  the  ears. 

Hoji.  O,  the  Lord  preferve  thy  good  grace!  wel- 


KING  HENRY  IV. 


293 


come  to  London.  Now  heaven  blefs  that  fweet 

face  of  thine  !  what,  are  you  come  from  Wales  ? 

FaL  Thou  whorefon  mad  compound  of  majefty, — 
by  this  light  flefh  and  corrupt  blcod,  thouart  welcome. 

[Leaning  bis  hand  upon  Doff, 

DoL  How!  you  fat  fool,  I  fcorn  you. 

Poins.  My  lord,  he  will  drive  you  out  of  your  re- 
venge, and  turn  all  to  a  merriment,  if  you  take  not 
the  heat. 

P.  Henry.  You  whorefon  candle-mine,  you,  how 
vilely  did  youfpeakofme  even  now,  before  this  honcft, 
virtuous,  civil  gentlewoman  ? 

II oft.  'Blefting  o'  your  good  heart  !  and  fo  me  is, 
by  my  troth. 

FaL  Did  ft  thou  hear  me  ? 

P.  Henry.  Yes ;  and  you  knew  me,  as  yoa  did  when 
you  ran  away  by  Gads-hill ;  you  knew  I  was  at  your 
back;  and  fpoke  it  on  purpofe,  to  try  my  patience. 

FaL  No,  no,  no;  notfo:  I  did  not  think  thou  waft 
within  hearing. 

P.  Henry.  I  fhall  drive  you  then  to  confefs  the  wil- 
ful abufe ;  and  then  I  know  how  to  handle  you. 

FaL  No  abufe,  Hal,  on  mine  honour  ;  no  abufe. 

P.  He  try.  No  !  to  difpraile  me  ;  and  call  me — - 
pantler,  and  bread-chipper,  and  I  know  not  what? 

FaL  No  abufe,  Hal. 

Poins,  No  abufe ! 

FaL  No  abufe,  Ned,  in  the  world ;  hoaeft  Ned, 
none.  I  diforais'd  him  before  the  wicked,  that  the 
wicked  might  not  fall  in  love  with  him  :• — in  which 
doing,  I  have  done  the  part  of  a  careful  friend,  and 
a  true  fubject,  and  thy  father  is  to  give  me  thanks  for  it. 
No  abufe,  rial ; — none,  Ned,  none  ;  no  boys^  none. 

P.  Henry,  See  now,  whether  pure  fear,  and  entire 
cowardice,  doth  not  make  thee  wrong  this  virtuous 
gentlewoman  to  clofe  with  us?  Is  fhe  of  the  wicked? 
is  thins  hoftefs  here  of  the  wicked?  Or  is  the  boy  of 
the  wicked  ?  Or  honeft  Bardolph,  whole  zeal  burns 
in  his  nofe,  of  the  wicked? 
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Poins.  Anfwer,  thou  dead  elm,  anfwer. 

Fak  The  fiend  hath  prick'd  down  Bardolph  irre- 
coverable; and  his  face  is  Lucifer's  privy-kitchen, 
where  he^  doth  nothing  but  <roafi  malt-worms.  For 
the  boy, — there  is  a  good  angel  about  him ;  but  the 
devil  out-bids  him  too. 

P.  Henry,  For  the  women. — 

Fal.  For  one  of  them, — ihe  is  in  hell  already,  and 
burns,  poor  foul !  For  the  other,— I  owe  her  money  ; 
and  whether  me  be  damn'd  for  that,  I  know  not. 

Hofl.  No,  I  warrant  you. 

Fal.  No,  I  think  thou  art  not;  I  think,  thou  art 
quit  for  that  :  Marry,  there  is  another  indictment 
upon  thee,  for  fuffering  flefh  to  be  eaten  in  thy  houfe, 
contrary  to  the  law  ;  for  the  which,  1  think,  thou 
wilt  howl. 

Heft.  All  victuallers  dofo:  What's  a  joint  of  mut- 
ton or  two,  in  a  whole  Lent  ? 

P.  Henry.  You,  gentlewoman, — 
DoL  What  fays  your  grace? 

Fal.  His  grace  fays  that  which  liisflelh  rebels  againft. 
Heft.  Who  knocks  fo  loud  at  the  door?  look  to  the 
door  there,  Francis. 

Enter  Peio. 

P.  Henry,  Peto,  how  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Peio.  The  king  your  father  is  at  Weft.minlt.er  ; 
And  there  are  twenty  weak  and  wearied  polls' 
Come  from  the  north  ;  and,  as  I  came  along, 
I  met,  and  overtook,  a  dozen  captains, 
Bare-headed,  fweating,  knocking  at  the  taverns, 
And  afking  every  one  for  Sir  John  FalftafF. 

P.  Henry.  By  heaven,  Poms,  I  feel  me  much  to 
blame, 

So  idly  to  profane  the  precious  time ; 

When  tempeft  of  commotion,  like  the  fouth 

Borne  with  black  vapour,  doth  begin  to  melt, 

And  drop  upon  our  bare  unarmed  heads. 

Give  me  my  fword  and  cloak: — Falilaff,  good  night. 

[Exeunt  Prince  and  Pains. 
FaL   Now  comes  in  the  fweeteft  morfel  of  the 
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night,  and  we  mufl  hence,  and  leave  it  unpick'd. 
More  knocking  at  the  door  ? — How  now  ?  what's 
the  matter  ? 

Bard.  You  muft  away  to  court,  fir,  p^efently ;  a 
dozen  captains  Hay  at  door  for  you. 

Fal.  Pay  the  muficians,  firrah.  [To  the  page.] — 
Farewell,  hoftefs ; — farewell,  Doll. — You  fee,  my 
good  wenches,  how  men  of  merit  are  fought  after ; 
the  undeferver  may  Deep,  when  the  man  of  action  is 
call'd  on — Farewell,  good  wenches : — If  I  be  not 
fent  away  poft,  I  will  fee  you  again  ere  I  go. 

Dol.  I  cannot  fpeak  ; — if  my  heart  be  not  ready  to 
burft  : — Well,  fweet  Jack,  have  a  care  of  thyfelf. 

Fal.  Farewell,  farewell.    [Exeunt  Fal.  and  Bard. 

Hojr.  Well,  fare  thee  well  :  i  have  known  thee  thefe* 
twenty-nine  years,  come  pefcod-time ;  but  an  ho- 
nefter,  and  truer-hearted  man, — Well,  fare  thee  well. 

Bard,  [within.]  Miftrefs  Tear-meet,-  

Hojk  What's  the  matter  ? 

Bard.  Bid  miftrefs  Tear-meet  come  to  my  mailer. 
Hoft.  O  run,  Doll,  run,  run  ;  good  Doll.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT    I|I.       SCENE  I. 
The  Palace. 

Enter  King  Henry  in  his  Night-Go-zvn,  <zvith  a  Page. 

K.  Henry. /^S  O  call  the  earls  of  Surry  and  of  War- 

VJT      wick ; 
But,  ere  they  come,  bid  them  o'er- read  thefe  letters, 

And  well  confider  of  them  :  Make  good  fpeed.  

[Exit  Ptige. 
How  many  thoufands  of  my  pooreft  fubjecls 
Are  at  this  hour  afieep  ! — O  Deep,  O  gentle  fieep  ! 
Nature's  feft  nurfe,  how  have  I  frighted  thee, 
That  thoa.no  more  wilt  weigh  my  eye -lids  down, 
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And  iteep  my  fenfes  in  forgetfulnefs  ? 

Why  rather,  fleep,  ly'ft  thou  in  fmoky  cribs, 

Upon  uneafy  pallets  ftretching  thee, 

And  hufh'd  with  buzzing  night-flies  to  thy  flumber; 

Than  in  the  perfum'd  chambers  of  the  great, 

Under  the  canopies  of  coftly  fiate, 

And  luird  with  founds  of  fweeteft  melody  ? 

O  thou  dull  god,  why  ly'ft  thou  with  the  vile, 

In  loathfome  beds ;  and  leav'ft  the  kingly  couch 

A  watch-cafe,  or  a  common  larum  bell  ? 

Wilt  thou  upon  the  high  and  giddy  mall 

Seal  up  the  mip-boy's  eyes,  and  rock  his  brains 

In  cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  furge  ; 

And  in  the  viiitation  of  the  winds, 

Who  take  the  ruffian  billows  by  the  top, 

Curling  their  monitrous  beads,  and  hanging  them 

With  deaPning  clamours  in  the  flippery  clouds, 

That,  with  the  hurly,  death  itfelf  awakes  ? 

Can'ft  thou,  O  partial  ileep  !  give  thy  repofe 

To  the  wret  fea-boy  in  an  hour  fo  rude  ; 

And,  in  the  calmer!,  and  molt  fUlleft  night, 

With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boot, 

Deny  it  to  a  king  ?  Then,  happy  low,  lie  down  ! 

Uneafy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  crown. 

Enter  Warwick  and  Surrey 

War.  Many  good  morrows  to  your  majefty ! 

K.  Henry.  Is  it  good  morrow,  lords  r 

War.  'Tis  one  o'clock,  and  pan1. 

K.  Henry.  Why,  then,  good  morrow  to  you.  Well, 
my  lords, 

Have  you  read  o'er  the  letters  that  I  fent  you  r 
War.  We  have,  my  liege. 

K.  Henry.  Then  you  perceive,  the  body  of  our 
kingdom 

Kow  foul  it  is ;  what  rank  difeafes  grow, 
And  with  what  danger,  near  the  heart  of  it. 

War.  It  is  but  as  a  body,  yet,  diftemper'd  ; 
Which  to  its  former  ftrerigth  may  be  reftor'd,- 
With  good  advice,  and  little  medicine  : — ■ — 
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My  lord  Northumberland  will  foon  be  cooPd. 

K.  Henry.  O  heaven!  that  one  might  read  the  book 
of  fate  ; 

And  fee  the  revolution  of  the  times 

Make  mountains  level,  and  the  continent 

(Weary  of  folid  rlrmnefs)  melt  itfelf 

Into  the  fea!  and,  other  times,  to  fee 

The  beachy  girlde  of  the  ocean 

Too  wide  for  Neptune's  hips ;  how  chances  mock, 

And  changes  fill  the  cup  of  alteration 

With  divers  liquors !  Q,  if  this  were  feen, 

The  happier!  youth, — viewing  his  progrefs  through. 

What  perils  pail,  what  croiTes  to  enfue, — 

Would  ihut  the  book,  and  fet  him  down  and  die. 

5Tis  not  ten  years  gone, 

Since  Richard,  and  Northumberland,  great  friends, 
Did  fealt.  together,  and,  in  two  years  after, 
Were  they  at  wars :  it  is  but  eight  years  fince 
This  Percy  was  the  man  neareit  my  foul ; 
Who  like  a  brother  toil'd  in  my  affairs, 
And  laid  his  love  and  life  under  my  foot ; 
Yea,  for  my  fake,  even  to  the  eyes  of  Richard, 
Gave  him  defiance.    Eat  which  of  you  was  by, 
(You  coufin  Nevil,  as  I  may  remember) 

[  To  Warwick. 
When  Richard, — with  his  eye  brim-full  of  tears, 
Then  check'd  and  rated  by  Northumberland, — 
Did  fpeak  theie  words,  now  prov'd  a  prophecy  ? 
Northumberland \  thou  ladder,  by  the  blotch 
My  coufin  Bolingbroke  afcends  my  throne  ; 
Though  then,  heaven  knows,  I  had  no  fuch  intent ; 
But  that  necemty  To  bow'd  the  Hate,.  v 

That  I  and  greatnefs  were  compell'd  to  kifs  :  

The  time  /hall  come,  thus  did  he  follow  it, 
The  time  will  come,  that  foul  Jin,%  gathering  head, 
Shall  break  into  corruption  j — fo went  on, 
Foretelling  this  fame  time's  condition, 
And  the  divifion  of  cur  amity. 

War.  There  is  a  hirlory  in  all  men's  lives, 
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Figuring  the  nature  of  the  times  deceased : 
The  which  obferv'd,  a  man  may  prophefy, 
With  a  near  aim,  of  the  main  chance  of  things 
As  yet  not  come  to  life  ;  which  in  their  feeds, 
And  weak  beginnings,  lie  entreafured. 
Such  things  become  the  hatch  and  brood  of  time ; 
And,  by  the  neceiTary  form  of  this, 
King  Richard  might  create  a  perfect  guefs, 
That  great  Northumberland,  then  fane  to  him, 
W ould,  of  that  feed,  grow  to  a  greater  falfenefs  ; 
Which  mould  not  find  a  ground  to  root  upon, 
Unlefs  on  you. 

K.  Henry,  Are  thefe  things  then  neceffities  ? 
Then  let  us  meet  them  like  necelfities  :— 
And  that  fame  word  even  now  cries  out  on  us ;  ' 
They  fay,  the  bifhop  and  Northumberland 
Are  fifty  thoufand  flrong. 

War.  It  cannot  be,  my  lord  ; 
Rumour  doth  double,  like  the  voice  and  echo, 
The  numbers  of  the  fear'd  : — Pleafe  it  your  grace, 
To  go  to  bed  ;  upon  my  life,  my  lord, 
The  powers  that  you  already  have  fent  forth, 
Shall  bring  this  prize  in  very  eafily. 
To  comfort  you  the  more,  I  have  receiv'd 
A  certain  inltance,  that  Glendower  is  dead. 
Your  majefly  hath  been  this  fortnight  ill ; 
And  thefe  unfeafon'd  hours,  perforce,  mufi  add 
Unto  your  ficknefs. 

K.  Henry.  I  will  take  your  counfel : 
And,  were  thefe  inward  wars  once  out  of  hand, 
We  would,  dear  lords,  unto  the  Holy  Land.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 
Juftice  Shallow  s  Seat  in  Gloucefterjhire. 
Enter  Shallow  meeting  Silence.  Mouldy,  Shadow,  Wart, 
Feeble,  and  Bull-calf Servants,  '&c.  behind. 
Shal.  Come  on,  come  on,  come  on  ;  give  me  your 
hand,  fir,  give  me  your  hand,  fir:  an  early  flirrer, 
by  the  rood.  And  how  doth  my  good  coufin  Silence  ? 
oil.  Good  morrow,  good  coufin  Shallow. 
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ShaL  And  how  doth  my  coufin,  your  bed -fellow  ? 
and  your  fairefl  daughter,  and  mine,  my  god-daugh- 
ter Ellen  I 

SiL  Alas,  a  black  ouzel,  coufin  Shallow. 

ShaL  By  yea  and  nay,  fir,  I  dare  fay,  my  coufin 
William  is  become  a  good  fcholar  :  he  is  at  Oxford 
ftiil,  is  he  not? 

SiL  Indeed,  fir ;  to  my  coll. 

ShaL  He  mufl  then  to  the  inns  of  court  fhortly :  I 
was  once  of  Clement's-inn  ;  where,  I  think,  they 
will  talk  of  mad  Shallow  yet. 

SiL  You  were  call'd — iufly  Shallow,  then,  coufin. 

ShaL  I  was  calPd  any  thing ;  and  I  would  have 
done  any  thing,  indeed,  and  roundly  too.  There 
was  I,  and  little  John  Doit  of  Staffordfhire,  and  black 
George  Bare,  and  Francis  Pickbone,  and  Will  Squele 
a  Cotfwold  man, — you  had  not  four  fuch  fwinge- 
bucklers  in  all  the  inns  of  court  again  :  and,  I  may 
fay  to  you,  we  knew  where  the  bona-robas  were ;  and 
had  the  bell  of  them  all  at  commandment.  Then  was 
Jack  Falilaff,  now  Sir  John,  a  boy  ;  and  page  to 
Thomas  Mowbray,  duke  of  Norfolk. 

SiL  This  Sir  John,  coufm,  that  comes  hither  anon 
about  foldiers  ? 

ShaL  The  fame  Sir  John,  the  very  fame.  I  faw  him 
oreak  Skogan's  head  at  the  court  gate,  when  he  was  a 
crack,  not  thus  high:  and  the  very  fame  day  I  did 
fight  with  one  Sampfon  Stockfifh,  a  fruiterer,  behind 
Gray's  inn.  O,  the  mad  days  that  I  have  fpent !  and 
to  fee  how  many  of  my  old  acquaintance  are  dead  ! 

67/.  We  mall  all  follow,  coufin. 

ShaL  Certain,  'tis  certain;  very  fu re,  very  Aire ; 
death,  as  the  Pfalmift  faith,  is  certain -to  all ;  all  ihall 
die.    How  a  good  yoke  of  bullocks  at  Stamford  fair  ? 

SiL  Truly,  coufin,  I  was  not  there. 

ShaL  Death  is  certain. — Is  old  Double  of  your 
town  living  yet  ? 
I      SiL  Dead,  fir. 

Skal.  Dead  ! — See,  fee  !—  he  drew  a  good  bow 
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and  dead  ! — lie  fhot  a  fine  moot : — John  of  Gaunt 
lov'd  him  well,  and  betted  much  money  on  his  head. 
Dead  ! — he  would  have  clapp'd  V  the  clout  at  twelve 
fcore ;  and  carry'd  you  a  fore-hand  fhaft  a  fourteen 
and  fourteen  and  a  half,  that  it  would  have  done  a 
man's  heart  good  to  fee. — How  a  fcore  of  ewes  now  ? 

Sil.  Thereafter  as  they  be  :  a  fcore  of  good  ewes 
may  be  worth  ten  pounds. 

Shal.  And  is  old  Double  dead  ?  x 

Enter  Bardolph  and  his  Boy. 

Sil.  Kere  come  two  of  Sir  John  FalilafT's  men,  as 
I  think. 

Bard.  Good  morrow,  honerc  gentlemen  :  I  befeech 
you,  which  is  J u Rice  Shallow  r 

Shal.  I  am  Robert  Shallow,  fir;  a  poor  efquire  of 
this  county,  and  one  of  the  king's  jufKces  of  the 
peace :  What  is  your  good  pleafuie  with  me? 

Bard.  My  captain,  fir,  commends  him  to  you  ; 
my  captain,  Sir  John  Faillafr" :  a  tall  gentleman,  by 
heaven,  and  a  moft  gallant  leader. 

Shal.  He  greets  me  well,  fir  :  I  knew  him  a  good 
back-fword  man  :  How  doth  the  good  knight?  may 
I  afk,  how  my  lady  his  wife  doth  ? 

Bard.  Sir,  pardon ;  a  foldier  is  better  accommo- 
dated, than  with  a  wife. 

Shal.  It  is  well  faid,  fir  \  and  it  is  well  faid  indeed 
too.  Better  accommodated ! — it is  good;  yea,  in-' 
deed,  is  it:  good  phrafes  are  furely,  and  ever  were, 
very  commendable.  Accommodated! — it  comes  of 
accommodo  :  very  good  ;  a  good  phrafe. 

Band.  Pardon,  rir;  I  have  heard  the  word.  Phrafe, 
call  you  it?  By  this  day,  I  know  not  the  phrafe  :  but 
I  will  maintain  the  word  with  my  fvvord,  to  be  a  fol- 
dier-like  word,  and  a  word  of  exceeding  good  com- 
mand. xAxcommodated ;  that  is,  when  a  man  is, — 
as  they  fay,  accommodated  :  or  when  a  man  is, — 
being,—  whereby, — he  may  be  thought  to  be  accom- 
modated ;  which  is  an  excellent  thing. 

Enter  Falftaff. 

Shal.  It  is  very  juft Look,  here  comes  good 
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Sir  John. — Give  me  your  good  hand,  give  me  your 
worihip's  good  hand  :  by  my  troth,  you  look  well,  and 
bear  your  years  very  well :  welcome,  good  Sir  John. 

Fal.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  well,  good  mailer  Ro- 
bert Shallow  ; — Matter  Sure-card,  as  I  think. 

ShaL  No,  Sir  John ;  it  is  my  coufm  Silence,  in 
commiflion  with  me. 

Fal.  Goodmafter  Silence,  it  well  befits  you  ihould 
be  of  the  peace. 

SiL  Your  good  worfhip  is  welcome. 
Fal.  Fie  !  this  is  hot  weather. — Gentlemen,  have 
you  provided  me  here  half  a  dozen  fufticient  men  ? 
ShaL  Marry,  have  we,  fir.    Will  you  fit  ? 
Fal.  Let  me  fee  them,  I  befeech  you, 
Sbal.  Where's  the  roll?  where's  the  roll?  w  here's 
the  roll? — Let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee.  So> 
fo,  fo,  f o  :  yea,  marry,  fir: — Ralph  Mouldy: — let 

them  appear  as  I  call ;  let  them  do  fo.  Let  me 

fee  :  Where  is  Mouldy  ? 

Moid.  Here,  airt  pleafe  you. 
ShaL  What  think  you,  Sir  John?  a  good-limb'd 
fellow  :  young,  ftrong,  and  of  good  friends. 
Fal.  Is  thy  name  Mouldy  ? 
Moul.  Yea,  an't  pleafe  you. 
Fal.  'Tis  the  more  time  thou  wert  us'd. 
ShaL  Ha,  ha,  ha!  moll  excellent,  i'  faith !  things, 
that  are  mouldy,  lack  ufe  :  Very  lingular  good  ! — 
Well  faid,  Sir  John  ;  very  well  faid. 
Fal.  Prick  him. 

Moul.  I  was  prick'd  well  enough  before,  an  you 
could  have  me  let  alone :  my  old  dame  will  be  un- 
done now,  for  one  to  do  her  hufbandrVj  and  hor 
drudgery  :  you  need  not  to  have  prick'd  me ;  there 
are  other  men  fitter  to  go  out  than  I. 

Fal.  Go  to;  peace,  Mouldy,  you  fliall  go. — - 
Mouldy,  it  is  time  you  were  fpent. 

Moul.  Spent ! 

ShaL  Peace,  fellow,  geace  ;  ftand  a  fide :  Know 
Vol.  IV.  T>  b 
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you  w  here  you  are  ? — For  the  other,  Sir  John  : — let 
me  fee  : — Simon  Shadow  ! 

Fal.  Ay  marry,  let  me  have  him  to  fit  under  :  he's 
like  to  be  a  cold  fo'dier. 

ShaL  Where's  Shadow  ? 

Shad,  Here,  fir, 

Fal.  Shadow,  whofe  fon  art  thou  ? 

Shad.  My  mother's  fon,  fir. 

Fal.  Thy  mother's  fon!  like  enough;  and  thy 
father's  fhadow :  fo  the  fon  of  the  female  is  the  fha- 
clow  of  the  male:  it  is  often  fo,  indeed;  but  not 
much  of  the  father's  fubftance. 

ShaL  Do  you  like  him,  fir  John  ? 

Fal.  Shadow  will  ferve  for  fummer, — prick  him-; 
— for  wre  have  a  number  of  Shadows  to  fill  up  the 
anufler-book. 

ShaL  Thomas  Wart! 

Fal.  Where's  he? 

Wart.  Here,  fir. 

Fal.  Is  thy  name  Wart  ? 

Wart.  Yes,  fir. 

Fal.  Thou  art  a  very  ragged  wart. 

ShaL  Shall  I  prick  him,  fir  John  ? 

Fal.  It  were  fuperfluous  ;  for  his  apparel  is  built 
upon  his  back,  and  the  whole  frame  Hands  upon  pins ; 
prick  him  no  more. 

ShaL  Ha,  ha,  ha! — you  can  do  it,  fir:  you  can 
do  it,  I  commend  you  well.- — Francis  Feeble! 

Feeble.  Here,  fir. 

f  al.  What  trade  art  thou,  Feeble  ? 

Feeble,  A  woman's  tayior,  fir. 

ShaL  Shall  I  prick  him,  fir? 

Fal.  You  may  :  but  if  he  had  been  a  man's  tayior, 
he  would  have  prick'd  you. — Wilt  thou  make  as  ma- 
ny holes  in  an  enemy's  battle,  as  thou  hail  done  in  a 
woman's  petticoat? 

Feeble.  I  will  do  my  good  will,  fir;  you  can  have 
no  more. 

FaL  Well  faid,  good  woman's  tayior!  well  faid, 
courageous  Feeble!  Thou  wilt  be  as  valiant  as  the 
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wrathful  dove,  or  mod  magnanimous  moufe. — Prick 
the  woman's  taylor  well,  mailer  Shallow  :  deep,  mat- 
ter S  hallow. 

Feeble.  I  would  Wart  might  have  gone,  fir. 

Fal.  I  would,  thou  wert  a  man's  taylor  ;  that  thou 
mighteft  mend  him,  and  make  him  fit  to  go.  I  cannot 
put  him  to  a  private  foldier,  that  is  the  leader  of  fa 
manvthoufands :  let  that  futhce,  moil  forcible  Feeble. 

Feeble.  It  mall  fuffice,  fir. 

Fal.  I  am  bound  to  thee,  reverend  Feehk. — Who 
is  next  ? 

Shed.  Peter  Bull-calf  of  the  green! 
Fal.  Yea,  marry,  let  us  fee  Bull-calf. 
Bull.  Here,  fir. 

Fal.  Trull  me,  a  likely  fellow!— Come,  prick 
ine  Bull-calf,  till  he  roar  again. 

Bull.  O  !  good  my  lord  captain,  

Fal.  What,  dolt  thou  roar  before  thou  art  prick'd? 

Bull.  O  lord,  fir!  I  am  a  difeas'd  man. 

Fal.  What  difeafe  haft  thou  ? 

Bull.  A  whorefon  cold,  fir ;  a  cough,  fir ;  which 
I  caught  with  ringing  in  the  king's  alfairs,  upon  his 
coronation  day,  fir. 

Fal.  Come,  thou  malt  go  to  the  wars  in  a  gown : 
we  will  have  away  thy  cold ;  and  I  will  take  fuch  or- 
der, that  thy  friends  fhall  ring  for  thee. — Is  here  all  i 

Shal.  There  is  two  more  call'd  than  your  number, 
you  muil  have  but  four  here,  fir; — and  fo,  I  pray 
you,  go  in  with  me  to  dinner. 

Fal.  Come,  I  will  go  drink  with  you,  but  I  can- 
not tarry  dinner.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you,  in  good  troth, 
mafter  Shallow. 

Shal.  O,  Sir  John,  do  you  remember  fince  we  lay 
all  night  in  the  wind-mill  in  St.  George's  Melds? 

Fal.  No  more  of  that,  good  mailer  Shallow,  no 
more  of  that. 

Shal.  Ha,  it  was  a  merry  night.  And  is  Jane 
Night- work  alive? 

Fal.  She  lives,  mailer  Shallow. 

Shal.  She  could  never  away  with  me. 
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FaL  Never,  never  :  (he  would  always  fay,  me 
could  not  abide  mafter  Shallow. 

ShaL  By  the  mafs,  I  could  anger  her  to  the  heart. 
She  was  then  a  bona-roba .  Doth  fhe  hold  her  own  well  ? 

FaL  Old,  old,  mailer  Shallow. 

ShaL  Nay,  fnemufl  be  old;  fhe  cannot  chufe  butbe 
old;  certain,  Ihe's  old ;  and  had  Robin  Night-work 
by  old  Night-work,  before  I  came  to  Ciement's-inn. 

SiL  That's  iifty-iive  years  ago.v 

ShaL  Ha,  coufin  Silence,  that  thou  hadll  feen 
that  this  knight  and  I  have  feen! — Ha,  Sir  John, 
faid  I  well? 

1  FaL  We  have  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight,  mailer 
Shallow. 

ShaL  That  we  have,  that  we  have,  that  we  have  ; 
in  faith,  Sir  John,  we  have ;  our  watch-word  was, 
Hem,  boys  ! — Come,  let's  to  dinner ;  come,  let's  to 
dinner: — O,  the  days  that  we  have  feen! — Come, 
come.  [Exeunt  Falflaff,  and  Juftices. 

Bull.  Good  mailer  corporate  Bardolph,  Hand  my 
friend;  and  here  is  four  Harry  ten  millings  in  French 
crowns  for  you.  In  very  truth,  iir,  I  had  as  lief  be 
hang'd,  lir,  as  go  :  and  yet,  for  mine  own  part,  fir,  I 
do  not  care;  but,  rather,  becaufe  I  am  unwilling,  and, 
for  mine  own  part,  have  a  defire  to  flay  with  my  friends ; 
elfe,  fir,  I  did  not  care,  for  mine  own  part,  fo  much. 

Bard.  Go  to;  Hand  afide. 

MouL  And,  good  mailer  corporal  captain,  for  my 
old  dame's  fake,  Hand  my  friend  :  fne  lias  nobody  to 
do  any  thing  about  her,  when  I  am  gone;  and  fhe  is 
old,  and  cannot  help  herfelfs  you  fhali  have  forty,  fir. 

Bard.  Go  to  ;  ftand  afide. 

Feeble,  I  care  not ;  a  man  can  die  but  once  ;-*— we 
owe  God  a  death  ; — I'll  ne'er  bear  a  bafe  mind  : — an't 
be  my  deftiny,  fo :  an't  be  not,  fo :  No  man's  too 
good  to  ferve  his  prince :  and  let  it  go  which  way  it 
will,  he  that  dies  this  year,  is  quit'for  the  next. 

Bard.  Well  faid;  thou'rt  a  good  fellow. 

Feeble.  'Faith  I'll  bare  no  bafe  mind. 

[Re-enter  Faljtqff,  and  Juftices. 
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FaL  Come,  fir,  which  men  (hall  I  have  ? 
Shal.  Four  of  which  you  pleafe. 
Bard.  Sir,  a  word  with  you: — I  have  three  pound 
to  free  Mouldy  and  Bull-calf. 
FaL  Go  to ;  well. 

Shal.  Come,  Sir  John,  which  four  will  you  have? 
FaL  Do  you  chufe  for  me. 

Shal.  Marry,  then, — Mouldy,  Bull-calf,  Feeble, 
and  Shadow. 

FaL  Mouldy,  and  Bull-calf :  For  you,  Mouldy,  Hay 
at  home  till  you  are  pall  fervice  : — and,  for  your  part 
Bull-calf, — grow  till  you  come  unto  it:  I  will  none 
of  you, 

Shal.  Sir  John,  Sir  John,  do  not  yourfelf  wrong  ; 
they  are  your  likeliefl  men,  and  I  would  have  you. 
ferv'd  with  the  belt. 

FaL  Will  you  tell  me,  mailer  Shallow,  how  to 
chufe  a  man  ?  Care  I  for  the  limb,  the  thewes,  the  fta- 
ture,  bulk,  and  big  affemblance  of  a  man  ?  give  me 
the  fpirit,  mailer  Shallow. — Here's  Wart; — you  fee 
what  a  ragged  appearance  it  is :  he  fhall,  charge  you,> 
and  difcharge  you,  with  the  motion  of  a  pewterer's 
hammer;  come  off,  and  on,  fwifter  than  he  that  gib- 
bet's cn  the  brewer's  bucket.  And  this  fame  half-fac'd 
fellow  Shadow, — Give  me  this  man  ;  he  prefents  no 
mark  to  the  enemy  ;  the  foe-man  may  with  as  great 
aim  level  at  the  edge  of  a  pen-knife  :  And,  for  a  re- 
treat,—how  fwiftly  will  this  Feeble,  the  woman's 
taylor,  run  off?  O,  give  me  the  fpare  men,  andfpare 
me  the  great  ones. — Put  me  a  caliver  into  Wart's 
hand,  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Hold,  Wart,  traverfe  ;  thus,  thus,  thus. 

FaL  Come,  manage  me  your  caliver.  So: — very 
well :• — go  to  : — very  good  : — exceeding  good  :— O, 
give  me  always  a  little,  lean,  old,  chopp'd,  bald  mot. 

 Well  laid,  Wart :  thou'rt  a  good  fcab  :  hold, 

there's  a  teller  for  thee. 

Shal.  He  is  not  his  craft's-mifter,  he  doth  not  do 
it  right.  I  remember  at  Mile-end  preen,  when  I 
B  b  2 
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lay  at  Clement's -inn,  (I  was  then  Sir  Dagonet  in  Ar- 
thur's thow)  there  was  a  little  quiver  fellow,  and  'a 
would  manage  you  his  peace  thus :  and  'a  would 
about,  and  about,  and  come  you  in,  and  come  you 
in :  rob,  tab,  tab,  would  'a  lay ;  bounce,  would  'a 
fay ;  and  away  again  would  'a  go,  and  again  would 
'a  come  ; — I  mall  never  fee  fuch  a  fellow. 

FaL  Thefe  fellows  will  do  well,  matter  Shallow. 
— God  keep  you,  mafter  Silence  5  I  will  not  ufe 
many  words  with  you  : — Fare  you  vwell,  gentlemen 
both  :  I  thank  you  :  I  mutt  a  dozen  mile  to-night. — 
Bardolph,  give  the  foidiers  coats. 

SLaL  Sir  John,  heaven  blefs  you,  and  profperyour 
affairs,  and  fend  us  peace  !  At  your  return,  vifit  my 
houfe  ;  let  our  old  acquaintance  be  renew'd :  per- 
adventure,  I  will  with  you  to  the  court. 

FaL  I  would  you  would,  mafter  Shallow. 

SbaL  Go  to  ;  I  have  fpoke,  at  a  word.  Fare  you 
well.  [Fxeupit  SbaUcrw  and  Silence. 

FaL  Fare  you  well,   gentle  gentlemen.  On, 

Bardolph;  lead  the  men  away. —  \_Exeunt  Bardclph, 
Recruits,  ci?r.] — As  I  return,  I  will  fetch  off  thefe 
juftices  :  I  do  fee  the  bottom  of  ju {lice  Shallow.  Lord, 
lord,  how  fubjecl  we  old  men  are  to  this  vice  of  lying  \ 
This  fame  ttarv'd  juftice  hath  done  nothing  but  prate 
to  me  of  the  wildnefs  of  his  youth,  and  the  feats  he 
hath  done  about  Turnbull-ftreet ;  and  every  third 
word  a  lie,  duer  paid  to  the  hearer  than  the  Turk's 
tribute.  I  do  remember  him  at  Clement's-inn,  like  a 
man  made  after  fupper  of  a  cheefe-paring  ;  when  he 
was  naked,  he  was,  for  all  the  world,  like  a  fork'd 
radditti,  with  a  head  fantattically  carv'd  upon  it  with 
a  knife  :  he  was  fo  forlorn,  that  his  dimenfions,  to  any 
thick  fight,  were  invifible  :  he  was  the  very  Genius 
of  famine ;  yet  lecherous  as  a  monkey,  and  the  whores 
call'd  him — mandrake  :  he  came  ever  in  the  rear- ward 
of  the  fainion;  zndfungthofe  tunes  to  the  over-fcutcht 
hufwives,  that  he  heard  the  carmen  whittle,  and  fware — 
they  were  his  fancies,  or  his  gcod-nights.  And  now 
is  this  vice's  dagger  become  a  fquire  ;  and  talks  as' 
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familiarly  of  John  of  Gaunt,  as  if  lie  had  been  fworn 
brother  to  him  ;  and  I'll  be  fworn  he  never  faw  him 
but  once  in  the  Tilt  yard ;  and  then  he  burii  his  head, 
for  crowding  among  the  marfhal's  men.  I  faw  it 
and  told  John  of  Gaunt,  he  beat  his  own  name  ;  for 
you  might  have  trufs'd  him,  and  all  his  apparel,  in- 
to an  eel-fkfri  ;  the  cafe  of  a  treble  hautboy  was  a 
manfion  for  him,  a  court ;  and  now  hath  he  land  and 
beeves.  Well ;  I  will  be  acquainted  with  him,  if  t 
return;  and  it  {hall  go  hard,  but  I  will  make  him  a 
phiiofopher's  two  ftones  to  me  ;  if  the  young  dace 
be  a  bait  for  the  old  pike,  I  fee  no  reafon,  in  the 
law  of  nature,  but  I  may  fnap  at  him  .  Let  time 
ihape,  and  there  an  end.  [Exit* 

— - —    ..  mmm^ttmStStKKttKKmmmm  — - 

ACT    IV.       SCENE  I, 

A  Foreft  in  Yorkfliire, 
Enter  the  Archbijhop  of  York,  Mowbray,  Hajlings? 
and  others. 
2Vi.TT7HAT  is  this  foreft  call'd? 

W    Haft.  'Tis  Gualtree  foreft,  an't  mall 
pleafe  your  grace. 
York.  Here  ftand,  my  lords,  and  fend  difcoverers 
forth, 

To  know  the  numbers  of  onr  enemies. 

Haft.  We  have  fent  forth  already. 

York.  'Tis  well  done. 
My  friends,  and  brethren  in  thefe  great  affairs % 
I  muft  acquaint  you,  that  I  have  receiv'd 
New-dated  letters  from  Northumberland ; 
Their  cold  intent,  tenor,  and  fubftance,  thus :— . 
Here  doth  he  wifti  his  perfon,  with  fuch  powers 
As  might  hold  fortance  with  his  quality, 
The  which  he  could  not  levy ;  whereupon 
He  is  retir'd,  to  ripe  his  growing  fortunes, 
To  Scotland;  and  concludes  in  hearty  prayers^ 
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That  your  attempts  may  over-live  the  hazard, 
And  fearful  meeting  of  their  oppofite. 

Mo*wb.  Thus  do  the  hopes  we  had  in  him  touch 
ground, 
And  dam  themfelves  to  pieces. 

Enter  a  MeJJenger. 

Haft.  Now,  what  news  ? 

Meff.  Well  of  this  forefl,  fcarcely  off  a  mile, 
In  goodly  form  comes  on  the  enemy: 
And,  by  the  ground  they  hide,  I  judge  their  number 
Upon,  or  near,  the  rate  of  thirty  thoufand. 

Moujbj  The  jufl  proportion  that  we  gave  them  out. 
Let  us  fway  on,  and  face  them  in  the  field. 

Enter  Weft mor eland. 

York.  What  well-appointed  leader  fronts  us  here  ? 

Moujb.  I  think,  it  is  my  lord  of  Weftmoreland. 

Weft.  Health  and  fair  greeting  from  our  general, 
The  prince,  lord  John,  and  duke  of  LancaJfter. 

York.  Say  on,  my  lord  of  Weitmoreland,  in  peace; 
What  doth  concern  your  coming  ? 

Weft.  Then,  my  lord, 
Unto  your  grace  do  I  in  chief  addrefs 
The  fubilance  of  my  fpeech.    If  that  rebellion 
Came  like  itfelf,  in  bafe  and  abject  routs, 
Led  on  by  bloody  youth,  guarded  with  rage, 
And  countenanced  by  boys,  and  beggary ;  - 
I  fay,  if  damn'd  commotion  fo  appear 'd, 
In  his  true,  native,  and  mod  proper  lhape, 
You,  reverend  father,  and  thefe  noble  lords, 
Had  not  been  here,  to  drefs  the  ugly  form 
Of  bafe  and  bloody  infurreclion 
With  your  fair  honours.    You,  lord  Archbilhop, — ► 
Whofe  fee  is  by  a  civil  peace  maintained; 
Whofe  beard  the  filver  hand  of  peace  hath  touch'd ; 
Whofe  learning  and  good  letters  peace  hath  tutor'd  ; 
Whofe  white  inveftments  figure  innocence, 
The  dove  and  very  bleffed  fpirit  of  peace, — 
Wherefore  do  you  fo  ill  tranflate  yourfelf 
Cut  of  the  fpeech  of  peace,  that  bears  fuch  grace, 
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Into  the  harm  and  boifrrous  tongue  of  v/ar? 
Turning  your  books  to  graves,  your  ink  to  blood, 
Your  pens  to  lances  ;  and  your  tongue  divine 
To  a  loud  trumpet,  and  a  point  of  war? 

York.  Wherefore  do  I  this? — fo  the  queflion  Hands. 
Briefly,  to  this  end  : — We  are  all  difeas'd  ; 
And,  with  our  furfeiting,  and  wanton  hours, 
Have  brought  ourfelves  into  a  burning  fever, 
And  we  mud  bleed  for  it ;  of  which  difcafe 
Our  late  king,  Richard,  being  infected,  dy'd. 
But,  my  moil  noble  lord  of  Weilmoreland, 
I  take  not  on  me  here  as  a  phyfician : 
Nor  do  I,  as  an  enemy  to  peace, 
Troop  in  the  throngs  of  military  men  : 
But,  rather,  mew  a  while  like  fearful  war, 
To  diet  rank  minds,  fick  of  happinefs  ; 
And  purge  the  obftruclions,  which  begin  to  flop 
Our  very  veins  of  life.    Hear  me  more  plainly. 
I  have  in  equal  balance  juflly  weigh'd 
What  wrongs  our  arms  may  do,  what  wrongs  we  fuffer, 
And  find  our  griefs  heavier  than  our  offences. 
We  fee  which  way  the  ftream  of  time  doth  run, 
And  are  enforc'd  from  our  moil  quiet  fphere 
By  the  rough  torrent  of  occalion  ; 
And  have  the  fummary  of  all  our  griefs, 
When  time  (hall  ferve,  to  mew  in  articles  ; 
Which,  long  ere  this,  we  offer'd  to  the  king, 
And  might  by  no  fuit  gain  our  audience  : 
When  we  are  wrong'd  and  would  unfold  our  griefs, 
We  are  deny'd  accefs  unto  his  perfon 
Even  by  thofe  men  that  moll  have  done  us  wrong. 
The  dangers  of  the  days  but  newly  gone, 
( Whole  memory  is  written  on  the  earth 
With  yet  appearing  blood)  and  the  examples 
Of  every  minute's  initance,  (prefent  now) 
Have  put  us  in  thefe  iil-befeeming  arms : 
Not  to  break  peace,  or  any  branch  of  it ; 
But  to  eflabliiii  here  a  peace  indeed, 
Concurring  both  in  name  and  quality. 
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Weft.  When  ever  yet  was  your  appeal  deny'd  > 
Wherein  have  you  been  galled  by  the  king  ? 
What  peer  hath  been  fuborn'd  to  grate  on  you  ? 
That  you  fhould  feal  this  lawlefs  bloody  book 
Of  forg'd  rebellion  with  a  feal  divine, 
And  ccnfecrate  commotion's  civil  edge  ? 

York.  My  brother-general,  the  commonwealth, 
To  brothers  born  an  houfehold  cruelty, 
I  make  my  quarrel  in  particular. 

Weft.  There  is  no  need  of  any  fuch  redrefs ; 
Or,  if  they  were,  it  not  belongs  to  you. 

Mo^wb.  Why  not  to  him,  in  part ;  and  to  us  ail, 
That  feel  the  bruifes  of  the  days  before; 
And  fuffer  the  condition  of  thefe  times 
To  lay  a  heavy  and  unequal  hand 
Upon  our  honours  ? 

Weft.  O  my  good  lord  Mowbray, 
Conftrue  the  times  to  their  neceffities, 
And  you  (hall  fay  indeed it  is  the  time, 
And  not  the  king,  that  doth  you  injuries. 
Yet,  for  your  part,  it  not  appears  to  me, 
Either  from  the  king,  or  in  the  prefent  time, 
That  you  mould  have  an  inch  of  any  ground 
To  build  a  grief  on  :  Wrere  you  not  reftor'd 
To  all  the  duke  of  Norfolk's  figniories, 
Your  noble  and  right-well-rememberd  father's  ? 

Mo<wh.  Wrhat  thing,  in  honour,  had  my  father  loft, 
That  need  to  be  reviv'd,  and  breath' d  in  me  ? 
The  king,  that  lov'd  him,  as  the  ftate  ftood  then, 
Was,  force  perforce,  compell'd  to  banifti  him  : 
And  then,  when  Harry  Bolingbroke,  and  he, 
Being  mounted,  and  both  roufed  in  their  feats, 
Their  neighing  courfers  daring  of  the  fpur, 
Their  armed  fiaves  in  charge,  their  beavers  down, 
Their  eyes  of  lire  fparkling  through  fights  of  fteel, 
And  the  loud  trumpet  blowing  them  together ; 
Then,  then,  when  there  was  nothing  could  have  ftaid 
My  father  from  the  breaft  of  Bolingbroke, 
O,  when  the  king  did  throw  his  warder  down, 
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His  own  life  hung  upon  the  ftaff  he  threw: 
Then  threw  he  down  himfelf,  and  all  their  lives, 
That,  by  indictment,  and  by  dintoffword, 
Have  fince  mifcarried  under  Bolingbroke. 

Weft.  You  fpeak  lord  Mowbray,  now  you  know  not 
what : 

The  earl  of  Hereford  was  reputed  then 

In  England  the  moll  valiant  gentleman  : 

Who  knows,  on  whom  fortune  would  then  have  fmil'd  I 

But,  if  your  father  had  been  victor  there, 

He  ne'er  had  borne  it  out  of  Coventry  : 

For  all  the  country,  in  a  general  voice, 

Cry'd  hate  upon  him;  and  all  their  prayers,  and  love? 

Were  fet  on  Hereford,  whom  they  doted  on, 

And  blefs'd,  and  grac'd  indeed,  more  than  the  king. 

But  this  is  mere  digreffion  from  my  purpofe. — 

Here  come  I  from  our  princely  general, 

To  know  your  griefs ;  to  tell  you  from  his  grace, 

That  he  will  give  you  audience  ;  and  wherein 

It  mall  appear  that  your  demands  are  juft, 

You  (hall  enjoy  them  ;  every  thing  fet  off, 

That  might  fo  much  as  think  you  enemies. 

Moivb.  But  he  hath  forc'd  us  to  compel  this  offers 
And  it  proceeds  from  policy,  not  love. 

Weft,  Mowbray,  you  over-ween,  to  take  it  fo  ; 
This  offer  comes  from  mercy,  not  from  fear  ; 
For,  lo  !  within  a  ken,  our  army  lies  ; 
Upon  mine  honour,  all  too  confident 
To  give  admittance  to  a  thought  of  fear. 
Our  battle  is  more  full  of  names  than  yours, 
Our  men  more  per  fed  in  the  ufe  of  arms, 
Our  armour  all  as  ftrong,  our  caufe  the  belt  ; 
Then  reafon  wills,  our  hearts  mould  be  as  good  : 
Say  you  not  then,  our  offer  is  compell'd. 

Mo*wb%  Well,  by  my  will,  we  mall  admit  no  parley. 

Weft.  That  argues  but  the  fhame  of  your  offence: 
A  rotten  cafe  abides  no  handling. 

Haft.  Hath  the  prince  John  a  full  commiflion, 
In  every  ample  virtue  of  his  father, 
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To  hear,  and  abfolutely  to  determine 
Of  what  conditions  we  iball  ftand  upon? 

Weft.  That  is  intended  in  the  general's  name  ; 
I  mufe,  you  make  fo  flight  a  queition, 

York.  Then  take,  my  lord  of  Weilmoreland,  this 
fchedule ; 

For  this  contains  our  general  grievances : 

Each  feveral  article  herein  re  are  Is 'd  ; 

All  members  of  our  caufe,  both  hei£  and  hence, 

That  are  iniinew'd  to  this  aclion, 

Acquitted  by  a  true  fubffcmtial  form  ; 

And  prefent  execution  of  our  wills 

To  us,  and  to  our  purpofes,  connVd  ; 

We  come  within  our  awful  banks  again, 

And  knit  our  powers  to  the  arm  of  peace. 

Weft.  This  will  I  fnew  the  general.    Pleafe  you, 
lords, 

In  fight  of  both  our  battles  we  may  meet ; 
And  either  end  in  peace,  which  heaven  fo  frame  ! 
Or  to  the  place  of  difference  call  the  fwords 
Which  mull  decide  it. 

York.  My  lord,  we  will  do  fo.  {Exit  Wef. 

Mowb,  There  is  a  thing  within  my  bofom  tells  me, 
That  no  conditions  of  our  peace  can  Hand. 

Haft.  Fear  you  not  that ;  if  we  can  make  our  peace 
Upon  fuch  large  terms,  and  fo  abfolute, 
As  our  conditions  (hall  iniift  upon, 
Our  peace  mall  ftand  as  firm  as  rocky  mountains. 

Mozvb.  Ay,  but  our  valuation  fhall  be  fuch, 
That  every  flight  and  falfe-derived  caufe, 
Yea,  every  idle,  nice,  and  w  anton  reafon, 
Shall,  to  the  king,  tafle  of  this  aclion  : 
That,  were  our  loyal  faiths  martyrs  in  love, 
We  mall  be  winnow'd  with  fo  rough  a  wind, 
That  even  our  corn  fhall  feem  as  light  as  chaff, 
And  good  from  bad  £ nd  no  partition. 

Ycrk.  No,  no,  my  lord :  Note  this, — the  king  is 
weary 

Of  dainty  and  fuch  picking  grievances: 
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For  he  hath  found, — to  end  one  doubt  by  death. 

Revives  two  greater  in  the  heirs  of  life, 

And  therefore  will  he  wipe  his  tables  clean ; 

And  keep  no  tell-tale  to  his  memory, 

That  may  repeat  and  hiftory  his  lofs 

To  new  remembrance :  For  full  well  he  knows, 

He  cannot  fo  precifely  weed  this  land, 

As  his  mifdoubts  prefent  occafion  : 

His  foes  are  fo  enrooted  with  his  friends, 

That,  plucking  to  unfix  an  enemy, 

He  doth  unfaften  fo,  and  make  a  friend  : 

So  that  this  land,  like  an  oftenfive  wife, 

That  hath  enrag'd  him  on  to  offer  flrokes ; 

As  he  is  ftriking,  holds  his  infmt  up, 

And  hangs  refolv'd  correclion  in  the  arm 

That  was  uprear'd  to  execution. 

Haft,  Befides,  the  king  hath  wailed  all  his  roJs 
On  late  offenders,  that  he  now  doth  lack 
The  very  inftruments  of  chaftifement : 
So  that  his  power,  like  to  a  fanglefs  lion, 
May  offer,  but  not  hold. 

York.  'Tis  very  true  ; — 
And  therefore  be  allured,  my  good  iord-marfnal, 
If  we  do  now  make  our  atonement  well, 
Our  peac?  will,  like  a  broken  limb  united, 
Grow  flronger  for  the  breaking. 

Movub.  Be  it  fo. 
Here  is  teturn'd  my  lord  of  Wefhr  oreland. 

R  e  -  e  n  i  e  r  Weftm  ere  la  n  d. 

IV ft.  The  prince  is  here  at  hand  :  Pleafeth  your 
lordfnip. 

To  meet  his  grace  juii  diftance  'tween  our  armies  ? 
Mowb.  Your  grace  of  York,  in  heaven's  name  then 
fet  forward. 

York.  Before,  and  greet  his  grace  : — my  lord  we 
come.  [Exeunt. 
Vol.  IV.  C  c 
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Another  part  of  the  fore  ft. 
Enter  on  one  fide  Mozvh'ay,  the  Jrchlijhcp,  ff&JFings* 
and  others  ;  frcm  the  other  fide.  Prince  John  ofLa-i- 
c  after,  W eft  nior  eland,  Officers,  Effr. 

Lan.  You  are  well  encounter 'd  here,  my  coufm 

Mowbray  ~  

Good  day  to  you,  gentle  lord  arcnbifhop  ; — 

And  fo  to  you,  lord  Mailings,— and  to  all. — 

My  lork  of  York,  it  better  ihew'd  with  you, 

When  that  your  flock,  afTqmbled  by  the  bell, 

Encircled  you,  to  hear  with  reverence 

Your  exposition  on  the  holy  text ; 

Tnan  now  to  fee  you  here  an  iron  man, 

Chearing  a  rout  of  rebels  with  your  drum, 

Turning  the  word  to  fword,  and  life  to  death. 

That  man,  that  fits  within  a  monarch's  heart, 

And  ripens  in  the  fun-mine  of  his  favour, 

Would  he  abufe  the  countenance  of  the  king, 

Alack,  w  hat  mifchiefs  might  he  fet  abroach, 

In  fhadow  of  fuch  great neis  S  With  you,  lord  biihop, 

It  is  even  fo  ! — Who  hath  not  heard  it  fpoken, 

How  deep  you  were  within  the  bocks  of  God? 

To  us,  the  fpeaker  in  his  parliament ; 

To  us,  the  imagined  voice  of  heaven  itfelf; 

The  very  opener,  and  intelligencer, 

Between  the  grace,  the  fanctities  of  heaven, 

And  cur  dull  workings :  O,  who  thai!  believe, 

But  yod  mifiaie  the  reverence  of  your  place  ; 

Employ  the  countenance  and  grace  of  heaven, 

As  a  faife  favourite  doth  his  prince's  name, 

In  deeds  dishonourable  ?  You  have  taken  up, 

Under  the  counterfeited  zreaj  of  God, 

The  fubjecfcs  of  his  iubid'cuce,  my  father  ; 

And,  both  againft  the  peace  cf  heaven  and  him, 

Have  here  np-fwarni'd  them. 

York,  Good  my  lord  of  Lancaiter, 
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I  am  not  here  againft  your  father's  peace: 

But,  as  1  told  my  lord  of  Weilmjreiand, 

The  time  miforder'd  doth,  in  common  fenfe, 

Crowd  us,  and  crufh  us,  to  this  monilrous  form, 

To  hold  our  fafety  up.    I  fettt  your  grace 

The  parcels  and  particulars  of  our  grief; 

The  which  hath  been  with  fcorn  (boV'd  from  the  court, 

Whereon  this  Hydra  fon  of  war  is  born  : 

Whofe  dangerous  eyes  may  well  be  charm*<1  adeep, 

V\ rith  grant  of  cur  moil  jull  ana  right  dedres ; 

And  true  obedience,  of  this  madneis  cur'd, 

Stoop  tamely  to  the  foot  of  majeicy. 

Mo<w&.  If  not,  we  ready  are  to  try  oar  fortunes 
To  the  la  ft  man. 

Haft.  And  though  we  here  fall  down, 
We  h  we  fupplies  to  fee  end  our  attempt  ; 
If  they  mifcarry,  theirs  mall  fecond  them  : 
And  fo,  fuccefs  of  mifchief  mail  be  born  ; 
And  heir  from  heir  (hail  hold  this  quarrel  up, 
Whiles  England  lhall  have  generation. 

La/z.  You  are  too  {hallow,  Haftings,  much  too  mallow, 
Tq  found  the  bottom  of  the  after- times. 

Weft,  Pleafeth  your  grace,  to  anfwer  them  direelly, 
How  far- forth  you  do  iike  their  articles  ? 

Lan.  I  iike  them  all,  and  do  allow  them  well.: 
And  fwear  here  by  the  honour  of  my  blood, 
My  father's  purpofes  have  been  miftook  ; 
And  fome  about  him  have  too  lavifhly 
Wrefled  his  meaning,  and  authority. — 
My  lord,  thefe  griefs  lhall  be  with  fpeed  redrefs'd  ; 
Upon  my  life,  they  mail.    If  this  may  pleafe  you, 
Pifcharge  your  powers  unto  their  feveral  counties, 
As  we  will  ours :  and  here,  between  the  armies, 
Let's  drink  together  friendly,  and  embrace  ; 
That  all  their  eyes  may  bear  thofe  tokens  home, 
Of  our  reltored  love,  and  amity. 

York*  I  take  your  princely  word  for  thefe  redrelTes. 

Lan,  I  give  it  you,  and  will  maintain  my  word  : 
And  thereupon  I  drink  unto  your  grace. 
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Haft.  Go,  captain,  and  deliver  to  tke  army 
This  news  of  peace ;  let  them  have  pay,  and  pait ; 
I  know  it  will  well  pleafe  them:  Hie  thee,  captain. 

Exit  Captain. 
York.  Toycu,  my  noble  lord  of  Wefhncreland. 
Weft.  I  pledge  your  grace:  And,  if  you  knew 
what  pains 

.  I  have  bellowed,  to  breed  this  prefent  peace 
You  would  drink  freely  :  but  rnyjove  to  you 
Shall  fhew  itfelf  more  openly  hereafter. 

Tori.  I  do  not  doubt  you. 

Weft.  I  am  glad  of  it. — 
Health  to  my  lord,  and  gentle  ccufin,  Mowbray. 

Mowi.  You  wifn  me  health  in  very  happy  feafon  ; 
Fbr  I  am,  on  the  fudden,  feme  thing  ill. 

fori.  Againft  ill  chances,  men  are  ever  merry  ; 
But  heaviness  fore-runs  the  good  event. 

Weft.  Therefore,  be  merry,  coz ;  fiace  fudden  forrcw 
Serves  to  fay  thus— Some  good  thing  comes  to-morrow. 

fork.  Believe  me,  I  am  palling  light  in  fpirit. 

Mowet.  So  much  the  worfe,  if  your  own  rule  be  true. 

[Shout. 

Lan.  The  word  of  peace  is  rendered:  Hark,  how 

they  fhou-t  \ 

Idonxb.  Tnis  had  been  cheerful,  after  viclory. 

fork.  A  peace  is  of  the  nature  of  a  conuueft ; 
For  then  both  parties  nobly  are  fubdu'd, 
And  neither  party  lofer. 

La??.  Go,  my  lord, 
And  Jet  cur  army  be  difcharg'd  too. — [Exit  Weft. 
And,  good  rny  Lord,  ft)  picafe  you,  let  our  trains 
March  by  us ;  that  we  may  peruie  the  men 
We  mould  have  cop'd  witnai. 

fori.  Go,  good  lord  Hafings, 
And,  ere  they  be  dhmilVd,  let  them  march  by. 

[  Exit  Raftings. 

Lan.  J  truft>  lords,  we  mail  lye  to-night  together. — 

Re-enler  Weftmcr eland. 
Now,  ccufin,  wherefore  Hands  cur  army  f  Hi  ? 
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Weft,  The  leaders,  having  charge  from  you  to  ftand , 
Will  not  go  ofi"  until  they  hear  you  fpeak. 

Lan.  They  know  their  duties. 

Re-enter  Hafti-igs. 

Haft.  My  lord,  our  army  is  dnpers's  already  : 
Like  youthful  fleers  unyok'd,  they  take  their  courfes, 
Eaft,  weft,  north,  fouth;  or,  like  a  fchool  broke  up, 
Each  hurries  towards  his  home,  and  fporting  place. 

Weft.  Good  tidings,  my  lord  Halvings;  for  the 
which 

I  do  arreft  thee,  traitor,  of  high  treafcn  : — 

A  n  d  y  o  u ,  1  o  r  d  a  r  c  h  b  i  ill  o  p  - — a n  d  y  o  u ,  lord  Mowbray,  — 

Of  c  ipital  treafon  I  attach  you  both. 

Mo-wb.  Is  this  proceeding  juft  and  honourable? 

Weft.  Is  your  aftembly  fo  ? 

York,  Will  you  thus  break  your  faith  ? 

Lan.  I  pawn'd  thee  none  : 
I  proiris'd  you  redrefs  of  thefe  fame  grievances, 
Whereof  you  did  complain  ;  which,  by  mine  honour, 
I  will  perform  with  a  moltchriftiari  care. 
But  for  you,  rebels,— look  to  tafte  the  due 
Meet  for  rebellion,  and  fuch  acts  as  yours. 
Moft  fhaliowly  did  you  thefe  arms  commence, 
Fondly  brought  here,  and  foblifiily  fent  hence. — 
Strike  up  our  drums,  purfue  the  fcatter'd  ft  ray  ; 
Heaven,  and  not  we,  hath  fafely  fought  to-div.— . 
Some  guard  thefe  traitors  to  the  block  of  death  ; 
Treafon's  true  bed,  and  yiclder  up  of  breath. 

[Exeunt*    Alarum.  Mxctrpons, 

SCENE  m. 

Another  pari  of  the  For  eft. 

Enter  Fa  ft  aft]  and  Ccleviie. 

fa!.  What's  •  your  n?.rn  e.  Sir  ?  ofwt  it  condition  are 
you?  and  of  what  place,  I  pray  ? 

Ccle.  I  am  a  knight,  lit;  an!  my  name  is — Cole- 
vile  of  the  dale. 

Fa'.  Well  then,  Cole'vile  is  your  name  ;  a  knight. 
16  your  degree:  and  your  place^  the  iaie:  Cole  vile  (hail 
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_Jlill  be  your  name ;  a  traitor  your  degree ;  and  the 
dungeon  voat  place, — a  place  deep  enough;  fo  (hall 
yen  ftilj  be  Colevile  of  the  dale. 

Cole.  Are  not  you  Sir  John  Falflaff? 

Fal.  As  good  a  man  as  be,  fir,  whoe'er  I  am.  Do 
ye  5  ield3  fir?  or  mail  I  fweat  for  you  ?  If  I  do  fweat* 
they  are  drops  of  thy  lovers,  and  they  weep  for  thy 
death  ;  therefore  roufe  up  fear  and  trembling,  and  do 
obfer  ranee  to  my  mere  v. 

Ccte.  I  think  you  are  Sir  John  Falitaff;  and,  in  that 
thought,  yield  me. 

'Pal.  I  have  a  whole  fchool  of  tongues  in  this  belly 
of  mine;  and  not  a  tongue  of  them  all  fpeaks  any 
other  word  but  mv  name.  An  I  had  but  a  belly  of 
any  indiiTerency,  I  were  (imply  the  moil  aclive  fel- 
low in  Europe:  My  womb,  my  womb,  my  womb 
unices  me. — Here  comes  our  general. 

Enftr  Prince  John  of 'Lancafter,  and  Weft mcr eland. 

Lan.  The  heat  is  paft,  follow  no  farther  now  ; 
Call  in  the  powers,  good  coufin  Weftmoreland. — 

[Exit  Wefl. 

Now,  Falftaff,  where  have  you  been  all  this  while? 
When  every  thing  is  ended,  then  you  come  : — 
Thefe  tardy  tricks  of  yours  will,  on  my  life, 
One  time  or  other  break  fome  gallows'  back. 

Fal.  I  would  be  forry,  my  lord,  but  it  mould  be 
thus :  I  never  knew  yet,  but  rebuke  and  check  was 
the  reward  of  valour.  Do  you  think  me  a  fwallow, 
an  arrow,  or  a  bullet  ?  Have  I,  in  my  poor  and  old 
motion,  the  expedition  of  thought?  I  have  fpeeded 
hither  with  the  very  extremeft  inch  of  po&bitity ;  I 
have  vourderd  nine-fcore  and  odd  potts :  and  here, 
trayel-tajLated  as  I  am,  have,  in  my  pure  and  imma- 
culate Valour,  t  .ken  Sir  John  Colevile  of  the  dale,  a 
moft  furious  knight,  and  valorous  enemy:  But  what 
of  that  ?  he  faw  me,  and  yielded  ;  that  I  may  juftly 
fay  with  t  ie  hook-nos'd  fellow  of  Rome, — I  came,  faw, 
and  overcame. 
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Lan.  It  was  more  of  his  courtefy  than  your  defer- 
ving. 

FaL  I  know  not:  here  he  is,  and  here  I  yield  him: 
and  I  befecch  your  grace,  let  it  be  book'd  with  the 
reft  of  this  day's  deeds  ;  or,  by  the  Lord,  I  will  have 
it  in  a  particular  ballad  elfe,  with  mine  own  picture 
on  the  top  of  it,  Cole  vile  luffing  my  foot :  To  the 
which  courfe  if  I  be  enforced,  if  you  do  not  all  ftiew 
like  gilt  two-pences  to  me  ;  and  I,  in  the  clear  fey 
of  fame,  o'erihine  you  as  much  as  the  fall  moon  doth 
the  cinders  of  the  element,  which  fhew  like  pins'  heads 
tolier  ;  believe  not  the  word  of  the  noble:  Therefore 
let  me  have  right,  and  let  defert  mount. 

Lan.  Thine 's  too  heavy  to  mount. 

FaL  Let  it  mine  then. 

Lan.  Thine's  too  thick  to  mine. 

FaL  Let  it  do  fomething,  my  good  lord,  that 
may  do  me  good,  and  call  it  what  you  will. 

Lan.  Is  thy  name  Colevile  ? 

Cole.  It  is,  my  lord. 

Lai.  A  f  imous  rebel  art  thou,  Colevile. 

FaL  And  a  famous  true  fubjeet  took  him. 

Cole.  I  am,  my  lord,  but  as  my  betters  are, 
rThat  led  me  hither  :  had  they  been  rul'd  by  me, 
You  mould  have  won  them  dearer  than  you  have. 

FaL  I  know  not  how  they  fold  themfelves :  but 
thou,  like  a  kind  fellow,  gav'f:  thyfelf  away;  and  I 
thank  thee  for  thee. 

Re  -  enter  JVeJtmor  eland. 

Lan.  Hire  you  left  purfuit  ? 

Weft.  Retreat  is  mide,  and  execution  ftay'd. 

Lan.  Send  Colevile,  with  his  confederates, 
To  York,  to  prefent  execution. — 
Blunt,  lead  him  hence  ;  and  fee  you  guard  him  fure. 

[Exeunt fims  *with  Coleuile. 
And  now  difpatch  we  toward  the  court,  my  lords  ; 
I  hear,  the  king  my  father  is  lore  ikk : 
Our  news  (hall  go  before  us  to  his  majeity, — 
Which,  coaiin,  you  .haiihear, — :o  comfort  h'.n; 
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And  we  with  fober  fpeed  will  follow  you. 

Pal.  My  lord,  I  befeech  you,  give  me  leave  to  go 
through  Glofterfhire ;  and,  when  you  come  to  court, 
:t and  my  good  lord  'pray  in  your  good  report. 

Lan.  Fare  you  well,  Faltlafr;  I,  in  my  condition, 
Shall  better  fpeak  of  you  than  you  defer  ve.  [Exit. 

FaL  I  would,  you  had  but  the  wit;  'twere  better 
than  volt  dukedom. — Good  faith,  this  fame  young 
father-blooded  boy  doth  not  love  me  ;  nor  a  man  can- 
not make  him  laugh: — but  that's  no  marvel,  he  drinks 
no  wine.  There's  never  any  of  there  demure  boys 
come  to  any  proof:  for  thin  drink  doth  Co  over- cool 
their  blood,  and  making  many  fiih  meals,  that  they 
fall  into  a  kind  of  male  green- ficknefs ;  and  then,  when 
they  marry,  they  get  wenches:  they  are  generally 
fools  and  cowards ; — which  fome  of  us  mould  be  too, 
but  for  inflammation.  A  good  fherris-fack  hath  a 
two-fold  operation  in  it.  It  amends  me  into  the  brain; 
dries  me  there  all  the  fooiith,  and  dull,  and  crudy 
vapours  which  environ  it:  makes  it  apprehen five, quick, 
forgetive,  full  of  nimble,  fiery,  and  delectable  mapes ; 
which  deliver' d  over  to  the  voice,  (the  tongue)  which 
is  the  birth4  becomes  excellent  wit.  The  fecond 
property  of  your  excellent  iherris  is — the  warming; 
of  the  blood;  which,  before  cold  and  fettled,  left  the 
liver  white  and  pale,  which  is  the  badge  of  pufillani- 
mhy  and  cowardice  :  hue  the  Iherris  warms  it,  and 
mikes  itccurfe  from  the  inwards  to  the  parts  extreme. 
It  illumineth  the  fece:  which  as  a  beacon,  gives 
warning  to  ail  the  red  of  this  tittle  kingdom,  man,  to 
arm  :  and  then  die  vita!  commoners,  and  inland  petty 
fpirits,  niufter  me  all  to  their  captain,  the  heart;  who, 
great,  and  purFt  up  v  ith  this  retinue,  doth  any  deed 
of  courage  ;  and  this  valour  come-  of  Iherris  :  Sc  that 
mill  in  the  weapon  is  nothing,  without  feck  ;  for  that 
lets  it  a-wcik:  and  learning,  a  mere  hoard  of  gold 
kept  by  a  devil;  till  lack  commences  it,  rnd  fets  it 
in  act  and  ufe.—  Hereof  comes  it.  that  prii.ee  Harry 
is  valiant :  for  the  cold  blood  he  did  naturally  inherit. 
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of  his  father,  he  hath,  like  lean,  fteril,  ana  bare  land, 
manured,  hulbanded,  and  tilled,  with  excellent  en- 
deavour of  drinking  good,  and  good  ilore  of  fertile 
flierris  ;  that  he  is  become  very  hot,  and  valiant.  If 
I  had  a  thoufand  fons,  the  nrft  human  principle  [  would 
teach  them,  mould  be, — to  forfwear  thin  potation, 
and  to  addiil  themfelves  to  fack. 

Enter  Bardolph. 
How  now,  Bardolph? 

Bar.  The  army  is  difcharged  all,  and  gone. 

Fal.  Let  them  go.  I'll  through  Gloceilermire ; 
and  there  will  I  viiit  mailer  Robert  Shallow,  el  quire: 
I  have  him  already  tempering  between  mv  gager  and 
my  thumb,  and  fhortly  will  I  feal  with  him.  Come 
away.  [Exeunt. 
S  C  E  N  E  IV. 
The  Palace  at  IVeftmlnJler. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Warwick,  Clarence,  and  Glujler,  i$c. 

K.  Henry.  Now,  lords,  if  heaven  doth  give  fuc- 
cefsfiil  end 
To  this  debate  that  bleedeth  at  our  doors, 
We  will  our  youth  lead  on  to  higher  fields, 
And  draw  no  fwords  but  what  are  fanctify'd. 
Our  navy  is  addrefs'd,  our  power  collected, 
Oar  fab Aitutes.  in  abfence  well  inveited, 
And  every  thing  lies  level  to  our  wilh : 
Only,  we  want  a  little  p^rfonal  ftrength  } 
And  paufe  us,  till  thefe  rebels,  now  afoot, 
C        underneath  the  yoke  of  government. 

War.  Both  which,  we  doubt  not  but  your  majefty 
Shall  footi  enjoy. 

K.  He  try.  Hirophrey,  my  fon  of  Glolter, 
Where  is  tae  prince  your  brother  ? 

Glo.  I  think,  he's  gom  to  hunt,  my  lord,  at  Win.ifor. 

K.  Henry.  And  how  accompanied  ? 

Glo.  I  do  n.;t  know,  my  lord. 

K.  Verify.  Is  not  his  brother,  Thomas  of  Clarence, 
with  him  ? 
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GIo.  No,  my  good  lord ;  he  is  in  prefence  here. 
Cla.  What  would  my  lord  and  father? 
K.  Henry.  Nothing  but  well  to  thee,  Thomas  of 
Clarence. 

How  chance,  thou  art  not  with  the  prince  thy  brother? 
Fie  loves  thee,  and  thou  doll  neglect,  him,  Thomas  ; 
Thou  haft  a  better  place  in  his  affection, 
Than  all  thy  brothers  :  cherim  it,  my  boy, 
And  noble  offices  thou  may 'ft  effect  v 
Of  mediation  after  I  am  dead, 

Between  his  greatnels  and  thy  other  brethren  :  

Therefore,  omit  him  not,  blunt  not  his  love  ; 

Nor  lofe  the  good  advantage  of  his  grace, 

By  feeming  cold,  or  carelei  s  of  his  will. 

For  he  is  gracious,  if  he  be  obferv'd  ; 

He  hath  a  tear  for  pity,  and  a  hand 

Open  as  day  for  melting  charity  : 

Yet  notwithstanding,  being  inccns'd,  he's  flint; 

As  humorous  as  winter,  and  as  fudden 

As  flaws  congealed  in  the  fpring  of  day. 

His  temper,  therefore,  rimft  be  well  obferv'd  :—  

Chide  him  for  faults  and  do  it  reverently, 
When  you  perceive  his  blocd  inclin'd  to  mirth : 
But  being  moody,  give  him  line  and  fcope ; 
Till  that  his  paffions,  like  a  whale  on  ground, 
Confound  themfelves  with  working.     Learn  this, 
Thomas, 

And  thou  (halt  prove  a  ftieker  to  thy  friends  ; 
A  hoop  of  gold  to  bind  thy  brothers  in  ; 
That  the  united  veffel  of  their  blood, 
Mingled  w  ith  venom  of  ftggeftioh* 
(A;,  force  perforce,  the  age  will  pour  it  hi) 
Shall  never  leak,  though  it  do  work  as  ftroiig 
As  aeonkum,  or  ra(h  gunpowder. 

Cla.  I  {hall  obferve  him  with  all  care  and  love. 

if,  "Hsnty.  Why  art  thou  not  at  Windfor  with  him, 
Thomas? 

Cla,  He  is  not  there  to-day  ;  he  dines  iii  London. 
K,  Henry.  And  how  accompanied  ?  cahft  thoa  tell 
that! 
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C!a.  With  Poins,and  other  his  continual  followers. 

A.  Henry.  Moft  rabjedfc  is  the  fatted  foil  to  weeds; 
And  he,  the  noble  image  of  iriy  youth, 
Is  overfpread  with  them  :  Therefore  my  grief 
Streaches  itfelf  beyond  the  hour  of  death; 
The  blood  weens  from  my  heart,  when  I  do  fnaue, 
In  forms  imaginary,  the  unguided  days, 
And  rotten  times,  that  you  mall  look  upon 
When  I  am  fleeping  with  my  ancefors. 
For  when  his  headftrong  riot  hath  no  curb, 
When  rage  and  hot  blood  are  his  counsellors, 
When  means  and  lavifh  manners  meet  together, 
O,  with  what  wings  mall  his  affections  fly 
Towards  fronting  peril  and  oppos'd  decay. 

War.  My  gracious  lord,you  look  beyond  him  quite:— 
The  prince  but  ftudies  his  companions, 
Like  a  icrange  tongue  :  wherein,  to  gain  the  language, 
'Tis  needful  that  the  moil  immodeit  word 
Be  look'd  upon,  and  learn'd  ;  which,  once  attain' d, 
Your  highnefs  knows,  comes  to  no  farther  ufe, 
But  to  be  known,  and  hated.    So3  like  grofs  terms* 
The  prince  will,  in  the  perfeclnefs  of  time, 
Gail  off  his  followers  :  and  their  memory 
Shall  as  a  pattern  or  a  meafure  live, 
By  which  his  grace  muft  mete  the  lives  of  others ; 
Turning  paft  evils  to  advantages. 

K.  Henry.  '  Tis  feidoin  when  the  bee  doth  leave  her 
comb 

In  the  dead  carrion. — Who's  here?  We ftmor eland  r 
Enter  Weft  mot 'eland. 
Weft.  Health  to  my  foyereign!  and  new  happinefs 
Added  to  that  which  I  am  to  deliver ! 
Prince  John,  your  fon,  doth  kifs  your  grace's  hand  : 
Mowbray,  the  biftiop  Scroop,  Hailing s,  and  all, 
Are  brought  to  the  correction  of  your  law  ; 
There  is  not  now  a  rebel's  fword  unfheath'd, 
But  peace  puts  forth  her  olive  every  where. 
The  manner  how  this  action  hath  been  borne, 
Here,  at  more  lei  lure,  may  your  frighneis  read  ; 
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With  every  courfe,  in  his  particular. 

K.Henry.  O Werlmoreland  thou  art  afummerbird, 
Which  ever  in  the  haunch  of  winter  lings 
The  lifting  up  of  day.    Lock?  here's  more  news. 
Enter  Har court. 

Bar.  From  enemies  heaven  keep  your  majefly  ; 
And  when  they  fraud  againft  you,  may  they  fall 
As  thofe  that  I  am  come  to  tell  you  of! 
The  earl  Northumberland,  and  the^lord  Bardolph, 
With  a  great  power  of  Englifh,  and  of  Sects, 
Are  by  the  meriir of  Yovkihire  overthrown: 
The  manner  and  true  order  of  the  fight, 
This  p.  cket,  pleafe  it  you,  contains  at  large. 

K.  Hei.ry.  And  wherefore  mould  thefe  good  news 
make  me  fick  ? 
Will  fortune  never  come  with  both  hands  full, 
But  write  her  fair  words  ftill  in  fouled  letters  ? 
She  either  gives  a  itomach,  and  no  food, — 
Such  are  the  poor,  in  health  :  or  elfe  a  feafi, 
And  tikes  away  the  llomach, — fuck  are  the  rich, 
That  have  abundance,  and  enjoy  it  not. 
I  flioulj  rajcice  now  at  this  happy  news ; 
And  now  m\  fight  fills,  and  my  brain  is  giddy: — 
O  me  !  come  near  me,  now  I  am  much  ill. 

\  Sinks  dtnvn, 

GIo.  Comfort  your  majeity  ! 
Cla.  O  my  royal  father  ! 

Weft.  My  fovereign  iord;  chearupyourfeif,lookup  ! 

War.  Be  patient,  princes ;  you  do  knowr  theie  nts 
Are  with  hib  highnefs  very  ordinary. 
Stand  from  him,  give  him  air  ;  he'll  firaight  be  well. 

Cla.  No,  no ;  he  cannot  long  hold  out  tilde  pangs : 
The  inceiTant  care  and  labour  of  his  mind 
Hath  wrought  the  mure,  that  mould  conane  it  in, 
So  thin,  that  life  looks  through,  and  will  break  cut. 

G/o.  The  people  fear  me  !  for  they  do  obferve 
Unfathered  heirs,  and  loathly  births  of  nature  : 
The  feafons  change  their  manners;  as  the  year 
Had  found  fome  months  afieep,  and  leaped  aaemovcr. 
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Cla.  The  river  hath  thrice  flow'd,  no  ebb  between : 
And  the  old  folk,  time's  doating  chronicles, 
Say,  it  did  lb  a  little  time  before 
That  our  great  grandfire,  Edward,  fick'd  and  dy'd. 

War.  Speak  lower,  princes,  for  the  king  recovers. 

Glo.  This  apoplexy  will,  -certain,  be  his  end. 

K.  Henry.  I  pray  you  take  me  up,  and  bear  me  hence 
Into  fome  other  chamber :  foftly,  .pray. 
Let  there  be  no  noife  made,  my  gentle  friends ; 
Unlefs  fome  dull  and  favourable  hand 
Will  whifper  mufic  to  my  weary  fpirit. 

War.  Call  for  the  mufx  in  the  other  room. 

K.  Henry.  Set  me  the  crown  upon  my  pillow  here. 

Cla.  His  eye  is  hollow,  and  he  changes  much. 

War.  Lefs  noife,  lefs  noife. 

[  They  connjey  the  King  to  an  inner  part  of  the  room. 
Enter  Prince  Henry. 

P.  Henry.  Who  Jaw  the  Duke  of  Clarence  ? 

Cla.  I  am  here  brother,  full  of  heavinefs. 

P.  Henry.  How  now  !  rain  within  doors,  and  none 
abroad ! 
How  doth  the  king  ? 

Glo.  Exceeding  ill. 

P.  Henry.  Heard  he  the  good  news  yet'? 
Tell  it  him. 

Glo.  He  alter'd  much  upon  the  hearing  it. 

P.  Henry.  If  he  be  fick 
With  joy,  he  will  recover  without  phyfic. 

War.  Not  fo  much  noife,  my  lords : — fweet  prince, 
fpeak  low  ; 
The  king  your  father  is  difpos'd  to  fleep. 

Cla.  Let  us  withdraw  into  the  other  room. 

War.  Wiii't  pleafe  your  grace  to  go  along  with  us  ? 

P.  Jzenty.  No  ;  I  will  fit  and  watch  here  by  the 
king.  [Exeunt  all  but  Prince  .  cry. 

Why  doth  the  crown  lie  there  upon  his  pillow, 
Being  fo  troublefome  a  bed-fellow? 
Q  polihYd  perturbation  !  golden  care  ! 
That  keep'il  the  ports  cf  (lumber  open  wide 

Vol.  IV.  D  d 


5  26 


?ELG2\D  PAilT  OF 


Aa  IF. 


To  many  a  watchful  night ! — Heep  with  it  now  ! — 

Yet  not  fo  found,  and  half  fo  deeply  fweet, 

As  he,  whofe  brow,  with  homely  biggen  bound, 

Snores  out  the  watch  of  night.    O  mujefty! 

When  thou  doll  pinch  thy  bearer,  thou  doft  fit 

Like  a  rich  armour  worn  in  heat  of  day, 

That  fcalds  with  fafety.    By  his  gates  of  breath 

There  lies  a  downy  feather,  which  flirs  not : 

Did  he  fuipire,  that  light  and  weightlcfs  down 

Perforce  maft  move. — My  gracious  lord  !  my  father ! — 

This  fleep  is  found,  indeed;  this  is  a  ileep, 

That  from  this  golden  rigol  hath  divorced 

So  many  En  glim  kings.    Thy  due,  from  me, 

Is  tears,  and  heavy  forrows  of  the  blood  : 

Which  nature,  love,  and  filial  tendernefs 

Shall,  O  dear  Either,  pay  thee  plenteoully  : 

My  due,  from  thee,  is  this  imperial  crown  ; 

Which,  as  immediate  from  thy  place  and  blood, 

Derives  itfelf  to  me,    Lc,  here  it  iits, — 

[  1' lifting  it  on  his  head. 
Which  heaven  mail  guard  \  and  nut  the  world's  whole 
ftrength 

Into  one  giant  arm,  it  (hall  not  force 

This  lineal  honour  from  me ;  this  from  thee 

Will  I  to  mine  leave,  as  'tis  left  to  me.  \_E>::t. 

K.  Henry.  Warwick!  Glofterl  Clarence! 
Re-enter  Warwick,.,  and  the  rfft . 

Cla,  Doth  the  king-  call  r 

War.  What  would  your  majeiiy  ?  Kow  fares  your 
grace  ? 

K.  Henry.  Why  did  you  leave  me  here  alone  my  lords  ? 
Cla.  We  left  the  prince  my  brother  here,  my  liege, 
Who  undertook  to  fit  and  watch  bv  you. 

K.  Henry.  The  prince  of  Wales!  Where  is  he£" 
let  me  fee  him  : 
He  is  not  here. 

War.  Tnis  door  is  open ;  he  is  gone  this  way. 
Glo.  He  came  net  through  the  chamber  where  wc 
ftayU 
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A'.  Ilcn-y.  Whore  is  the  crown  ?  who  toe  k  it  ftoiii 
fdy  pillow  ? 

War.  When  we  withdrew,  my  liege,  we  left  it  here. 

K.  Henry.  The  prince  hath  ta'cn  it  hence:  — go, 
feek  him  out:. 
Is  he  fo  hafiy,  thu  he  doth  fuppofe 
My  fleep  my  death  ?  

Find  him,  my  lord  of  Warwick;  chide  him  hither.— 

This  part  of  his  conjoins  with  my  cHfeafiK 

And  helps  to  end  m  e. — See,  Ions,  what  things  you  are! 

How  Quickly  natarc  fails  into  revolt, 

When  gold  becomes  her  object  ! 

For  this  the  fooiifh  over-careful  fathers 

Have  broke  their  Heeps  with  thoug/it,  their  brains 

with  care, 
Their  bones  with  induftry  ; 
For  this  they  have  engrailed  and  pil'd  up 
The  canker'd  heaps  of  ftrange-atchieved  gold  ; 
For  this  they  have  been  thoughtful  to  inveft 
Their  fons  with  art5  and  martial  exercifes : 
When,  like  the  bee,  tolling  from  every  flower 
The  virtuous  fweets ; 

Our  thighs  pack'd  with  wax,  our  mouths  with  honey, 
We  bring  it  to  the  hive ;  and,  like  the  bees, 
Are  murder'd  for  our  pains.    This  bitter  tafte 
Yield  his  engroflments  to  the  ending  father. — 

Re-cnler  Warwick. 
Now,  where  is  he  that  will  not  Hay  fo  long, 
Till  his  friend  ficknefs  hath  determin'd  me  ? 

War,  My  lord,  I  found  the  prince  in  the  next  room. 
Warning  with  kindly  tears  his  gentle  cheeks ; 
With  fuch  a  deep  demeanour  in  great  forfdw, 
That  tyranny,  which  never  quaff 'd  but  blood, 
Would  by  beholding  him,  have  wahVd  his  knife 
With  gentle  eye-drops.    He  is  coming  hither. 
K.  Henry.  But  wherefore  didhe  takeaway  thecrown? 
Re-enter  Prince  Henry. 
Lo,  where  he  comes.— Come  hither  to  me  Harry  : — 
Depart  the  chamber,  leave  us  here  alone. 

[Exeunt  Lords,  &c. 
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P.  Henry.  I  never  thought  to  hear  you  fpeak  again. 

K.  He?:.  Thy  wilh  was  father,  Harry,  to  that  thought; 
I  ftay  too  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee. 
Dolt  thou  fo  hunger  for  my  empty  chair, 
1  hat  thou  wilt  needs  invert  thee  with  mine  honours 
Before  thy  hour  be  ripe  ?  O  foolifh  youth  ! 
Then  feek'ft  the  greatnefs  that  will  overwhelm  thee. 
Stay  but  a  little  ;  for  my  cloud  of  dignity 
Is  held  from  failing  with  fo  weak  $  wind, 
That  it  will  quickly  drop  ;  my  day  is  dim. 
Thou  haft  ftol'n  that,  which,  after  fome  few  fcoonk 
Were  thine  without  offence ;  and,  at  my  death, 
Thou  haft  feaPd  up  my  expectation  : 
Thy  life  did  manifeft  thoulov'ft  me  not, 
And  thou  wilt  have  me  die  affured  of  it. 
Thou  hid'ft  a  thoufand  dagger's  in  thy  thoughts  > 
Which  thou  haft  whetted  on  thy  ftony  heart, 
To  ftab  at  half  an  hour  of  my  life. 
What !  canTt  thou  not  forbear  me  half  an  hour? 
Then  get  thee  gone,  and  dig  my  grave  thyfelf; 
And  bid  the  merry  bells  ring  to  thine  ear, 
That  thou  artcrown'd,  not  that  I  am  dead. 
Let  all  the  tears  that  mould  bedew  my  hearfe., 
Be  drops  of  balm,  to  fancti fy  thy  head  : 
Only  compound  me  with  forgotten  duft  ; 
Give  that,  which  gave  thee  life,  unto  the  worms* 
Pluck  down  my  officers,  break  my  decrees ; 
For  now  a  time  is  come  to  mock  at  form, 
Harry  the  Fifth  is  crown'd  : — Up,  vanity  ! 
Down,  royal  ftate !  all  you  fage  counfellors,  hence  ! 
And  to  the  Engliih  court  aftemble  now, 
From  every  region,  apes  of  idlenefs  1 
Now,  neighbour  confines,  purge  you  of  yourfcum: 
Have  you  a  ruffian,  that  will  fwear,  drink,  dance, 
Revel  the  night :  rob,  murder,  and  commit 
The  old  eft  hns  the  new  eft  kind  of  ways  ? 
Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  you  no  more : 
England  (hall  double  gild  his  treble  guilt ; 
England  mall  give  hini  office,  honour,  might : 
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For  tfce  fifth  Harry  from  curb'd  licence  plucks 
The  muzzle  of  reftraint,  and  the  wild  dog 
Shall  flefth  his  tooth  in  every  innocent. 

0  my  poor  kingdom,  fick  with  civil  blows ! 
When  that  my  care  could  not  withhold  thy  riots, 
What  wilt  thou  do  when  riot  is  thy  care  ? 

O,  thou  wilt  be  a  wiiderncfs  again, 
Peopled  with  wolves,  thy  old  Inhabitants ! 

P.  Eenry.  O,  pardon  me,  my  liege!  but  f  ar  my 
tears,  ^Kneeling* 
The  moift  impediments  unto  my  fpeech, 

1  had  fore-ftall'd  this  dear  and  deep  rebuke, 
Ere  you  with  grief  had  fpoke,  and  I  had  heard 
The  courfe  of  it  fo  far.    There  is  your  crown  ; 
And  lie  that  wears  the  crown  immortally, 
Long  guard  it  yours  ;  If  I  afreet:,  it  more, 
Than  as  .your  honour,  and  as  your  renown, 
Let  me  no  more  from  this  obedience  rife, 
Which  my  mo  ft  true  and  inward-duteous  fpirit 
Tea  c:\eth  this  prod  rate  and  exterior  bending  ! 
Heaven  witnefs  with  ma,  when  I  here  came  in, 
And  found  no  courfe  of  breath  within  your  majelfyi 
How  cold  it  -truck  my  heart !  If  I  do  feign, 

O,  let  me  in  my  prefent  wildnefs  die  ; 
And  never  live  to  (hew  the  incredulous  world 
The  noble  change  that  I  have  purpofed  ! 
Coming  to  look  on  fern*  thinking  yon  dead, 
(  An  1  dead  almoit,  my  liege,  to  think  you  were) 
I  fpake  unto  the  crown,  as  having  fenfe, 
Ana  thus  upbraided  it.     The  care  on  thee  dcpendhir, 
Hath  fed  upon  the  body  of  my  father  ; 
lberefore>  thou,  heft  of  gold,  art  worfl  of  p:--;'a\ 
Other  y  lets  fine  in  carat,  is  mere  precious , 
Preferyin?  life  in  medicine  -potable  ; 
Bat  thou,  1  mo/?  fine,  moft  bonv-Sd,  ?noPt  re--icivhrdy 
1  aft  eat  thy  bearer  up.    Thus,  my  men!  royal  iiee;e. 
Accuang  it,  I  put  it  on  my  head ; 
To  try  with  it, — as  with  an  enemy, 
That  had  before  mv  face  murdered  inv  rat:  e.\ 
D  d  2 
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The  quarrel  of  a  true  inheritor. 

But  if  it  did  infect  my  blood  with  joy, 

Or  fwell  my  thoughts  to  any  ftrain  of  pride  ; 

If  any  rebel  or  vain  fpirit  of  mine 

Did,  with  the  leafl  affection  of  a  welcome, 

Give  entertainment  to  the  might  of  it, 

Let  heaven  for  ever  keep  it  from  my  head  ! 

And  make  me  as  the  pooreft  vafTal  is, 

That  doth  with  awe  and  terror  kneel  to  it  I 

K.  Henry.  O  my  fon  !  v 
Heaven  put  it  in  thy  mind,  to  take  it  hence, 
That  thoa  might'fi  win  the  more  thy  father's  love, 
Pleading  fo  wifely  in  excufe  of  it. 
Come  hither,  Harry,  fit  thou  by  my  bed  ; 
And  hear,  I  think,  the  very  lateft  counfel 
That  ever  I  (hall  breathe.    Heaven  knows,  my  for^ 
By  what  by-paths,  and  indirect  crook'd  ways, 
I  met  this  crown  ;  and  I  myfeif  know  well, 
How  troubiefome  it  fat  upon  my  head : 
To  thee  it  mail  defcend  with  better  quiet, 
Better  opinion,  better  confirmation  ; 
For  all  the  foil  of  the  achievement  goes 
With  me  into  the  earth.    It  feem'd  in  me, 
But  as  an  honour  fnatch'd  with  boiflerous  hand; 
.And  I  had  many  living,  to  upbraid 
My  gain  of  it  by  their  amYtances  ; 
Which  daily  grew  to  quarrel,  and  to  blood-med, 
Wounding  fuppofed  peace  ;  all  thefe  bold  fears., 
Thou  fee'fl  with  peril  I  have  anfwered : — 
For  all  my  reign  hath  been  but  as  a  fcene 
A  cling  that  argument  ;  and  now  my  death 
Changes  the  mode  ;  for  what  in  me  was  purchas'd, 
Falh>  upon  thee  in  a  more  fairer  fort, 
So  thou  the  garland  wear'ft  fucceiTiv ely. 
Y et,  though  thou  ftand'it  more  fure  than  I  could  do, 
Thou  art  not  frm  enough,  fince  griefs  are  green  ; 
And  all  thy  friends,  which  thou  mult  make  thy  friends, 
Have  but  their  lrings  and  teeth  newly  ta'en  out ; 
By  v/hofe  fell  working  I  was  finl  advanc'dA 
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And  by  whofe  power  I  well  might  lodge  a  fear 

To  be  again  difplac'd  ;  which  to  avoid, 

I  cut  them  off ;  and  had  a  purpofe  now 

To  lead  out  many  to  the  Holy  Land; 

Left  reft,  and  lying  ftiil,  might  make  them  look 

Too  near  into  my  ftate.    Therefore,  my  Harry, 

Be  it  thy  courfe,  to  bufy  giddy  minds 

With  foreign  quarrels ;  that  action,  hence  borne  out, 

May  waite  the  memory  of  the  former  days. 

More  would  I,  but  my  lungs  are  wafted  fo, 

That  ftrength  of  fpeech  is  utterly  deny'd  me. 

How  I  came  by  the  crown,  O  God,  forgive  ! 

And  grant  it  may  with  thee  in  true  peace  live. 

P.  Henry.  My  gracious  liege, 
You  won  it,  wore  it,  kept  it,  gave  it  me; 
Then  plain,  and  right,  muft  my  pofTeflion  be  : 
Which  I,  with  more  than  with  a  common  pain, 
'Gainft  all  the  world  will  rightfully  maintain. 
Enter  Lord  John  of  Lancafter,  Warwick,  &c. 

K.  Henry,  Look,  look,  here  comes  my  John  of 
Lancafter. 

Lan.  Healthy  peace,  and  happinefs,  to  my  royal  father! 
P.  Henry.  Thou  bring'ftme  happineis,  and  peace, 
fon  John ; 

But  health,  alack,  with  youthful  wings  is  flown 
From  this  bare,  wither'd  trunk  ;  upon  thy  fight, 

My  worldly  bulinefs  makes  a  period.  

Where  is  my  lord  of  Warwick  ? 

P.  Henry.  My  lord  of  Warwick  ! 

JT.  Henry.  Doth  any  name  particular  belong 
Unto  the  lodging  where  I  hrfh  did  fwoon? 

War.  5Tis  cali'd  Jerufalern,  my  noble  lord. 

K.  Henry.  Laud  be  to  God  ! — even  there  my  life 
muft  end. 

It  hath  been  propheiy'd  to  me  many  years, 

I  ftiould  not  die  but  in  jerufalern  ; 

Which  vainly  1  fuppos'd  the  Holy  Land  : — 

But,  bear  me  to  that  chamber ;  there  I'll  lie  ; 

In  that  jerufalern  mail  Harry  die,  [Exeunt, 
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SbdihvPi  Seat  in  Ghfterfbire. 

Enter  Shatlovj,  Faljlaff,  Bardolphy  and  Page  . 

&&4/.T>  Y  cock  and  pye,  fir,  you  fnall  not  away  to"* 
J3  night.  -What,  Davy,  I  fay  ! 

Fa/.  You  mail  excufe  me,  mailer  Robert  Shallow. 

Shal.  I  will  not  excufe  you;  you^ihall  not  be  ex- 
cus'd  ;  excufes  fhall  not  be  admitted  ;  there  is  no  ex- 
cufe (hail  ferve  ;  you  mall  not  be  excused.  Why, 

Davy ! 

Eater  Davy. 

Davy.  Here,  fu\ 

Shal.  Davy,  Davy,  Davy, — let  me  fee,  Davy;  let 
me  fee  ; — yea,  marry,  William  cook,  bid  him  come 
hither. — Sir  John,  you  mall  not  be  excus'd. 

Davy.  Marry,  fir,  thus  ; — thofe  precepts  cannot 
be  ferv'd ;  and,  again,  fir, — Shall  we  low  the  head- 
land with  wheat  ? 

Shal.  With  red  wheat,  Davy.  Rut  for  William 
cook  ;  Are  there  no  young  pigeons  ? 

Davy.  Yes,  fir.  —Here  is  now  the  fmith's  note, 

for  fiioeing,  and  plough-irons. 

Shal.  Let  it  be  caft,  and  paid : — Sir  John,  you 
mall  not  be  excus'd. 

Davy.  Now,  fir,  a  new  link  to  the  bucket  mufi 
needs  be  had  :— And,  fir.  do  you  mean  to  flop  any 
of  William's  wages,  about  the  fack  he  loft  the  ether 
day  at  Hinckley  fair  ? 

Shal.  He  mall  anfwer  it :— Some  pigeons,  Davy  ; 
a  couple  of  fhor  t-Iegg'd  hens  ;  a  joint  of  mutton  ;  and 
any  pretty  little  tiny  kickihaws,  tell  William  cook. 

Davy.  Doth  the  man  cf  war  fcay  ail  night,  fir. 

Shal,  Yes,  Davy.  I  will  ufe  him  well :  A  friend 
i'  the  court  is  better  than  a  penny  in  purfe.  Ufe  his 
men  weil,  Davy  ;  for  fhey  are  arrant  knaves,  -and 
will  backbite. 
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Davy.  No  worfe  than  they  are  back-bitten,  fir  ;  fojf 
they  have  marvellous  foul  linen. 

Shal.  Well  conceited,  Davy.  About  thy  bufmefs, 
Davy. 

Davy,  I  befeech  you,  fir,  to  countenance  William 
Vifor  of  Woncot  againft  Clement  Perkes  of  the  hill. 

Shal.  There  are  many  complaints,  Davy,  againit 
that  Vifor ;  that  Vifor  is  an  arrant  knave,  on  my 
knowledge. 

o  ... 

Davy.  I  grant  your  wormip,  that  he  is  a  knave, 
ftr ;  but  yet,  God  forbid,  fir,  but  a  knave  mould  have 
fome  countenance  at  his  friend's  requelt.  An  honeft 
man,  fir,  is  able  to  fpeak  for  himfelf,  v/hen  a  knave 
is  not.  I  have  ferv'd  your  wormip  truly,  fir,  thefe 
eight  years ;  and  if  I  cannot  once  or  twice  in  a  quarter 
bear  out  a  knave  againft  an  honefc  man,  I  have  but 
a  very  little  credit  with  your  wormip.  The  knave  is 
mine  honefl  friend,  fir  ;  therefore,  I  befeech  youf 
wormip,  let  him  be  countenane'd. 

Shal.  Go,  to ;  I  fay,  he  mall  have  no  wrong. — 
Look  about,  Davy.  Where  are  you,  Sir  John  ?  Come, 
oir  with  your  boots. — Give  me  your  hand,  mailey 
Bardolph. 

Bard.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  wormip. 

Shal.  I  thank  thee  with  all  my  heart,  kind  matter 
Bardolph : — and  welcome,  my  tall  fellow.  \_to  the 
page.]    Come,  Sir  John. 

Fal.  I'll  follow  you,  good  mafter  Robert  Shallow. 
Bardolph,  look  to  our  horfes.  {Exeunt  Sbaliovj,  Bar- 

dolph,  &c."\  If  I  were  fiw'd  into  quantities,  I 

mould  make  four  dozen  of  fuch  bearded  hermit's-ftaves 
as  mafter  Shallow.  It  is  a  wonderful  thing,  to  fee 
the  femblable  coherence  of  his  men's  fpirits  and  his : 
They,  by  obferving  of  him,  do  bear  themfelves  like 
foolifn  juilices ;  he,  by  converfing  with  them,  is  turn- 
ed into  a  juitice-like  fsrving  man;  their  lpirits  are  lb 
married  in  conjunction  with  the  participation  of  focie- 
ty,  that  they  flock  together  in  confent,  like  fa  many 
wild-gcefe.  If  I  had  a  fuit  to  mailer  Shallow,  I  would 
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humour  his  men,  with  the  imputation  of  Icing  near 
their  mafter:  if  to  hi:  men,  I  would  curry  with  mai- 
tci  chailow,  that  no  man  could  better  command  his 
iervants.  It  is  certain,  that  either  wife  bearing,  or 
ignorant  carriage,  is  caught,  as  men  take  diieaies, 
c  :a  of  another  ;  therefore,  let  men  take  heed  of  their 
company.  I  will  deviie  matter  enough  out  of  this 
Shallow,  to  keep  prince  Henry  in  continual  laughter, 
the  w earing  cut  affix  fa&ions  ( which  is  four  terms,  or 
two  actions,.}  and  he  (kali  iapgh  withcut  i hterraalUms. 
O,  it  is  much,  that  a  lie,  with  a  fight  oath,  and  a 
jeil  with  a  fad  brow,  will  do  with  a  fellow  that  never 
n;.d  the  ache  ia  his  face  leers !  O.  you  fnail  fee  Lim 
laugh  till  his  face  be  like  a  wet  cloak  ill  laid  up. 
Shal.  ]ji^ithin.~\  Sir  fchn! 

Fal.  I  come,  matter  Shallow  ;  I  come,  mafler  Shal- 
low. [Exit  Falficjf* 

SCENE  II. 

21  v  Comrt  in  London. 
Enter  the  ec.rl  vf  17ar^;:ck,  a;:d  the  La  d  Chief 
Juftice. 

War.  Kow  now,  my  lord  chief  ju nice?  whither 

away  ? 

Ck.  Jvfi.  How  doth  the  king: 
War.  Exceeding  well :  his  cares  are  now  all  ended. 
Ch.  Jujt.  I  hope,  not  dead. 
War.  He's  walk'd  the  way  of  nature  ; 
And,  to  our  purpofes,  he  live:  no  more. 

Ch.  J:<ji.  1  wculd,  his  m; jelly  had  calrd  me  with 
him  \ 

The  fervice  that  I  truly  did  his  life, 
Hath  left  me  open  to  ail  injuries. 

irar.  Indeed,  I  tnink,  the  ycung  king  loves  you 
not. 

Ch.  jut.  I  know,  he  doth  not;  and  do  arm  my- 

To  welcome  the  condition  of  the  time  ; 
Whieh  cannot  look  more  hideouuy  upon  me 
Than  I  nave  crav  e  it  in  my  fantasy. 
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Enter  Lord  "John  of '  Ljlkc -after Glcper,  and  Clarence,  &  \ 
-  War.  Here  conies  the  heavy  iliue  of  dead  Harry  :— 
O,  that  the  living  Harry  had  the  temper 
Of  him,  the  worir.  of  thefe  three  gentlemen ! 
How  many  nobles  then  mould  hold  their  places. 
That  muit.  ilrike  fail  to  fpirits  of  vile  fort ! 

Cb.  Juft.  Alas,  I  fear",  all  will  be  overturn^, 

Lan.  Good  morrow,  coaiin  Warwick. 

Glo.  CJa.  Good  morrow,  cousin. 

Lan.  We  meet  like  men  that  had  forgot  to  fpeak. 

War.  We  do  remember;  bat  oar  argument 
Is  all  too  heavy  to  admit  much  talk. 

Lan.  Well,  peace  be  with  him  that  hath  made  us 
heavy  ! 

Ch.  Juft.  Peace  be  with  us,  left  we  be  heavier  \ 
■Glo.  O,  good  my  lord,  ycu  have  loft  a  friend  in- 
deed, 

And  I  dare  fwear,  you  borrow  not  that  face 
Of  feeming  forro  w  ;  it  is,  fure,  your  own. 

Lan.  Though  no  man  be  almr'd  what  grace  to  fi|id, 
You  iland  in  coideft  expectation  : 
I  am  theforrier;  'would,  'twere  otherwife. 

Gla.  Well,  you  mull:  now  fpeak  Sir  John  Falilaff 
fair  ; 

Which  fwims  again!!  your  ftrearn  of  quality. 

Ch.  Juft.  Sweet  princes,  what  I  did,  I  did  in  honour,, 
Led  by  the  impartial  condu  it  of  my  foul ; 
And  never  mall  you  fee,  that  I  will  beg 
A  ragged  and  forefLill'd  reiniffion. — 
If  truth  and  upright  mnocency  fail  me, 
I'll  to  the  king  my  mailer  that  is  dead, 
And  tell  him  who  hath  fent  me  after  him. 

War.  Here  comes  the  prince. 

Enter  King  Henry. 

Cb.  Juft.  Good  morrow ;  and  heaven  fave  vour  ma- 
jelly  !  : 

K.  Hs:ir?.  This  new  and  gorgeous  garment,  ma-' 
jefty, 

Sits  net  fo  eafy  on  me  as  you  think.  
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Brothers,  you  mix  your  fadnefs  with  feme  fear,; 

This  is  the  Englifh,  not  the  Turkifh  court ; 

Not  Amurath  an  Amurath  fucceeds, 

But  Harry,  Harry  — Y et  be  fad,  good  brothers 

For,  to  fpeak  truth,  it  very  well  becomes  you  $ 

Sorrow  fo  royally  in  you  appears, 

That  I  will  deeply  put  the  faihion  on, 

And  wear  it  in  my  heart.    Why  then,  be  fad  : 

But  entertain  no  more  of  it,  good  brothers, 

Than  a  joint  burthen  laid  upon  us  all. 

For  me,  by  heaven,  I  bid  you  be  afTur'd* 

I'll  be  your  father  and  your  brother  too ; 

Let  me  but  bear  your  love,  I'll  bear  your  cares* 

Yet  weep  that  Harry's  dead ;  and  fo  will  I : 

But  Harry  lives  that  jfliail  convert  thofe  tears, 

By  number,  into  hours  of  happinefs. 

Lan.  £5V.  We  hope  no  other  from  your  rnajefty. 

K.  Henry*  You  all  look  ftrangely  on  me  : — and  you 
moil;  '      [7b  the  Ch.  juJL 

You  are,  I  think,  arTur'd  I  love  you  not. 

Ch.  Jufi.  I  am  affnr'd,  if  I  be  meafur  d,  rightly, 
Your  rnajefty  hath  no  juft  caufe  to  hate  me. 

K.  Henry.  No !  how  might  a  prince  of  my  great 
hopes  forget 
So  great  indignities  you  laid  upon  me  ? 
What !  rate,  rebuke,  and  roughly  fend  to  prifon 
The  immediate  heir  of  England  !  Was  this  eafy  ? 
May  this  be  walh'd  in  Lethe,  and  forgotten  ? 

Ch.  J  lift.  I  then  did  ufe  the  perfcn  of  your  father,; 
The  image  of  his  power  lay  then  in  me  : 
And,  in  the  adminirlration  of  his  law, 
Whiles  I  was  bufy  for  the  commonwealth, 
Your  highnefs  pleafed  to  forget  my  place 
The  rnajefty  and  power  of  law  and  jultice, 
The  image  of  the  king  whom  I  prefented, 
And  ftruck  me  in  my  very  feat  of  judgment; 
Whereon,  as  an  offender  to  your  Father, 
I  gave  bold  way  to  my  authority, 
And  did  commit  you.    If  the  deed  were  iiij 
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Be  you  contented,  wearing  now  the  garland, 
To  have  a  Ton  fet  your  decrees  at  nought 
To  pluck  down  juicice  from  your  awful  bench  ; 
To  trip  the  courfs  of  law,  and  blunt  the  fword 
That  guards  the  peace  and  fafety  of  your  perfon: 
Nay,  more  ;  to  fpurn  at  your  mod  royal  image,, 
And  mock  your  workings  in  a  fecond  body. 
Queftion  your  royal  thoughts,  make  the  cafe  yours ; 
Be  now  the  father,  and  propofe  a  fon : 
Hear  your  own  dignity  lb  much  profanM, 
See  your  moft  dreadful  laws  Co  loofely  flighted, 
Behold  yourfelffo  by  a  fon  difdaiaed ; 
And  then  imagine  me  taking  your  part, 

And,  in  your  power,  fo  filencing  your  fon  :  

After  tliis  cold  connderance,  fentence  me; 
And,  as  you  are  a  king,  fpeak  in  your  ftate,— 
What  I  have  done,  that  mifbecame  my  place. 
My  perfon,  or  my  liege's  fovereignty. 

K.  Henry.  You  are  right,  juitice,  and  you  weig'k 
this  well  ; 

Therefore  (till  bear  the  balance,  and  the  fword  : 

And  1  do  wifh  your  honours  may  increafe, 

Till  you  do  live  to  fee  a  fon  of  mine 

Offend  you,  and  obey  you,  as  I  did. 

So  mail  I  live  to  fpeak  my  father's  wQrd3 

Happy  am  7,  that  have  a  man  fo  bcla\ 

That  dares  do  juftice  on  my  proper  fon  : 

And  not  lefs  happy,  having  fitch,  a  fon, 

That  nvould  deliver  up  his  great nef  Jb 

Into  the  hands  of  jnftice. — You  did  commit  me-: 

■for  which,  I  do  commit  into  your  hand 

The  unnamed  fword  that  you  have  us?d  to  bear ; 

With  this  remembrance, — That  you  ufe  the  fame 

With  the  like  bold,  juft,  and  impartial  fpirit, 

As  you  have  done  'gamft  me.    There  is  my  hau  l; 

You  mall  be  a:  a  father  to  my  youth : 

My  voice  ihall  found  as  you  do  prompt  mine  ear; 

And  I  will  rloop  and  humble  my  intents 

To  your  Well  pra-ftis'd,  wife  directions.  

Vol.  IV.  E  e 
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And,  princes  all,  believe  me,  I  befeech  you  \  

My  father  is  gone  wild  into  his  grave, 
For  in  his  tomb  lie  my  affeclicns ; 
And  with  his  fpirit  fadly  I  furvive, 
To  mock  the  expectations  of  the  world  ; 
To  frustrate  prophefies  ;  and  to  raze  out 
Rotten  opinicn,  who  hath  writ  me  down 
After  my  feeming.    The  tide  of  blood  in  me 
Hath  proudly  flow'd  in  vanity,  tilf  now  : 
Now  doth  it  turn,  and  ebb  back  to  the  fea  ; 
Where  it  (hall  mingle  with  the  ftate  of  floods, 
And  flow  henceforth  in  formal  majefty. 
Now  call  we  our  high  court  of  parliament ; 
And  let  us  choofe  fuch  limbs  of  noble  counfel, 
That  the  great  body  of  our  rtate  may  go 
In  equal  rank  with  the  befT-govern'd  nation ; 
That  war,  or  peace,  or  both  at  once,  may  be 

As  things  acquainted  and  familiar  to  us ;  

In  which  you,  father,  mall  have  feremoft  hand.  

[  To  the  Lord  Chief  jfuftice. 
Our  coronation  done,  we  will  accite, 
As  I  before  remembcr'd,  all  our  ftate  : 
And  (heaven  consigning  to  my  good  intents) 
No  prince,  nor  peer,  (hall  have  juft  caufe  to  fay, — 
Heaven  ihor ten  Harry ' s  happ y  life  one  day !    [  Exeunt* 

SCENE  III. 

Shaikhs  Seat  in  Glcfter.'hire. 
Enter  Fal/ajf,  Shallow,  Silence,  Bardolph,  the  Page, 
and  Daiy. 

ShaL  Nay,  you  fhall  fee  mine  orchard  :  where,  in 
an  arbour,  we  will  eat  a  laft  year's  pippin  of  my  own 
gramng,  with  a  diili  of  carraways,  and  fo  forth; — 
come,  couiin  Siience  y — and  then  to  bed. 

Fal.  You  have  here  a  goodly  dwelling,  and  a  rich. 

Shal.  Barren,  barren,  barren  ;  beggars  all,  beggars 
all,  Sir  John: — murrv,  gocd  air. — —Spread,  Davy, 
Spread,  Davy  :  well  faid,  Davy, 
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FaL  This  Davy  ferves  you  for  good  ufes ;  he  is 
your  ferving-man,  and  your  hufhand-man. 

ShaL  A  good  varlet,  a  good  varlet,  a  very  good 
varlet,  Sir  John. — By  the  rnafs,  I  have  drank  too  much 

flick  at  fupper  :  a  good  varlet.     Now  fit  down, 

now  fit  down  :  come,  coufin. 

$iL  Ah,  firrah !  quoth-a,  

V/e  frail  do  nothing  but  eat,  and  make  good  cheer, 

'[Singing. 

And  praife  heaven  fcr  the  merry  year  ; 
When flejh  is  cheap  and females  dear, 
And  lufty  lads  roam  here  and  there  j 

So  ?nerrily,  and  ever  amcng  fo  merrily,  &C 
FaL  There's  a  merry  heart ! — Good  matter  Silence, 
I'll  give  a  health  for  that  anon. 

ShaL  Give  matter  Bardolph  fome  wine,  Davy. 
Davy.  Sweet  Mr,  fit : — -I'll  be  with  you  at%on ; — 
mott  fweet  fir,  fit. — Matter  page,  good. matter  page, 
fit :  Proface  !  What  you  want  in  meat,  we'll  have  in? 
drink.    But  you  mutt  bear:  The  heart's  all.  [Exit. 

ShaL  Be  merry,  matter  Bardolph  ; — and  my  little 
foldier  there,  be  merry. 

[Singing.]  Be  ?nerry,  be  inerry,  my  wife  has  all/- 
For  women  are  Jhrews,  both  jhort  and  tall : 
'Tzs  merry  in  hall,  when  beards  wag  all, 

And  welcome  merry  ft?rove-tidk. 
Be  ?nerry,  be  merry,  &c. 
FaL  I  did  not  think,  matter  Silence  had  been  a 
man  of  this  mettle. 

Sil.  Who  I?  I  have  been  merry  twice  and  once,, 
ere  now. 

Re-enter  Davy. 
Davy.  There  is  a  difii  of  leather-coats  for  you. 

[Setting  them  before  Bardolph.. 

ShaL  Davy,  

Davy.  Your  worfhip  ? — —I'll  be  with  you 
firaight.— A  cup  of  wine,  fir  ? 

Sil*  [Singing]  A  cup  of  wine,  that's  brifk  and  fine, 
And  drink  unto  the  leman  mine  ; — 
And  a  merry  heart  lives  long-a. 
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ral.  Well  faid,  mailer  Silence. 
Sil,  An  we  fliall  be  merry,  now  comes  in  the  fweet 
or  the  night. 

F al.  Health  and  long  life  to  you,  matter  Silence  ! 

Sil.  Fill  the  cup,  and  let  it  come  ; 

1 7/  fledge  you  a  mile  to  the  bottom. 

Shal.  Hcnefl  Bardolph,  welcome:  if  thou  want'ft 
any  thing,  and  wilt  not  call,  belhrew  thy  heart. — 
Welcome,  my  little  tiny  thief;  [(o  the  page]  and 
welcome,  indeed,  too.  I'll  drink  to  mailer  Bar- 
dolph, and  to  all  the  cavaleroes  about  London. 

Davy.  I  hope  to  fee  London  once  ere  I  die. 

Bard.  An  I  might  fee  you  there,  Davy ,~ — 

Shal.  You'll  crack  a  quart  together.  Ha!  will 
you  not,  mailer  Bardolph  ? 

Bard.  Yes,  fir,  in  a  pottle  pot. 

Shal.  I  thank  thee :— The  knave  will  flick  by  thee, 
I  can  afiure  thee  that:  he  will  not  cut ;  he  is  true  bred. 

Bard.  And  I'll  flick  by  him,  fir. 

[  One  knocks  at  the  door. 

Shal.  Why,  there  fpoke  a  king.  Lack  nothing:  be 
merry.  Look  who's  at  door  there  :  Ho !  who  knocks  ? 

Fal.  Why,  now  you  have  done  me  right. 

lb  Silence,  <who  drinks  a  bumper. 

Sil.  [Singing]  Do  me  right,  and  dub  me  knight ; 
Samingo.  Is;t  not  fo? 

Fal.  *Tis  fo. 

Sil.  Is't  fo?  Why,  then  fay,  an  old  man  can  do 
f  xnewhat. 

Re-enter  Davy. 
Da-vy.  An  it  plcafe  your  worfliip,  there's  one  PiUol 
come  from  the  court  with  news. 

Fal.  From  the  court?  let  him  come  in. — — 
Enter  Pifiol. 

How  new,  PLlol  ? 

Fiji.  Sir  John,  'fa/e  you,  fir  ! 

Fat.  Wft.it  wind  blew  you  hither,  Pi  lol  t 

Fiji.  Not  the  ill  wind  which  bbws  no  man  gcodv 
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— Sweet  knight,  thou  art  now  one  of  the  gre&teft  men 
of  the  realm. 

Sil*  Indeed  I  thiak  'a  be;  but  goodman  Puff  of 
Barfon. 
Pift.  Puff? 

Puff  in  thy  teeth,  moll  recreant  coward  bafe  I — ■ 
Sir  John,  I  am  thy  Piftol,  and  thy  friend, 
And  helter-fkelter,  have  I  rode  to  thee ; 
And  tidings  do  I  bring,  and  lucky  joys, 
And  golden  times,  and  happy  news  of  price. 

Fal.  I  pr'ythee  now  deliver  them  like  a  man  of 
this  world. 

Pift.  A  foutra  for  the  World,  and  worldlings  bafe  ! 
I .fpeak  of  Africa,  and  golden  joys. 

Fal.  O  bafe  A  {Tynan  knight,  what  is  thy  news? 
Let  king  Cophetua  know  the  truth  thereof. 

67/.  And  Robin  Hood,  Scarlet,  and  John.  [Sings. 
v    Pift.  Shall  dunghill  curs  confront  the  Helicons  t 
And  mall  good  news  be  barBed  ? 
Then,  Piftol,  lay  thy  head  in  Furies'  lap. 

Shal.  Honed:  gentleman,  i  know  not  your  breed! a g. 

Pift.  Why  taen,  lament  therefore. 

Shal.  Give  me  pardon',  fir. —If,  fir,  you  come  with, 
news  from  the  court,  I  take  it,  there  is  but  two  \v  lys ; 
either  to  utter  them,  or  to  conceal  them.  I  am,  fir, 
under  the  king,  in  fome  authority. 

Pift.  Under  which  king,  Bezonian  ?  fpeak,  or  die,  . 

S&ut,  Under  king  Harry. 

Pift.  Harry  the  fourth?"  or  fifth? 

Shal.  Harry  the  fourth. 

Pift.  A  foutra  for  thine  offtce  ! — - 
Sir  John,  thy  tender  lambkin  now  is  king; 
Harry  the  fifth's  the  man.    I  fpeak  the  truth: 
When  Piftol  lies,  do  this  ;  and  rig  me,  like 
The  bragging  Spaniard. 

Fal.  What  1  is  the  old  king  dead  ? 

Pift.  As  nail  in  door  ;  tne  tilings  I  fpeak,  are  juft,  . 

Fal.  Away,  Bardolph;  fad  die  my  horfe. — Mailer : 
Robert  Shallow,  chufe  what  office  thou  wilt  in  the- 
E  e  2- 
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land,  'tis  thine. — Piftcl,  I  will  double-charge  thee 
with  dignities. 

Bard.  O  joyful  day  !  1  would  not  take  a  knight- 
hood for  ray  fortune. 

Pift.  What?  I  do  bring  good  news  ? 

Fal.  Carry  mafter  Silence  to  bed.  -Matter  Shal- 
low, my  lord  Shallow,  be  what  thou  wilt,  I  am  for- 
tune's Reward.  Get  on  thy  boots ;  we'll  ride  all  night : 
—Oh,  fwect  Piftol!— Away,  Bardolph.— Come,  Pit 
tel.  utter  more  to  me  ;  and,  withal,  devife  fomething 
to  do  thyfelf  good, — Boot,  boot  mafter  Shallow  ;  I 
knew,  the  young  king  is  lick  for  me.  Let  us  take 
r.ny  man's  ho.rfes  ;  the  laws  of  England  are  at  my  com- 
mandment. Kappy  are  they  which  have  been  my 
friends ;  and  woe  to  my  lord  chief  juftice ! 

Pift.  Let  vultures  vile  fdze  on  his  lungs  alfo  ! 
Where  is  the  life  thai  late  1  led,  fay  they 
Why,  here  it  is :  Welcome,  thefe  pleafant  days. 

[  Exeunt* 

SCENE  IV. 

Jljtreet  in  London, 
fnttr  lift. ft  Quickly,  Doll  Jear-ftieet,  and  Beadles. 

Hoft.  No,  thou  arrant  knave;  I  would  I  might 
die,  that  I  might  have  thee  hang'd ;  thou  haft  drawn 
my  moulder  out  of  joint. 

Bead.  The  conflables  have  deliyer'd  her  over  to 
me;  and  me  ihall  have  whipping- cheer  enough,  I 
warrant  her:  There  hath  been  a  man  or  two,  lately 
kill'd  about  her. 

Doll.  Nut-hook, nut-hook,  you  lie.  Come  on;  Til 
tell  thee  what,  thou  damn'd  tripe-vifag'd  rafcal ;  if 
the  child  I  now  go  with,  do  mifcarry,  thou  hadft  bet- 
ter thou  hadft  ftruck  thy  mother,  thou  barefae'd  vil- 
lain. 

Heft.  O  the  lord,  that  Sir  John  were  come!  he 
would  make  this  a  bloody  day  to  fomebody.  But 
pray  God,  the  fruit  of  her  womb  mifcarry  ! 

Bead.  If  it  do,  you  mail  have  a  dozen  of  cufhioas 
gain  :  you  toe  but  eleven  now.    Come,  I  charge. 
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you  both  go  with  mc  ;  for  the  man  is  dead,  that  you 
and  Piftol  beat  among  you. 

Doll.  I'll  tell  thee  what,  thou  thin  man  in  a  cenfer! 
I  will  have  you  as  foundly  fwing'd  for  this,  you  blue- 
bottle rogue!  you  filthy  f.imifli'd  corre&ioner  X  if 
you  be  not  fwing'd,  I'll  forfwear  half-kirtles. 

Bead.  Come,  come,  you  me  knight-errant ;  come. 

Ho/}.  O,  that  right  mould  thus  overcome  might! 
Well,  of  furTerance  comes  eafe. 

Doll.  Come,  you  rogue,  come  ;  bring  me  to  a  juf- 
tice. 

Hoft.  Ay  :  co  ne,  you  ftarv'd  blood-hound. 
Doll.  Goodman  death!  goodman  bones ! 
left.  Thou  atomy,  thou! 

Doll.  Come,  you  thin  thing  ;  come,  you  rafcal ! 
Bead.  Very  well.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

A  public  place  near  Weft/frinfter  Abbey. 
Enter  two  Grooms,  ftrewing  rujhes. 

1  Groom.  More  rufhes,  more  rumes. 

2  Groom.  The  trumpets  have  founded  twice. 

I  Groom.  It  will  be  two  o'clock  ere  they  come 
from  the  coronation  :  Difpatch  ;  difpatch. 

[Exeunt  Grooms . 

Enter  Falftaff,  Shallow,  Piftol,  Bardolph,  and  the  Boy. 

Fal.  Stand  here  by  me,  mailer  Robert  Shallow;  I 
will  make  the  king  do  you  grace:  I  will  leer  upon 
him  is  'a  comes  by ;  and  do  but  mark  the  countenance 
that  he  will  give  me. 

Fiji.  'Eleis  thy  lungs,  good  knight ! 

Fal.  Come  here,  Piiiol ;  Hand  behind  me. — O,  if 
I  had  time  to  nave  made  new  liveries,  I  would  have 
beftow'd  the  thoufand  pound  I  borrow'd  of  you.  [To 
Shallow.]  But  'tis  no  matter  ;  this  poor  fnow  doth 
better  ;  this  doth  infer  the  zeal  I  had  to  fee  hi  n. 

Shah  It  doth  fo. 

Fal.  It  Ihews  my  earneilnefs  of  affeclion. 
Fifi.  It  doth  fo^ 
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FaL  My  devotion. 

Sbal.  It  doth,  it  doth,  it  doth. 

FaL  As  it  were,  to  ride  dav  and  night ;  and  not 
to  deliberate,  not  to  remember,  not  to  have  patience 
to  fhift  me. 

Sbal.  It  is  moil  certain, 

FaL  But  to  Hand  ftained  with  travel,  and  fweating 
with  defire  to  fee  him;  thinking  of  nothing  elfe; 
putting  ail  affairs  elfe  in  oblivion  ;  as  if  there  were 
nothing  elfe  to  be  done,  but  to  fee  him. 

Fiji.  'Tis  femper  idem,  for  abfque  hoc  nihil  ejl ; 
'Tis  all  in  every  part. 

Sbal.  'Tis  fo,  indeed. 

Fift.  My  knight,  I  will  enflame  thy  noble  liver, 

And  make  thee  rage* 

Thy  Doll,  and  Helen  of  thy  noble  thoughts, 
Is  in  bafe  durance,  and  contagious  prifon ; 
Haufd  thither 

By  moll  mechanical  and  dirty  hands  : — 
Rouze  up  revenge  from  ebon  den  with  fell  Alecto^s 
fnake; 

For  Doll  is  in  ;  Piftol  fpeaks  nought  but  truth. 
FaL  I  will  deliver  her. 

Fiji.  There  roar'd  the  fea,  and  trumpet-clangor 
founds. 

The  trumpets  found.     Enter  the  King  and  his  train. 
FaL  God  fave  thy  grace,  king  Hal!  my  royal  Hal ! 
Fiji.  The  heavens  thee  guard  and  keep,  moil  roy- 
al imp  of  fame  I 

FaL  God  fave  thee,  my  fweet  boy  ! 

King .  M y  1  o r d  c hi ef  j liftfce,  f p e a k  t o  th at  vain  man. 

Ch.  Jujl.  Have  you  your  wits  ?  know  you  what 

'tis  you  (peak  ? 
FaL  My  king  !   my  Jove  !    I  fpeak  to  thee,  my 

heart  «* 

King.  I  know  thee  not,  old  man  :  Fall  to  thy  pray- 
ers ; 

How  ill  white  hairs  become  a  fool,  and  jefter  \ 
I  have  long  dieam'd  of  fuch  a  kind  of  man> 
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So  furfeit-fwcIFd,  fo  old,  and  fo  profane ; 

But,  being  awake,  I  do  defpife  my  dream. 

Make  lefs  thy  body,  hence,  and  more  thy  grace, 

Leave  gormandizing  ;  know,  the  grave  doth  gape 

For  thee  thrice  wider  than  for  other  men  : — 

Reply  not  to  me  with  a  fool-born  jeft  ; 

Prefume  not,  that  I  am  the  thing  I  was  : 

For  heaven  doth  know,  fo  mail  the  world  perceive, 

That  I  have  turn'd  away  my  former  felf ; 

So  will  I  thofe  that  kept  me  company. 

When  riou  doll  hear  I  am  as  1  have  been, 

Approach  me  ;  and  taou  fhalt  be  as  thou  waft, 

Tne  tator  and  the  feeder  cf  my  riots  : 

Till  then,  I  banifli  thee  on  pain  of  death, — 

As  I  have  done  the  reft  of  my  miheaders, — 

Not  to  come  near  oar  pcrfon  by  ten  miles. 

For  competence  of  life,  I  will  allow  you  ; 

That  lack  of  means  enforce  you  not  to  evil : 

And,  as  we  hear  you  do  reform  yourfelves, 

We  will, — according  to  your  ftrengthand  qualities — 

Give  you  advancement. — Be  it  your  charge,  my  lord, 

To  fee  performed  the  tenor  of  our  word. — 

Set  on.  [Exit  Ki?ig,  tsfr. 

FaL  Mailer  Shallow,  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound. 

Sbal  Ay,  marry,  Sir  John;  which  I  befeecli  you 
to  let  me  have  home  with  me. 

FaL  That  can  hardly  be,  mafler  Shallow.  Do  not 
you  grieve  at  this ;  I  mail  be  fent  fo:  in  private  to 
him  ;  look  you,  he  mufl  {eem  thus  to  the  world.  Fear 
n3t  your  advancement;  1  will  be  the  man  yet,  that 
frail  make  you  great. 

Sbal.  I  cannot  perceive  how;  unlefs  you  give  me 
your  double;,  and  ftulF  me  out  with  ft  raw.  I  befeech 
you,  good  Sir  John,  let  me  have  five  hundred  of  my 
thoufand. 

FaL  Sir,  I  will  be  as  good  as  my  word ;  this  that 
you  heard,  was  but  a  colour. 

Sbal.  A  colour,  I  fear,  that  you  will  die  in,  Sir  John. 
FaL   Fear  no  colours;  go  with  me  to  dinner. 
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Come,  lieutenant  Piltol;  come,  Bardolph: — I  mall 
be  fent  for  Toon  at  night. 

Re-enter  the  Chief  J uft ice,  Prince  John  &c. 
Ch.  JuJI.  Go,  carry  Sir  John  Falftaff  to  the  Fleet ; 
Take  all  his  company  along  with  him. 

Fal.  My  lord,  my  lord,  

Ch.  Jufi.  I  cannot  now  fpeak ;  I  will  hear  you  foon. 
Take  them  away. 


Lan.  I  like  this  fair  proceeding  of  the  king's : 
He  hath  intent,  his  wonted  followers 
Shall  all  be  very  well  provided  for ; 
But  all  are  banifh'd  till  their  converfations 
Appear  more  wife  and  modeft  to  the  world. 
Ch.  Juft.  And  fo  they  are. 

Lan.  The  king  hath  call'd  his  parliament,  my  lord.. 
Ch.  JuJI.  He  hath. 

Lan.  I  will  lay  odds, — that  ere  this  year  expire, 
We  bear  our  civil  fwords,  and  native  fire, 
As  far  as  France  :  I  heard  a  bird  fo  fing, 
Whofe  mufic,  to  my  thinking,  pleas'd  the  king. 


[Exeunt. 


Come,  will  you  hence  ? 


Exeunt. 
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Spoken  by  a  Dancer. 

J^IRST,  my  fear  ;  then,  my  court fy  ;  lafi,  my  fipeech.- 
My  fear  is ,  your  dijpleafiure  ;  my  courtfy,  my  duty j 
and  my  fipeech,  to  beg  your  pardons.  If  you  lock  for  a 
good  fpeech  now,  you  undo  me  :  for  what  I  have  to  fay , 
is  of  mine  own  making  /  and  what,  indeed,  I  Jbould  fay, 
will,  I  doubt,  prove  mine  own  marring.  But  to  the 
purpofie,  and  fo  to  the  venture. — Be  it  known  to  you  ( as  it 
is  very  well )  I  was  lately  here  in  the  end  of  a  difplea- 
Jlng  play,  to  pray  your  patience  for  it,  and  to  promife you 
a  better.  I  did  mean,  indeed,  to  pay  you  with  this  ; 
which  if,  like  an  ill  venture,  it  come  unluckily  home, 
I  break,  a,nd  you,  my  gentle  creditors,  lofe.  Here,  I 
promife d 'you,  1  would  be,  and  here  I  commit  my  body  t9 
your  mercies  :  bate  me  fiome,  and  I  will  pay  you  fotne, 
and,  as  moft  debtors  do,  promife  you  infinitely. 

If  my  tongue  cannot  entreat  you  to  acquit  me,  will  you 
coramand  me  to  ufe  my  legs  f  and  yet  that  were  but 
light  payment, — to  dance  cut  of  your  debt.  But  a  good 
confidence  will  make  any  pojfiible  Jatisfiaclion,  and  fid  will 
I.  All  the  gentlewomen  here  have  forgiven  ?ne  ;  if  the 
gentlemen  will  not,  then  the  gentlemen  do  not  agree  vjith 
the  gentlewomen,  which  was  never  fieen  before  in  fiuch 
an  afiemhly. 

One  word  more,  1  beficech  you.  If  you  be  not  too  much 
tloy'd  with  fat  meat,  our  humble  author  will  continue 
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the  Jlcry,  ucitb  Sir  Jehn  in  it,  and  makey&u  merry  -with 
far  Kathefint  cf  France  :  wbcfC%for  a-y  thing  lkno~oj, 
Faifajf  jhall  die  cf  a  fweat,  u.ilefs  already  he  he  killed 
nxzth  your  hard  opinions  j  for  Oldcaftls  died  a  martyr \ 
and  this  is  net  the  Upon,  My  tongue  is  <v:eary  ;  ^vjbe.t 
my  legs  are  tec,  I  <wiU  bid  you  good  -night  :  and  f  kneel 
dc-Tvx  before ycu  j — but,  indeed,  to  £r 'ay  for  the  queen. 


NOTE. 

I  fancy  even,-  reader,  when  he  ends  this  play,  ciics  out  wiria 
Defdcmor.a,  u  O  moit  iame  and  impotent  conclusion  i"  As  this 
rrlay  was  not,  to  our  knowledge,  divided  into  acts  by  the  author, 
I  could  be  content  to  conclude  it  w  ith  the  death  cf  Heary  tLe 
Fourth. 

In  that  Jerufaiem  (hail  Harry  die. 
Thefe  fcenes,  which  now  make  the  fifth  act  of  Henry  the  Fourth, 
might  then  be  the  rirft  of  Henry-  the  Fifth.;  but  the  truth  is,  that 
they  do  unite  very  commodioufly  to  either  piay.  When  thefe 
pbys  were  reprefented,  I  believe  they  ended  as  they  are  now  ended 
in  the  books;  but  Shakefpea;e  feems  to  have  defigncd  that  the 
Whole  leries  of  action  from  the  beginning  cf  F.icha.d  the  Second, 
to  the  end  of  Henry  the  Fifth,  fhould  be  cenftdered  by  the  reader 
as  one  work,  upon  one  plan,  only  broken  into  parts  by  the  ncccf- 
fty  of  exhibition. 

None  of  Shakefpeare's  plays  are  mere  read  than  the  Fiift  and 
Second  parts  of  Henry  the  Fc'utth.  Perhcps  no  author  has  ever  in 
two  plays  ar-oided  fo  much  delight.  The  great  events  are  mtei- 
efting,  tot  the  fate  of  kingdoms  depends  up  n  them  ;  the  (lighter 
occurrences  are  diverting,  and,  eye  pt  or  e  01  two,  f^rtciently  pro- 
bable :  the  incidents  are  multiplied  with  wonderful  fertility  of  in- 
vention, and  the  characteis  diverfified  with  the  utmcll  nicety  of 
discernment,  and  the  pr>  foundeft  £k i i  1  in  the  nature  of  man. 

The  prince,  who  is  the  hero  both  cf  the  comick  and  tiagick  par*', 
is  a  young  man  of  great  abilities  and  violent  pallions,  mhofe  h  nti- 
meots  are  right,  though  his  actions  are  wrong;  whefe  virtues  are 
obicured  by  negligence,  and  whole  undeiftanding  is  disputed  br 
levity.  In  his  idle  h<  urs  he  is  rather  lcofe  than  wicked:  and  when 
thecccaiion  forces  ut  his  latent  qualities,  he  is  guat  without  effort, 
and  brave  without  tumult.  The  tiifier  is  rcufed  into  a  hero;  and 
the  hero  again  repoies  in  the  trif.er.  This  character  is  great,  ori- 
ginal, and  juft. 

Percy  is  a  rugged  fold:er,  cholerick,  and  quarrel  Tome,  and  has 
only  the  foldier's  virtues,  generoiltv  and  courage. 

But  Falftaff,  unimitated,  unimi table  FalfTarr,  how  mall  I  de- 
fcnse'thecl  Thou  cor.- pound  of  ienie  snd  vice;  of  Tcnfe  whkfa 
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taay  be  admired,  bat  not  eftecmed  ;  of  vice  which  may  be  defpifcu, 
but  hardly  detciled.  FalftafF  is  a  character  loaded  with  fau its,  and 
with  thole  faults  which  naturally  produce  contempt.  He  is  a  thief 
and  a  glutton,  a  coward  and  a  blatter,  always  ready  to  cl  eat  the 
weak,  and  prey  upon  the  poor ;  to  territy  the  timorous,  and  infult 
the  defencelefs.  At  once  obfequious  and  malignant,  he  fatirizes 
in  their  ab'.ence  thofe  whom  he  lives  by  flattering.  He  is  familiar 
with  the  prince  only  as  an  agent  of  vice,  but  of  this  familiarity 
he  is  fo  proud,  as  not  on'y  to  be  fupercilious  and  haughty  with 
Common  meii)  but  to  think  his  intereit  of  importance  to  the  duke, 
of  Lancafter.  Yet  the  man  thus  corrupt,  thus  deipicable,  makes 
himfelf  nccefTary  to  the  prince  that  de.pifcs  him,  by  the  moll 
pleaf.ng  of  all  qualities,  perpetual  gaiety,  by  an  unfailing  power 
of  exciting  laughter,  which  is  the  m.^re  freely  indulged,  as  his  wit 
is  not  of  the  folendid  or  ambitious  kind,  butconfilts  in  eafy  fcanes 
and  Tallies  of  levity?  which  make  fporf,  but'raife  no  envy.  Ir. 
mud  be  obferved,  that  he  is  framed  with  no  enormous  or  fangui- 
nary  crimes,  fo  that  his  licentioufne  "s  is  not  fo  often  five  but  that 
it  may  be  borne  tor  his  mirth. 

The  moral  to  be  drawn  from  this  reprefentation  is,  that  no  man 
is  mor.i  dangerous  than  he  that,  with  a  will  to  corrupt,  hath  the 
power  to  pleafe;  and  that  neither  wit  nor  honefty  ought  to  think 
themfelves  fafe  with  fuch  a  companion,  when  they  fee  Henry 
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P  E R S ON S  R E PRES E N T E D." 


King  Henry  the  Fifth, 

Duke  of  Gloiier,  ]n     ,  ,  Tr. 

Duke  of  Bedford,  ]  Brothers  t0  the  KlnS' 

Duke  of  York,  ]TT    ,         t  ... 

Duke  of  Exeter,  j  Ancles  to  the  King. 

Earl  of  Salifnu  ry. 

Earl  of  Weilmoreland. 

Earl  of  Warwick. 

Archbifhop  of  Canterbury, 

BifhopofEly. 

Earl  of  Cambridge,  ^ 

Lord  Scroop,  ^Confpirators againft  the  Ring. 

Sir  Thc7nas  Grey,  ) 

Sir  Thomas  Erpixgham,  Gonver,  Fl  el'en,  Mackmorris % 

J  amy.  Officers  in  King  re  >ry's  f  r-.  ice. 
Nym,  Bardri-ph.  t  ijiol,  \  oi  fcnf*ej4}  Servant  to  Fal- 

ilaff,  now  So -diers  in  the  King's  army. 
Bates.,  Court,  Williams*  Soldiers. 
Charles  the  Sixth,  King  of  France. 
The  D 


aut 


Duke  of  Burgundy. 

Confiable,    Orleans,   Rambures,    Bourbon,  Grandpre^ 

French  Lords. 
Governor  of  Hartieur. 
Montjoy,  a  Herald. 

Ambaiiadcrs  to  the  King  of  England. 

Ifabel,  Queen  of  France. 

Katharine,  Daaghter  of  the  King  of  France. 

Alice,  a  Lady  attending  cn  the  f  rincefs  Katharine. 

Quickly,  Piftol's  Wife,  an  Holtels. 

Ch-rus. 

Lords,  MefFengers,  French  and  Englifh  Soldiers,  with 

other  Attendants. 
The  Scene,  at  the  beginning  of  the  Play,  lies  in  Eng- 
land 5  but  afterwards,  wholly  in  France. 
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^\  For  a  mufe  of  fire,  that  would  afcend 
V_/5  The  brighteft  heaven  of  invention : 
A  kingdom  for  a  ftage,  princes  to  acl:, 
And  monarchs  to  behold  the  fweiiing  fcene  ! 
Then  mould  the  warlike  Harry,  like  himfelf, 
Aflame  the  port  of  Mars ;  and,  at  his  heels, 
Leafti'd  in  like  hounds,  mould  famine,  fword,  and  fire 
Grouch  for  employment.    But  pardon,  gentles  all* 
The  flat  unraifed  fpirit,  that  hath  dar'd, 
On  this  unworthy  fcaffold,  to  bring  forth 
So  great  an  object:  Can  this  cockpit  hold 
The  vafty  field  of  France  ?  or  may  we  cram, 
Within  this  wooden  O,  the  very  cafques 
That  did  affright  the  air  at  Agincourt  ? 
O,  pardon !  fihce  a  crooked  figure  may 
Atteft,  in  little  place,  a  million; 
And  let  us,  cyphers  to  this  great  accompt, 
On  your  imaginary  forces  work  : 
Suppofe,  within  the  girdle  of  thefe  walls 
Are  now  confined  two  mighty  monarchies, 
Whofe  high-upreared  and  abutting  fronts 
The  perilous  narrow  ocean  parts  afunder. 
Piece  out  our  imperfections  with  your  thoughts ; 
Into  a  thouTand  parts  divide  one  man, 
And  make  imaginary  puiffance  : 
Think,  when  we  talk  of  horfes,  that  you  fee  them 
Printing  their  proud  hoofs  i'  the  receiving  earth: 
For  'tis  your  thoughts  that  now  mail  deck  our  kings, 
Carry  them  here  and  there  ;  jumping  o'er  times ; 
Ff  2 
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Turning  the  accomplishment  of  many  years 
Into  an  hour-glafs ;  For  the  which  fupply, 
Admit  me  chorus  to  this  hiilory ; 
Who,  prologue-like  your  humble  patience  pray, 
Gently  to  hear,  kindly  to  judge,  our  play. 


HENRY  V. 


A  C  T    I.      SCENE  I. 

An  Antichamber  in  the  Englifi  Court,  at  Ken  el-worth. 
Enter  the  Archbijbop  cf  Canterbury ,  and  Bi/hop  cf  Ely, 
Cant.  Ik  If  Y.  lord,  I'll  tell  vou,— that  felf  bill  is 

,  iyl  urg'd,  ' 

Which,  in  the  eleventh  year  o'  the  laft  king's  reign,  - 
Was  like,  and  had  indeed  againft  us  pail, 
But  that  the  fcambling  and  unquiet  time 
Did  pufh  it  out  of  further  queltion. 

Ely.  But  how,  my  lord,  mall  we  refill  it  now  ? 

Cant.  It  muft  be  thought  on.    If  it  pafs  againft  us, 
WTe  lofe  the  better  half  of  our  poiTeiTion  : 
For  all  the  temporal  lands,  which  men  devout 
By  tertament  have  given  to  the  church, 
Would  they  ftrip  from  us;  being  valued  thus,— 
As' much  as  would  maintain,  to  the  king's  honour, 
Full  fifteen  earls,  and  fifteen  hundred  knights  ; 
Six  thoufand  and  two  hundred  good  efqui  es ; 
And,  to  relief  of  lazars,  and  weak  age, 
Of  indigent  faint  fouls,  pall  corporal  toil, 
A  hundred  alms-houfes,  right  well  fupply'd  ; 
And  to  the  coffers  of  the  king,  befide, 
A  thoufand  pounds  by  the  year :  Thus  runs  the  bill. 

Ely.  This  would  drink  deep. 

Cant.  'Twould  drink  the  cup  and  all. 

Ely.  But  what  prevention  ? 

Cant.  The  king  is  full  of  grace,  and  fair  regard. 
Ely.  And  a  true  lover  of  the  holy  church. 
Cant.  The  courfes  of  his  youth  promis'd  it  not. 
The  breath  no  fooner  left  his  father's  body, 
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But  that  his  wildnefs,  mortify'd  in  him, 

Seem'd  to  die  too ;  yea,  at  that  very  moment, 

Confederation  like  an  angel  came, 

And  whipp'd  the  offending  Adam  out  of  him  ; 

Leaving  his  body  as  a  paradife, 

To  envelop  and  contain  celeftial  fpirits. 

Never  was  fuch  a  fudden  fcholar  made  : 

Never  came  reformation  in  a  flood, 

With  fuch  a  heady  current,  fcouringvfaults  ;. 

Nor  never  Hydra-headed  wilfulness 

So  foon  did  lofe  his  feat,  and  all  at  once, 

As  in  this  king. 

Ely.  We  are  bleiTed  in  the  change. 

Cant.  Hear  him  but  reafon  in  divinity, 
And,  all-admiring,  with  an  inward  wifli 
You  would  defire,  the  king  were  made  a  prelate  : 
Hear  him  debate  of  commonwealth  affairs, 
You  would  fay, — it  hath  been  all-in-all  his  ftudy  : 
Lift  his  difcourfe  of  war,  and  you  mall  hear 
A  fearful  battle  render' d  you  in  malic  : 
Turn  him  to  any  caufe  of  policy, 
The  Gordian  knot  of  it  he  will  unloofe, 
Familiar  as  his  garter ;  that,  when  he  fpeaks, 
The  air,  a  charter'd  libertine,  is  Hill, 
And  the  mute  wonder  lurketh  in  men's  ears, 
To  fteal  his  fweet  and  honey 'd  fentences ; 
So  that  the  art,  and  praclic  part  of  life 
Muft  be  the  miltrefs  to  this  theorique  : 
Which  is  a  wonder,  how  his  grace  fhould  glean  it, 
Since  his  addiclion  was  to  courfes  vain ; 
His  companies  unietter'd,  rude,  and  fhallow  ; 
His  hours  hll'd  up  with  riots,  banquets,  fports ; 
And  never  noted  in  him  any  itudy, 
Any  retirement,  any  fequeitration 
From  open  haunts  and  popularity. 

Ely.  The  ftrawberry  grows  underneath  the  nettle 
And  wholefome  berries  thrive,  and  ripen  bell, 
Neighbour 'd  by  fruit  of  bafer  quality  : 
And  lb  the  prince  obfeur'd  his  contemplation 
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Under  the  veil  of  wildnefs ;  which,  no  doubt, 
Grew  like  the  fiirtimer  grafs,  fafteft  by  night, 
Unfeen,  yet  crefcive  in  his  faculty. 

Cant.  It  mull  be  fo  ;  for  miracles  are  ceas'd  ; 
And  therefore  we  muil  needs  admit  the  means, 
How  things  are  perfected. 

Ely.  But,  my  good  lord, 
How  now  for  mitigation  of  this  bill 
Urg'd  by  the  commons  ?  Doth  his  majefty 
Incline  to  it,  or  no  ? 

Cant.  He  feems  indifferent ; 
Or,  rather,  fwaying  more  upon  our  part, 
Than  che  riming  tne  exhihiters  againii  us : 
For  I  have  made  an  offer  i:o  his  nujeftyy— 
Upon  our  fpiritual  convocation  ; 
And  in  regard  of  caufes  now  in  hand, 
Which  I  have  open'd  to  his  gr.xe  at  large, 
As  touching  France, — -to  give  a  greater  ium 
Than  ever  at  one  time  the  clergy  yet 
Did  to  his  predecelfors  part  withal. 

Ely.  How  did  this  offer  feem  receiv'd,  my  lord? 

Cant.  With  good  acceptance  of  Ins  majeily  : 
Save,  that  there  was  not  time  enough  to  hear 
(As,  I  perceiv'd,  his  grace  would  fain  have  dou*e) 
The  fevered s,  and  unhidden  paff  ^ges, 
Of  his  true  titles  to  fome  certain  dukedoms  ; 
And,  generally,  to  the  crown  and  (eat  of  France, 
Deriv'd  from  Edward,  his  great  grandfather. 

Ely.  What  was  the  impediment  that  broke  this  off? 

Cant.  The  French  Ambaffador,  upon  that  inftant, 
Crav'd  audience  ;  and  the  hour,  I  think,  is  come, 
To  give  him  hearing  :  is  it  four  o'clock. 

Ely.  It  is. 

Cant.  Then  go  we  in,  to  know  his  embaffy  ; 
Which  I  could,  with  a  ready  guefs,  declare, 
Before  the  Frenchman  fpeaks  a  word  of  it. 

Ely.  I'll  wait  upon  you  ;  and  I  long  to  hear  it. 

P  Exeunt. 
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SCENE  II. 

Opens  to  the  pre  fence. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Glofter,  Bedford,  Warwick,  Weft- 
more/and,  and  Exeter^ 

K.  Henry.  Where  is  my  gracious  lord  of  Canterbury  ? 

Exe,  Not  here  in  prefence. 

K.Henry.  Send  for  him,  good  uncle. 

Weft.  Shall  we  call  in  the  arnbaffador.  my  liege  ? 

K.  Henry,  Not  yet,  my  coufin ;  we  would  be  refolv'd* 
Before  we  hear  him,  of  fome  things  of  weight, 
That  talk  our  thoughts,  concerning  us  and  France. 
Enter  the  Archbijhop  of  Canterbury,  and  Bifhop  of  Ely. 

Cant.  God,  and  his  angels,  guard  your  facred  throne, 
And  make  you  long  become  it  ! 

K.  Henry,  Sure,  we  thank  you. 
My  learned  lord,  we  pray  you  to  proceed ; 
And  juftly  and  religeoufly  unfold, 
Why  the  law  Salique,  that  they  have  in  France, 
Or  mould,  or  mould  not,  bar  us  in  our  claim. 
And  God  forbid,  my  dear  and  faithful  lord, 
That  you  mould  famion,  wreft,  or  bow  your  reading, 
Or  nicely  charge  your  underftanding  foul 
With  opening  titles  mifcreate  whofe  right 
Suits  not  in  native  colours  with  the  truth  ; 
For  God  doth  know,  how  many,  now  in  health, 
Shall  drop  their  blood  in  approbation 
Of  what  your  reverence  mall  incite  us  to  : 
Therefore  take  heed  how  you  empawn  our  perfon, 
How  you  awake  the  lleeping  fword  of  war ; 
We  charge  you  in  the  name  of  God,  take  heed: 
For  never  two  fuch  kingdoms  did  contend, 
Without  much  fall  of  blood  ;  whofe  guiltlefs  drops 
Are  every  one  a  woe,  a  fore  complaint, 
'Gainil  him,  whofe  wrong  gives  edge  unto  the  fword 
That  makes  fuch  wafte  in  brief  mortality. 
Under  this  conjuration,  fpeak,  my  lord  ; 
For  we  will  hear,  note,  and  believe  in  heart, 
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That  what  you  fpeak  is  in  your  confciencc  wafh'd 
As  pure  as  iin  with  baptifm. 

Cant.  Then  hear  me  gracious  fovereign, — and  you 
peers, 

That  owe  your  lives,  your  faith,  and  fervices, 

To  this  imperial  throne  ; — There  is  no  bar 

To  make  again!!:  your  highneiV  claim  to  France, 

But  this,  which  they  produce  from  Pharamond, — 

In  t  err  am  Salic  am  mulieres  ne  Jliccedant, 

No  -zvoman  Jball  fucceed  in  Salique  land: 

Which  Salique  land  the  French  unjuilly  gloze 

To  be  the  realm  of  France,  and  Pharamond 

The  founder  of  this  law  and  female  b~ir. 

Yet  their  own  authors  faithfully  affirm, 

That  the  land  Salique  lies  in  Germany, 

Between  the  floods  of  Sala  and  of  Elbe  ; 

Where  Charles  the  great,  having  fubdu'd  the  Saxons, 

There  left  behind  and  fettled  certain  French  ; 

Who,  holding  in  diidain  the  German  women, 

For  fome  difboneft  manners  of  their  life, 

Eftablifh'd  there  this  law, — to  wit,  no  female 

Should  be  inheritrix  in  Salique  land  ; 

Which  Salique,  as  I  laid,  'twixtElbe  and  Sala, 

Is  at  this  day  in  Germany  call'd— Meifen. 

Thus  doth  it  well  appear,  the  Salique  law 

Was  not  deviled  for  the  realm  of  France  : 

Nor  did  the  French  poiTefs  the  Salique  land 

Until  four  hundred  one  and  twenty  years 

After  defunclion  of  king  Pharamond, 

Idly  fuppos'd  the  founder  of  this  law  ; 

Who  died  within  the  year  of  our  redemption 

Four  hundred  twenty  fix  ;  and  Charles  the  great 

Subdu'd  the  Saxons,  and  did  feat  the  French 

Beyond  the  river  Sala,  in  the  year 

Eight  hundred  five.    Befides,  their  writers  fiy, 

King  Pepin,  which  depofed  Childeric, 

Did,  as  heir  general,  being  defcended 

Of  Biithild,  which  was  daughter  to  king  Clothair, 

Make  claim  and  title  to  the  crown  of  France. 
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Hugh  Capet  alfo, — that  ufurp'd  the  crown 
Of  Charles  the  duke  of  Lorain,  fole  heir  m:de 

Of  the  true  line  and  flock  of  Charles  the  great,  

To  fine  his  title  with  fome  fliew  of  truth, 

(Though,  in  pure  truth,  it  was  corrupt  and  naught) 

Convey'd  himfeif  as  heir  to  the  lady  Lingare, 

Daughter  to  Chariemain,  who  was  the  fon 

To  Lewis  the  emperor,  and  Lewis  the  fon 

Of  Charles  the  great.    Alfo  king  L^wis  the  ninth* 

Who  was  fole  heir  to  the  ufurper  Capet, 

Could  not  keep  quiet  in  his  confeience, 

Wearing  the  crown  of  France,  till  fatisfy'd 

That  fair  queen  Ifabel,  his  grandmother, 

Was  lineal  of  the  lady  Ermengare, 

Daughter  to  Charles  the  aforefaid  duke  of  Lorain.; 

By  the  which  marriage,  the  line  of  Charles  the  great 

Was  re-united  to  the  crown  of  France. 

So  that,  as  clear  as  is  the  fummer's  fun, 

King  Pepin's  title,  and  Hugh  Capet's  claim, 

King  Lewis  his  fatisfa&ion,  all  appear 

To  hold  in  right  and  tide  of  the  female  : 

So  do  the  kings  of  France  unto  this  day  ; 

Howbeit  they  would  hold  up  this  Salique  law, 

To  bar  your  highneis  claiming  from  the  female  ; 

And  rather  chule  to  hide  them  in  a  net, 

Than  amply  to  imbare  their  crooked  titles, 

Ufnrp'd  from  you  and  your  progenitors. 

K.  Henry.  May  I,  with  right  and  confeience,  make 
this  claim  ? 

Cant.  The  fin  upon  my  head,  dread  iovereign  ! 
For  in  the  book  of  numbers  it  is  writ — 
When  the  fon  dies,  let  the  inheritance 
Defcend  unto  the  daughter.    Gracious  lord, 
Stand  for  your  own  ;  unwind  your  bloody  flag  ; 
Look  back  unto  your  mighty  anceilors : 
Go,  my  dread  lord,  to  your  great  grandfire's  tomb,, 
From  whom  you  claim  ;  invoke  his  warlike  fpirit, 
And  your  great  uncle's,  Edward  the  black  prince i 
Who  on  the  French  ground  play'd  a  tragedy, 
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Making  defeat  on  the  full  power  of  France; 
Whiles  his  moft  mighty  father  on  a  hill 
Stood  fouling,  to  behold  his  lion's  whelp 
Forage  in  blood  of  French  nobility. — 
O  noble. Engiiili,  that  could  entertain 
With  hair  their  forces  the  full  pride  of  France  ; 
And  let  another  half  ftand  laughing  by, 
Ail  out  of  work,  and  cold  for  action  ! 

Ely.  Awake  remembrance  of  thefe  valiant  dead, 
And  with  your  ptdfiant  arm  renew  their  feats : 
You  are  their  heir,  you  fit  upon  their  throne  ; 
The  blood  and  cour.tge  that  renowned  them, 
Runs  in  your  veins ;  and  my  thrice-pdifiarit  liege 
Is  in  the  very  May-morn  of  ids  yout.i, 
Ripe  for  exploits  and  mighty  ent:erprizes. 

Exe.  Your  brother  kings  and  monarchs  of  the  eartk 
Do  all  expeel  that  3  ou  mould  rouie  yourfelf, 
As  did  the  former  lions  of  vour  blood. 

Weft.  They  know,  your  grace  hath  caufe,  and  means 
and  might  ; 

So  hath  your  hignnefs ;  never  king  of  England 
Had  nobles  richer,  and  more  loyal  iubjects ; 
V/ hofe  hearts  have  left  their  bodies  here  in  England, 
And  lie  pavilioned  in  the  fields  of  France. 

Cant.  O,  let  their  bodies  follow,  my  dear  liege, 
With  blood  and  fword,   and  fire,  to  win  your  right : 
In  aid  whereof,  we  of  the  fpirituaity 
Wiil  raife  your  highnefs  ffceh  a  mighty  fum, 
As  never  did  the  clergy  at  one  time 
Bring  in  to  any  ot  your  anceitors. 

K.  Henry.  We  mult  not  only  arm  to  invade  the 
French ; 

But  lay  down  our  proportions  to  defend 
Agairift  the  Jcot,  woo  will  make  road  upon  us 
Wit*i  all  advantages. 


Cam.  They  oi  thofe  marches,  gracious  fovereign, 
Shall  be  a  wail  ftffficierit  to  defend 
Our  inland  from  tne  pilfering  borderers. 

Vol.  iv.  c;  g 
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K.  Hemry.  We  do  not  mean  the  courfing  fnatchers 
only, 

But  fear  the  main  intendment  of  the  Scot, 
Who  hath  been  ttill  a  giddy  neighbour  to  us : 
For  you  mail  read,  that  my  great  grandfather 
Never  went  with  his  forces  into  France, 
But  that  the  Scot  on  his  unfurnifh'd  kingdom 
Came  pouring,  like  the  tide  into  a  breach, 
With  ample  and  brim  fulnefs  of  his  force; 
Galling  the  gleaned  land  with  hot  afiays ; 
Girding  with  grievous  fiege  caftles  and  towns ; 
That  England,  being  empty  of  defence, 
Hath  fhook,  and  trembled  at  the  ill  neighbourhood. 
Cant.  She  hath  been  then  more  fear'd  than  harm'd, 
my  liege  : 

For  hear  her  but  exampled  by  herfelf, — 

When  all  her  chivalry  hath  been  in  France, 

And  (he  a  mourning  widow  of  her  nobles, 

She  hath  herfelf  not  only  well  defended, 

But  taken,  and  impounded  as  a  itray, 

The  king  of  Scots ;  whom  me  did  fend  to  France, 

To  fill  king  Edward's  fame  with  prifoner  kings ; 

And  make  your  chronicle  as  rich  with  praife, 

As  is  the  ouze  and  bottom  of  the  fea 

With  funken  wreck  and  fumlefs  treafuries. 

Exe.  But  there's  a  faying  very  old  and  true, — 

If  that  you  will  France  win, 

'Then  with  Scotland firft  begin  : 
For  once  the  eagle  England  being  in  prey, 
To  her  unguarded  heft  the  weazle  Scot 
Comes  fneaking,  and  fo  fucks  her  princely  eggs ; 
Playing  the  moufe,  in  abfence  of  the  cat, 
To  taint  and  havock  more  than  fhe  can  eat. 

Ely.  It  follows  then,  the  cat  mult  flay  at  home  : 
Yet  that  is  but  a  curs'd  neceffity  ; 
Since  we  have  locks  to  fafeguard  necefTaries, 
And  pretty  traps  to  catch  the  petty  thieves. 
While  that  the  armed  hand  doth  fight  abroad, 
♦  The  advifed  head  defends  itfelf  at  home  : 
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For  government,  though  high,  and  low,  and  lower, 
Put  into  parts,  doth  keep  in  one  confent  ; 
Congruing  in  a  full  and  natural  clofe, 
Like  muiic. 

Cant.  True  :  therefore  doth  heaven  divide 
The  ilate  of  man  in  divers  functions, 
Setting  endeavour  in  continual  motion  ; 
To  which  is  fixed,  as  an  aim  or  butt, 
Obedience  :  for  fo  work  the  honey  bees  ; 
Creatures,  that,  by  a  rule,  in  nature,  teach 
The  art  of  order  to  a  peopled  kingdom. 
They  have  a  king,  and  officers  of  fort : 
Where  fome,  like  magillrates,  correal  at  home  : 
Others,  like  merchants,  venture  trade  abroad  ; 
Others,  like  foldiers,  armed  in  their  ftings, 
Make  boot  upon  the  fummer's  velvet  buds ; 
Which  pillage  they  with  merry  march  bring  home 
To  the  tent  royal  of  their  emperor  : 
Who,  bufy'd  in  his  majeily,  furyeys 
The  fmging  mafons  building  roofs  of  gold  ; 
The  civil  citizens  kneading  up  the  honey  : 
The  poor  mechanic  porters  crowding  in 
Their  heavy  burdens  at  his  narrow  gate ; 
The  fad-ey'd  juftice  with  his  furly  hum, 
Delivering  o'er  to  executors  pale 
The  lazy  yawning  drone.    I  this  infer, — 
That  many  things,  having  full  reference 
To  one  confent,  may  work  contrarioufly  ; 
As  many  arrows,  loofed  feveral  ways, 
Fly  to  one  mark  ; 

As  many  feveral  ways  meet  in  one  town  ; 
As  many  frefh  dreams  run  in  one  felf  fea  ; 
As  many  lines  clofe  in  the  dial's  centre  ; 
So  many  a  thoufand  actions,  once  afoot, 
End  in  one  purpofe,  and  be  all  well  borne 
Without  defeat.    Therefore  to  France,  my  liege. 
Divide  your  happy  England  into  four  ; 
Whereof  take  you  one  quarter  into  France, 
And  you  withal  mall  make  all  Gallia  make* 
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If  we,  with  thrice  that  power  left  at  home, 
Cannot  defend  our  own  door  from  the  dog, 
Let  us  be  worried  ;  and  our  nation  lofe 
The  name  of  hardinefs  and  policy. 

K.  Henry.  Call  in  the  meffeneers  fent  from  the 
Dauphm. 

Now  are  we  weli-refolv'd:  and, — by  God's  help  $ 

And  yours,  the  noble  fi news  of  our  power,  

France  being  ours,  we'll  bend  it  to^our  awe, 

Or  break  it  all  to  pieces : — Or  there  we'll  fit.,. 

Ruling,  in  large  and  ample  empery, 

O'er  France,  and  all  her  almoit  kingly  dukedoms ; 

Or  lay  thefe  bones  in  an  unworthy  urn, 

Tomblefs,  with  no  remembrance  over  them: 

Either  our  hifcory  mall,  with  full  mouth, 

Speak  freely  of  our  acts  ;  or  elfe  our  grave, 

Like  Turkifh  mute,  mall  have  a  tongueiefs  mouth, 

Not  worihipp'd  with  a  waxen  epitaph* 

Enter  Ambafjadcri  of  France. 
Now  we  are  well  prepar'd  to  know  the  pleafure 
Of  our  fair  coufin  Dauphin  ;  for,  we  hear, 
Your  greeting  is  from  him,  not  from  the  king. 

Amh.  May't  pleaie  your  majefty  to  give  us  leave 
Freely  to  render  what  we  have  in  charge  ; 
Or  mall  we  fparingly  fhew  you  far  oft 
The  Dauphin's  meaning,  and  our  embafiy  ? 

K.  Henry.  We  are  no  tyrant,  but  a  Chriftian  king  \ 
Unto  whofe  grace  our  paihon  is  as  fubjecl, 
As  are  our  wretches  fetter'd  in  our  prifons : 
Therefore,  with  frank  and  with  uncurbed  plainnefs. 
Tell  us  the  Dauphin's  mind. 

Ami?.  Thus  then,  in  few. 
Your  highnefs,  lately  fending  into  France, 
Did  claim  fome  certain  Dukedoms,  in  the  right 
Of  your  great  predeceflor,  king  Edward  the  third. 
In  anfwer  of  which  claim,  the  prince  our  mafter 
Says, — that  you  favour  too  much  of  your  youth; 
And  bids  you  be  advis'd,  there's  nought  in  France, 
That  can  be  with  a  nimble-galliard  won  ; 
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You  cannot  revel  into  dukedoms  there : 
He  therefore  fends  you,  meeter  for  your  fpirit, 
This  tun  of  tteaftufe  ;  and,  in  lieu  of  this, 
Defires  you,  let  the  dukedoms,  that  you  claim, 
Hear  no  more  of  you.    This  the  Dauphin  fpeaks. 

K.  Henry..  What  treafure,  uncle  ? 

Exe.  Tennis-balls,  my  liege, 

K.  Henry.  We  are  glad  the  Dauphin  is  fo  pleafant 
with  us ; 

His  prefent,  and  your  pains,  we  thank  you  for: 
When  we  have  match'd  our  rackets  to  thefe  halls, 
We  will,  in  France,  by  God's  grace,  play  a  let, 
Shall  itrike  his  father's  crown  into  the  hazard  : 
Tell  him,  he  hath  made  a  match  with  fuch  a  wrangler* 
That  all  the  courts  of  France  will  be  dilhirb'd 
With  chaces.    And  we  underHand  him  well, 
How  he  comes  o'er  us  with  our  wilder  xlays, 
Not  measuring  what  ufe  we  made  of  them, 
We.  never  valu'd  this  poor  feat  of  England 
And  therefore,  living  hence,  did  give  oarfelf 
To  barbarous  licence  :  as  'tis  ever  common. 
That  men  are  merrieA  when  they  are  from  home. 
But  tell  the  Dauphin, — I  will  keep  my  ftate  : 
Be  like  a  king,  and  mew  my  fail  of  greatnefs, 
When  I  do  roufe  me  in  my  throne  of  France ; 
For  that  I  have  laid  by  my  majelty, 
And  plodded  like  a  man  for  working-days ; 
But  I  will  rife  there  with  fo  full  a  glory, 
That  I  will  dazzle  all  the  eyes  of  France, 
Yea,  itrike  the  Dauphin  blind  to  look  on  iu,. 
And  tell  the  pleafant  prince, — this  mock  of  his 
Hath  turn'd  his  balls  to  gun-Hones ;  and  his  foul 
Shall  Hand  fore  charged  for  the  waiiefal  vengeance 
That  fhall  fly  with  them  :  for  many  a  thoufand  widows 
Shall  this  his  mock  mock  out  of  their  dear  hulbands ; 
Mock  mgthers  from  their  fons,  mock  caftles  down  ; 
And  fome  are  yet  ungotten,  and  unborn. 
That  mall  have  caufe  to  cu rfe  the  Dauphin'3  fcorn. 
But  this  lies  all  within  the  will  of  God, 
G  g  2 
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To  whom  I  do  appeal :  and  in  whofe  name, 

Tell  you  the  Dauphin,  1  am  coming  on, 

To  'venge  me  as  I  may,  and  to  put  forth 

My  rightful  hand  in  a  well-hailow'd  caufe. 

So,  get  you  hence  in  peace  :  and  tell  the  Dauphin, 

His  jeft  will  favour  bat  of  mallow  wit, 

When  thouiands  weep,  more  than  did  laugh  at  it. — 

Convey  them  with  fafe  conduct. — Fare  you  well. 

[Exeunt  AmboJJ ciders . 

Exe.  This  wras  a  merry  meiTage. 

K.  Henry.  We  hope  to  make  the  fender  blulh  at  it. 
Therefore,  my  lords,  omit  no  happy  hour, 
That  may  give  furtherance  to  our  expedition : 
For  we  have  now  no  thought  in  us,  but  France; 
Save  thofe  to  God,  that  run  before  our  buiinefs. 
Therefore,  let  our  proportions  for  thefe  wars 
Be  foon  collected  :  and  all  things  thought  upon, 
That  may.  with  reafonable  fwiftnefs,  add 
More  feathers  to  our  wings  :  for,  God  before, 
We'll  chide  this  Dauphin  at  his  father's  door. 
.Therefore,  kt  every  man  now  talk  his  thought, 
That  this  fair  action  may  on  foot  be  brought. 

[  Exeunt,. 


ACT  II. 

Enter  Chorus. 

£bo.  "TVfOW  a^  ^e  y°lIth  of  England  are  on  fire, 

Andfilken  dalliance  in  the  wardrobe  lies 
Now  thrive  the  armourers,  and  honour's  thought 
Reigns  folely  in  the  breaft  of  every  man  : 
They  fell  the  pailure  now,  to  buy  the  horfe  ; 
Following  the  mirror  of  all  Chriitian  kings, 
With  winged  heels,  as  Englifh  Mercuries. 
For  now  fits  Expectation  in  the  air  ; 
And  hides  a  fword,  from  hilts  unto  the  point, 
With  crowns  imperial,  crowns,  and. coronets^. 
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Promis'd  to  Harry,  and  his  followers. 

The  French,  advis'd  by  good  intelligence 

Of  this  moll  dreadful  preparation, 

Shake  in  their  fear  ;  and  with  pale  policy 

Seek  to  divert  the  Englifn  purpofes. 

O  England  !-r-model  to  thy  inward  greatnefs, 

Like  little  bo4y  with  a  mighty  heart, — 

What  might'lt  thou  do,  that  honour  would  thee  dc, 

Were  all  thy  children  kind  and  natural ! 

But  fee  thy  fault !  France  hath  in  thee  found  out 

A  neft  of  hollow  bofoms,  which  me  fills 

With  treacherous  crowns  :  and  three  corrupted  men, 

One,  Richard  earl  of  Cambridge  ;  and  the  fccond, 

Henry  lord  Scroop  of  Mafham  ;  and  the  third, 

Sir  Thomas  Grey,  knight  of  Northumberland. — 

Have  for  the  gilt  of  France,  (O  guilt  indeed  !) 

Conftrrh'd  conipiracy  with  fearful  France ; 

And  by  their  hands  this  grace  of  kings  mull  die, 

(if  hell  and  treafon  hold  their  promiies) 

Ere  he  take  fhip  for  France,  and  in  Southampton. 

Linger  your  patience  on  ;  and  well  digeit 

The  abufe  of  diftance,  while  we  force  a  play. 

The  furn  is  paid  ;  the  traitors  are  agreed  ; 

The  king  is  fet  from  London ;  and  the  (bene 

Is  now  tranfported,  gentles,  to  Southampton  : 

There  is  the  play-houfe  now,  there  muft  you  fit : 

And  thence  to  France  fhall  we  convey  you  fafe, 

And  bring  you  back,  charming  the  narrow  Teas 

To  give  you  gentle  pais  ;  for  if  we  may, 

We'll  not  offend  one  ftomach  with  our  play. 

But  'till  the  king  come  forth,  and  not  'till  then, 

Unto  Southampton  do  we  ftiift  our  fcene.  [Exit* 

SCENE  L 

Before      i  chief  s  houfe  in  Eaftcbeap. 
Eni-er  Corporal  Njm,  and  Lieutenant  Bardolph. 
Bard.  Well  met,  corpora?. 
Nym.  Good  morrow,  lieutenant  Bardolph. 
Bard.  What,  are  ancient  Piftol  and  you  friends  yet  t 
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Ny?n.  For  my  part,  I  care  not ;  I  fay  little  ;  but 
when  time  mall  ferve,  there  lhall  be  fmiles ; — but  that 
mall  be  as  it  may.  I  dare  not  fight ;  but  I  will  wink, 
and  hold  out  mine  iron  :  It  is  a  iimple  one  ;  but  what 
though  ?  it  will  toaft  cheefe  ;  and  it  will  endure  cold  as 
another  man's  fword  will :  and  there's  the  humour  of  it. 

Bard.  I  will  bellow  abreakfaft,  to  make  you  friends ; 
and  we'll  be  all  three  fworn  brothers  to  France  :  let  it 
be  fo,  good  corporal  Nym. 

Nym.  Faith*  I  will  live  fo  long  as  Pmay,  that's  the 
certain  of  it  ;  and,  when  I  cannot  live  any  longer,  I 
will  do  as  I  may  :  that  is  my  reft,  that  is  the  rendez- 
vous of  it. 

Bard.  It  is  certain,  corporal,  that  he  is  married 
to  Nell  Quickly  :  and,  certainly,  fne  did  you  wrong; 
for  you  were  troth-plight  to  her. 

Ny?n.  I  cannot  tell  ;  things  muft  be  as  they  may : 
Men  may  deep,  and  they  may  have  their  throats  about 
them  at  that  time  ;  and,  fome  fay,  knives  have  edges. 
It  muft  be  as  it  may  :  though  patience  be  a  tir'd  mare, 
yet  me  v/ill  plod.  There  muft  be  conclurions,.  Well, 
I  cannot  tell. 

Enter  Piftol  and  Quickly. 

Bard.  Here  comes  ancient  Piftol  and  his  v/ife : — 
good  corporal,  be  patient  here. — How  now,  mine 
hoft  Piftol  ? 

Fiji.  Bafetyke,  cali'ft  thou  me— hoft? 
Now,  by  this  hand,  I  (wear,  I  fcorn  the  term ; 
Nor  mall  my  Nell  keep  lodgers. 

Quick.  No,  by  my  troth,  not  long  :  for  we  cannot 
lodge  and  board  a  dozen  or  fourteen  gentlewomen, 
that  live  honeftly  by  the  prick  of  their  needles,  but  it 
will  be  thought  we  keep  a  bawdy  houfe  ftraight.— O 
\Vell-a-day,  lady,  if  he  be  not  drawn  now  !  We  ihall 
fee  wilful  adultery  and  murder  committed. 

Bard.  Good  lieutenant,  good  corporal,  offer  no- 
thing here. 

Nym.  Pifh  ! 
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Pi/I.  Piili  for  thee,  Iceland  dog  !  thou  p:  ick-ear'd 
cur  of  Iceland  ! 

$ukk.  Good  corporal  Nym,  {hew  the  valour  of  a 
man,  and  put  up  thy  fword. 

Will  you  fhog  off?  I  would  have  you folus. 

Fiji.  Solus,  egregious  dog  ?  O  viper  vile  ! 
The  folus  in  thy  moft  marvellous  face  ; 
The  folus  in  thy  teeth,  and  in  thy  throat, 
And  in  thy  hateful  lungs,  yea,  in  thy  maw,  perdy ; 
And,  which  is  worfe,  within  thy  nafly  mouth  ! 
I  do  retort  the  fdus  in  thy  bowels : 
For  I  can  talk ;  and  PiftoPs  cock  is  up, 
And  flaming  fire  will  follow. 

Nym.  I  am  not  Barbafon  ;  you  cannot  conjure  me. 
I  have  an  humour  to  knock  you  indifferently  well: 
If  you  grow  foul  with  me,  Pi&ol,  I  will  fcour  you 
with  my  rapier,  as  I  may,  in  fair  terms:  If  you 
would  walk  off,  I  would  prick  your  guts  a  little,  in 
good  terms,  as  I  may;  and  that's  the  humour  of  it. 

Pijl.  O  braggard  vile,  and  damned  furious  wight! 
The  grave  doth  gape,  and  doating  death  is  near ; 
Therefore  exhale. 

Bard,  Hear  me,  hear  me  what  I  fay: — he  that 
flrikes  the  firft  flroke,  I'll  run  him  up  to  the  hilts,  as 
I  am  a  foldier. 

Pifi.  An  oath  of  mickle  might ;  and  fury  mail  abate. 
Give  me  thy  fift,  thy  fore-foot  to  me  give  ; 
Thy  fpirits  are  moil  tall. 

Nym*  I  will  cut  thy  throat,  one  time  or  other,  in 
fair  term? ;  that  is  the  humour  of  it. 

Pifii,  Coupe  fe  gorge,  that  is  the  word— I  defy  thee 
again. 

O  hound  of  Crete,  think'ft  thou  my  fpoufe  to  get? 
No.!  to  the  fpital  go, 
And  from  the  powdering  tub  of  infamy 
Fetch  forth  the  lazar  kite  of.Crefiid's  kind, 
Doll  Tear-fheet.  me  by  name,  and  her  efpoufe  ; 
I  have,  and  I  will  hold,  the  quondam  Quickly 
For  the  only  me ;  and'— Pauca,  there's  enough;  go  te* 
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Enter  the  Boy. 

Boy.  Mine  hoft  Piftol,  you  mult  come  to  my  m af- 
ter,— and  you  hoftefs  ; — he  is  very  fiek;  and  would 
to  bed. — Good  Bardolph,  put  thy  hole  between  his 
meets,  and  do  the  office  of  a  warming- pan:  faith, 
he's  very  ill. 

Bard,  Away,  you  rogue. 

£)uick.  By  my  troth,  he'll  yield  the  crow  a  pudding 
one  of  thefe  days :  the  king  has  killed  his  heart. — 
Good  hulband.  come  home  prefentlv.    \Exit  Quickly. 

Bard.  Come,  mall  I  make  you  two  friends  ?  We 
mult  to  France  together  :  Wliy,  the  devil,  mould  we 
keep  knives  to  cut  one  another's  throats r 

Fiji.  Let  floods  o'erfwell,  and  fends  for  food  howl 
on ! 

Nym.  You'll  pay  me  the  eight  millings  I  won  of 
you  at  betting  ? 

Pi  ft.  Bale  is  the  Have  that  pays. 

Nym.  That  now  I  will  have :  that's  the  humour 
of  it. 

Pij}.  As  manhood  mall  compound  ;  Pufh  home. 

\_Draiv . 

Bard.  By  this  fword,  he  that  makes  the  firtt  thruft, 
I'll  kill  him;  by  this  fword,  I  will. 

Pifi.  Sword  is  an  oath,  and  oaths  mull  have  their 
courfe. 

Bard.  Corporal  Nym,  an  thou  wilt  be  friends,  be 
friends :  an  thou  wilt  not,  why  then  be  enemies  with 
me  too.    Pr'ythee  put  up. 

Nym.  I  mall  have  my  eight  millings,  I  won  of  you 
at  betting  ? 

Pift.  A  noble  fhalt  thou  have,  and  prefent  pay  ; 
And  liquor  likewife  will  I  give  to  thee, 
And  friendfhip  mail  combine,  and  brotherhood: 
Fll  live  by  Nim,  and  Nym  mall  live  by  me; — 
Is  not  this  jufl  ? — for  I  fhall  futier  be 
Unto  the  camp,  and  profits  will  accrue. 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Nym.  I  fhall  have  my  noble  ? 
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Pift.  In  caib  moft  juftly  paid. 

Nym.  Well  then,  that's  the  humour  of  it. 

Re-enter  Quickly. 

Quick.  As  ever  you  came  of  women,  come  in  quick- 
ly to  Sir  John:  Ah,  poor  heart!  lie  is  fo  fhak'd  of 
a  burning  quotidian  tertian,  that  it  is  moft  lament- 
able to  behold.    Sweet  men,  come  to  him. 

Nym.  The  king  hath  run  bad  humours  on  the 
knig.it,  that's  the  even  of  it. 

Pift.  Nym,  thou  haft  fpoke  the  right ; 
His  heart  is  fracted,  and  corroborate. 

Nym.  The  king  is  a  good  king  :  but  it  muft  be  as 
it  may  ;  he  paries  fome  humours,  and  careers. 

Pift.  Let  us  condole  the  knight ;  for,  lambkins, 
we  will  live.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  II. 

Southampton. 

Enter  Exeter,  Bedford,  and  Weftmoreland. 
Bed.  'Fore  God,  his  grace  is  bold,  to  truft  thefe 
traitors. 

Exe.  They  ihall  be  apprehended  by  and  by. 

Weft.  How  Imooth  and  even  they  do  bear  themfelves ! 
As  if  allegiance  in  their  bo  Toms  fat, 
Crowned  with  faith,  and  conftant  loyalty. 

Bed.  The  king  hath  note  of  all  that  they  intend, 
By  interception  which  they  dream  not  of. 

Exe.  Nay,  but  the  man  that  was  his  bedfellow, 
Whom  he  hath  cioy'd,  and  grac'd  with  princely  fa- 
vours,— 

That  he  mould,  for  a  foreign  purfe,  fo  fell 
His  fovereign's  life  to  death  and  treachery  ! 

[Trumpets  found. 

Enter  the  King,  Scroop,   Cambridge,  Grey,  and  At* 
tend  ants. 

K.  Henry.  Now  fits  the  wind  fair,  and  we  will  aboard. 
My  lord  of  Cambridge, — and  my  kind  lord  of  Mafliam, 
And  you,  my  gentle  knight,—- give  me  your  thoughts  i 
Think  you  not,  that  the  powers  we  bear  with  us, 
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Will  cut  their  pajfTage  through  the  force  of  France; 

Doing  the  execution,  and  the  aci, 

For  which  we  have  in  head  aliembled  them? 

Scroop.  No  doubt,  my  liege,  if  each  man  do  his  beft. 

K.  henry,  I  doubt  not  that :  iince  we  are  well  per- 
iuaded, 

We  carry  not  a  heart  with  us  from  hence, 
Tnat  grows  1  ot  in  a  fair  confent  with  ours ; 
Nor  leave  not  one  behind,  that  doch>nGt  wifh 
Succefs  and  conqueft  tc  attend  on  us. 

Cam.  Never  was  monarch  better  fear'd  and  lov'd, 
Tk.n  is ;  our  ma  jelly  ;  there's  not,  I  think,  a  iubjeel, 
Tnat  fits  in  heart-grief  and  uneafinefs 
Under  the  f.veet  made  of  your  government. 

Grey.  Even  thofe,  that  were  your  father's  enemies, 
Have  fteep'd  their  galls  in  honey;  and  do  ferve  you 
With  hearts  create  of  duty  and  of  zeal. 

Ah  Henry.  We  therefore  have  great  caufe  of  thank- 
fulneis ; 

And  mall  forget  the  omce  of  our  hand, 
Sooner  than  quittance  of  defert  and  merit, 
According  to  the  weight  and  worthiness. 

Scrccp.  60  fervice  (hall  with  fteeled  flnews  toil; 
And  labour  mall  refreih  itfelf  with  hope, 
To  do  your  grace  inceiTant  fervices. 

K.  Henry \  We  ju&ge  no  lefs.— Uncle  of  Exeter, 
Enlarge  the  man  (Committed  yeiierday, 
That  rail'd  againft  our  perfon:  we  ccnfider, 
It  was  excefs  of  wine  that  fet  him  on  ; 
And,  on  his  more  advice,  we  pardon  him. 

Scroop.  That's  mercy,  but  too  much  fecurity  : 
Let  him  be  puniih'd,  Sovereign  ;  left  example 
Breed,  by  his  fuiferance,  more  of  fuch  a  kind. 

K.  Henry.  O,  let  us  yet  be  merciful. 

Cam.  60  may  your  highnefs,  ana  yet  punifti  too» 

Grey.  Sir,  you  mew  great  mercy,  if  you  give  him  life. 
After  the  tafte  of  mucii  correction. 

K.  Henry.  Alas,  your  too  mucn  love  and  care  of  me 
Are  heavy  onions  'gainft  this  poor,  wretch. 
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If  little  faults,  proceeding  on'  diltemper, 
Shall  not  be  wink'd  at,  how  (hall  we  itretch  our  eye, 
When  capital  crimes,  chew'd,  1  wallow 'J ,  and  digelted , 
Appear  before  us?  — We'll  yet  enlarge  that  man, 
Though  Cambridge,  Scroop,  and  Grey, — in  their 
dear  care 

And  tender  prefervation  of  our  period- 
Would  have  him  punihYd.    And  now  to  our  Frenck 

caufes  ; — 
Who  are  the  late  commiiTioners  ? 

Cam.  I  one,  my  lord  ; 
Your  highnefs  bade  me  afk  for  it  to-day. 

Scroop.  So  did  you  me,  my  liege. 

Grey,  And  me,  my  royal  fovereigif. 

K.  Henry.    Then,  Richard,  earl  of  Cambridge, 
there  is  your's  — 
There  yours ,  lor  d  Scroop  of  Mafham; — and,  fir  knight, 
G  rey  of  Northumberland,  this  fame  is  yours : — 
Read  them;  and  know,  I  know  your  worthinefs.-v 
My  lord  of  Westmoreland, — and  uncle  Exeter, — 
We  will  aboard  to-night — Why,  how  now,  gentle- 
men ? 

What  fee  you  in  thofe  papers,  that  you  lofe 
So  much  complexion  ? — Look  ye,  how  they  change ! 
Their  cheeks  are  paper. — Why,  what  read  you  there, 
That  hath  fo  cowarded  and  chas'd  your  blood 
Out  of  appearance  ? 

Cam.  I  do  confefs  my  fault  ? 
And  do  fubmit  me  to  your  highnefs'  mercy. 

Grey.  Scroop.  To  which  we  all  appeal. 

K.  Henry.  The  mercy,  that  was  quick  in  us  but  late, 
By  your  own  counfel  is  fupprefs'd  and  kilPd  :  . 
You  mult  not  dare,  for  Ihame,  to  talk  of  mercy ; 
For  your  own  reafons  turn  into  your  bcfoms, 
As  dogs  upon  their  mailers,  worrying  them.— 
See  you,  my  princes,  and  my  noble  peers, 
Thefe  Eriglifti  monfters  !  My  lord  Cambridge  here,- 
You  know,  how  apt  our  love  was,  to  accord 
To  furnim  him  with  all  aopertinents 
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Belonging  to  his  honour;  and  this  man 

Hath,  for  a  few  light  crowns,  lightly  coiifpir'd, 

And  fworn  unto  the  practices  of  France, 

To  kill  us  here  in  Hampton :  to  the  which, 

This  knight, — no  lefs  for  bounty  bound  to  us 

Than  Cambridge,  is, — hath  like  wife  iworn. — But  O  ! 

What  mall  I  fay  to  thee,  loid  Scrcop;  thou  cruel, 

Ingrateful,  favage,  and  inhuman  creature  ! 

Thou,  that  didft  bear  the  key  of  all  my  counfels, 

That  knew- it  the  very  bottom  of  my  foul, 

That  almoft  might'il  have  coin'd  me  into  gold, 

Would'rt  thou  have  pra&is'd  on  me  for  thy  ufe, 

May  it  be  pofilble,  that  foreign  hire 

Could  out  of  thee  extract  one  ipark  of  evil, 

That  might  annov  my  fifcger  I  '1  is  (o  ft  range, 

That,  though  the  truth  of  it  itand-  off  as  grois 

As  black  from  wnite,  my  eye  will  icarceiy  fee  it, 

Trealcm,  and  murder,  ever  kept  together, 

As  two  yoke-devils  fworn  to  either 's  purpofe, 

Working  fo  grofsly  in  a  natural  cauie, 

That  admiration  did  not  whoop  at  them : 

But  thou,  'gainit.  all  proportion,  didft  bring  in 

Wonder,  to  wait  on  treafon  and  on  muraer  : 

And  whatfoever  carmine-  hend  it  was, 

That  wrought  upon  t-iee  fo  prepofleroufy, 

He  hath  got  the  voice  in  hell  for  excellence  : 

And  other  devils,  that  fuggeit  by  trcaions, 

Do  botch  and  bungle  up  damnation 

With  patches,  colours,  and  with  forms  being  fetch'd 

From  gliftering  femblar:ces  of  piety  ; 

But  he,  that  temper'd  thee;  bade  thee  ftand  up, 

Gave  thee  no  initance  why  thou  mould  a:  do  treafon, 

Unlefs  to  dub  thee  with  the  name  of  traitor. 

If  that  fame  daemon,  that  hath  gull'd  thee  thus, 

Should  with  his  lion  gait  walk  the  whole  world, 

He  might  return  to  vaity  Tartar  back, 

And  tell  the  legions — I  can  never  win 

A  foul  fo  eafy  as  that  Englishman's. 

Oh,  how  hall  thou  with  jealouiy  iiifer.eU 
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The  fweetnefc  of  affiance!  Shew  men  dutiful? 
Why;  fo  dldfi  theu  :  Seem  they  grave  and  learned  ? 
Why,  f6  didfi  thcu  :  Ccme  tSey  of  noble  family? 
YVhv,  fe  didll  thcu  :  Seem  thev  religious? 
Why,  ib  did  ft  thou  :  Or  are  they  {pare  in  diet ; 
Free  from  gfcoft  paiHon.  or  of  mirth,  or  anger  ; 
Conftant  in  fpifit*  not  Averting  with  the  biood  ; 
GarninYd  and  deckhi  in  modett  complement ; 
Not  \ \  orking  with  the  e  e,  \\  ithcut  the  ear, 
And,  but  in  purged  ju-i^meat,  tracing  neither? 
Such,  and  io  l:ncly  boisltfca,  didil  t*:ou  ieem : 
And  thus  thy  fill  hath  left  a  kind  of  blot, 
To  mark  the  tall-fraught  man,  the  heir  endu'd, 
With  forne  fufpicicn.    1  will  weep  for  thee  ; 
For  this  revolt  of  thine,  met  links,  is  like 
Another  fall  of  mm. — Their  faults  are  open, 
Arrefl  taem  to  the  anfwer  of  the  law  ; — 
And  God  acquit  them  of  their  practices ! 

Exe.  I  a  r  re  it  thee  of  high  treafon,  by  the  name  of 
Richard  earl  of  Cambridge. 

I  arreft  thee  of  hig.i  treason,  by  the  name  of  Henry 
lord  scroop  of  Maiham. 

I  arreft  fcMee  of  high  treafon,  by  the  name  of  Tho- 
mas Grey,  knight  of  Northumberland. 

Scroop.  Oar  parpofes  God  juilly  hath  difcover'd  ; 
And  I  repent  my  fault,  more  taan  my  death; 
Which  I  beieech  your  highnef?  to  forgive, 
Although  my  body  pay  the  price  of  it. 

Cam.  For  me, — the  gold  of  France  did  not  feiucc  ; 
Although  I  did  admit  it  as  a  motive, 
The  fooner  to  errec~t  what  I  intended: 
But  God  be  thanked  for  prevention  ; 
Which  I  in  fufFerance  heartily  will  rejoice, 
Befeeching  God  and  you  to  pardon  me. 

Grey.  Never  did  fiithful  fobjefi  more  rejoice 
At  the  difcovery  of  moft  dangerous  treafon, 
Than  I  do  at  this  hour  joy  o'er  myfelf, 
Prevented  from  a  damned  enterprize : 
My  fault,  but  not  my  body,  pardon,  fovereign. 
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K.  Henry.  God  quit  you'  in  his  mercy  !  Hear  your 
fentence. 

You  have  confpir'd  againll  our  royal  perfon, 

Join'd  with  an  enemy  proclaim'd,  and  from  his  coffers 

Receiv'd  the  golden  earneli  of  our  death  ; 

Wherein  you  would  have  fold  your  king  to  flaughter, 

His  princes  and  his  peers  to  fervitude, 

His  fubjecls  to  oppreffion  and  contempt, 

And  his  whole  kingdom  unto  deiolatlon. 

Touching  our  perlon,  feek  we  no  revenge ; 

But  we  our  kingdom's  fafety  mult  fo  tender, 

Whole  ruin  you  three  fought,  that  to  her  laws 

We  do  deliver  you.    Get  you  therefore  hence, 

Poor  miferable  wretches,  to  your  death : 

The  tafte  whereof,  God  of  his  mercy,  give  you 

Patience  to  endure,  and  true  repentance 

Of  all  your  dear  offences ! — Bear  them  hence. 

[Exeunt. 

Now,  lords,  for  France ;  the  enterprize  whereof 

Shall  be  to  you,  as  us,  like  glorious. 

We  doubt  not  of  a  fair  and  lucky  war; 

Since  God  fo  graciouily  hath  brought  to  light 

This  dangerous  treafon,  lurking  in  our  way, 

To  hinder  our  beginnings,  we  doubt  not  now, 

Bat  every  rub  is  fmoothed  in  our  way. 

Then,  forth,  dear  countrymen;  let  us  deliver 

Our  puiffance  into  the  hand  of  God, 

Putting  it  ftraight  in  expedition. 

Cheeiiy  to  fea;  the  figns  of  war  advance  : 

No  king  of  England,  if  not  king  of  France. 

[  Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

QuickCs  Hov.fe  in  E  aft  cheap. 
Enter  Pifiol,  Nym,  Bardolph,  Boy,  and  Quickly. 

Quick.  Pry  thee,  honey-fweet  hufband,  let  me  bring 
thee  to  Staines. 

Pift.  No  :  for  my  manly  heart  doth  yearn. — 
Bardolph,  be  blith  ; — Nym,  roufe  thy  vaulting  veins ; 
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Bov,  bridle  thy  courage  up,  for  Falftaff  he  is  dead, 
And  we  mult  yearn,  therefore. 

Bard.  Would,  I  were  with  him,  wherefome'er  he 
is,  either  in  heaven  or  in  hell ! 

Quick.  Nay,  fare,  he's  fiottft  he'd  ;  he's  in  Arthur's 
b o fo m ,  it  e v e r  m a n  w exit  to  A x thur's  bo fo m .  'A  made 
a  finer  end,  and  went  away,  an  it  had  been  any  chry- 
fom  child  \  'a  parted  even  jttft  between  twelve  and 
one,  e'en  at  turning  o'  the  tide ;  for  after  I  law  him 
fumble  with  the  meets,  and  play  with  flowers,  and 
{mile  upon  his  finger's  ends,  I  knew  there  was  but  one 
way  ;  for  his  nofe  was  as  fiiarp  as  a  pen,  and  'a  babbled 
oi 'green  fields. — How  now,  fir  John?  quoth  I ;  what, 
man  !  b e  of  go o d  c K 2 e r .  S o  -'a  c r i e d  o u t — Go d ,  God , 
God  !  three  or  four  times ;  now  I,  to  comfort  him,  bid. 
him  'a  mould  not  think  of  G  od  ;  I  hop'd  there  was  no 
need  to  trouble  nimleif  with  any  fuda  thoughts  yet: 
So  'a  bade  me  lay  more  clothes  on  hi&  feet :  1  put  my 
hand  into  the  bed,  and  felt  the:n,~  and  they  were  as 
cold  as  any  flone  ;  then  I  felt  to  his  knees,  andfo  up- 
ward, and  upward,  and  all  was  as  cold  as  any  ilcne. 

Njtm.  They  lav,  he  cried  out  of  fack. 

%icL  Ay,  that  'a  did. 

Ban!.  And  of  women. 

Qyick.  Nay,  that  'a  did  not. 

Boy.  Yes,  that  'a  did;  and  faid,  they  were  devils 

incarnate. . 

Quick.  'A  could  never  abide  carnation ;  'twas  a  co- 
lour he  never  lik'd. 

Boy,  9 A  faid  once,  the  devil  would  have  him  about 
women. 

Quick.  'A  did  -in  fome  fort,  indeed,  handle  women  ; 
but  tnen  he  was  rheumatic ;  and  talk'd  of  the  whore 
of  Bab -  Ion. 

Boy.  Do  you  not  remember,  'a  faw  a  flea  flick  up- 
on B  ardolph's  noie  ;  and  5a  faid,  it  was  a  black  foul 
burning  in  hell-fire  ? 

Bard.  Well,  the  fuel  is  gone,  that  mamtain'd  that- 
£re;  that's  all  the  riches  I  got  in.  his  fervice, 
H  h  2 
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Fc  Nym.  Shall  we  fhog  ?  the  king  will  be  gone  from 
Southampton. 

Pijlr  Come,  let's  away.  My  love,  give  me  thy 

lips. 

Look  to  my  chattels,  and  my  moveables : 
Let  fenfes  rule  ;  the  word  is,  Pitch  and  pay  ; 
Trull  none  ; 

For  oaths  are  draws,  men's  faiths  are  wafer-cakes, 
And  hold-fan1  is  the  only  dog,  my  duck  ; 
Therefore,  caveto  be  thy  counsellor. 
Go,  clear  thy  chry rials. —Yoke-fellows  in  arms, 
Let  us  to  France  !  like  horfe-leeches,  my  boj-s  ; 
To  fuck,  to  fuck,  the  very  blood  to  fuck. 

Boy.  And  that  is  but  unwholefome  food,  they  fay. 

PI/1.  Touch  her  foft  mouth,  and  march, 

Bard.  Farewell,  hoflefs. 

Nym.  I  cannot  kifs,  that  is  the  humour  of  it ;  but 
adieu. 

Pifi.  Let  houfewifery  appear ;  keep  ciofe,  I  thee 
command. 

iguick.  Farewell ;  adieu.  [Exeunt. 
S    C    E    N    E  IV. 
The  French  King' s  Palace. 
Enter  the  French  King,  the  Dauphin,  the  Duke  of 

Burgundy,  and  the  Conftable. 
Fr.  King.  Thus  come  the  Englilh  with  full  power 
upon  us ; 

And  more  than  carefully  it  us  concerns, 

To  anfwer  royally  in  our  defences. 

Therefore,  the  dukes  of  Berry,  and  Bretagne, 

Of  Brabant,  and  of  Orleans,  fhall  m&ke  forth, — 

And  you,  prince  Dauphin, — with  all  fwift  difpatch, 

To  line,  and  new  repair,  our  towns  of  war, 

With  men  of 'courage,  and  with  means,  defendant  i 

For  England  his  approaches  makes  as  fierce, 

As  waters  to  the  fucking  of  a  gulph. 

It  fits  us  then,  to  be  as  provident 
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As  fear  may  teach  us,  out  of  late  examples 
Left  by  the  fat?!  and  neglected  Englilh 
Upon  our  fields. 

Dan.  My  moll  redoubted  father, 
It  is  moil  meet  we  arm  us  'gainft  the  foe  : 
For  peace  itfelf  mould  not  fo  dull  a  kingdom, 
(Though  war,  nor  no  known  quarrel,  were  in  que 
tion) 

But  that  defences,  mutters,  preparations, 

Should  be  maintain'd,  affembled,  and  collected, 

As  were  a  war  in  expectation. 

Therefore,  I  fay,  'tis  meet  we  all  go  forth, 

To  view  the  iick  and  feeble  parts  of  France  : 

And  let  us  do  it  with  no  mew  of  fear ; 

No,  with  no  more,  than  if  we  heard  that  England 

Were  bulled  with  a  Whitfun  morris-dance  : 

For,  my  good  liege,  fne  is  fo  idly  kmg'd, 

Her  fceptre  fo  fantastically  borne 

By  a  vain,  giddy,  mallow,  humorous  youth, 

That  fear  attends  her  not. 

Con.  O  peace,  prince  Dauphin  ! 
You  are  too  much  miftaken  in  this  king  : 
Queftion  your  grace  the  late  ambafladors, — 
With  what  great  ftate  he  heard  their  embafTy, 
How  well  fupply'd  with  noble  counfellors, 
How  mo  deft  in  exception,  and,  withal, 
How  terrible  in  conftant  refolution,- — 
And  you  mall  find,  his  vanities  fore-fpent 
Wex^e  but  the  outride  of  the  Roman  Brutus, 
Covering  difcretion  with  a  coat  of  folly  ;t 
As  gardeners  do  with  ordure  hide  thofe  roots 
That  fhall  firit  fpring,  and  be  moil  delicate. 

Dau.  Well,  'tis  not  fo,  my  lord  high  conftable, 
But  though  we  think  it  fo,  it  is  no  matter ; 
In  cafes  of  defence,  'tis  beft  to  weigh 
The  enemy  more  mighty  than  he  feems. 
So  the  proportions  of  defence  are  fill'd  ; 
Which,  of  a  weak  and  niggardly  projection, 
Doth,  likeamifer,  fpoil  his  coat,  with  fcanting 
A  little  cloth. 
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Fr.  King.  Think  we  king  Harry  flrong ; 
And,  princes,  look,  you  ftrongly  arm  to  meet  him. 
The  kindred  of  him  hath  been  rienYd  upon  us  ; 
And  he  is  bred  out  of  that  bloody  llrain, 
That  haunted  us  in  our  familiar  paths : 
Witnefs  our  too  much  memorable  fTiame, 
When  Crerly -battle  fatally  was  flruck, 
And  all  our  princes  captiwd,  by  the  hand 
Of  that  black  name,  Edward  black  prince  of  Wales  ; 
Whiles  that  his  mountain  fire, — on  mountain  (landing. 
Up  in  the  air,  crown' d  with  the  golden  fun, — 
Saw  his  heroicai  feed,  and  fmil'd  to  fee  him 
Mangle  the  work  of  nature,  and  deface 
The  patterns  that  by  God  and  by  French  fathers 
Had  twenty  years  been  made.    This  is  a  llem 
Of  that  victorious  iiock  ;  and  let  us  fear 
The  native  mightinefs  and  fate  of  him. 
Enter  a  Mejjenger. 

MeJT.  AmbafTadors  from  Henry  King  of  England- 
Do  crave  admittance  to  your  majefty. 

Fr.  King.  We?ll  give  them  prefect  audience. — 
Go,  and  bring  them, 

You  fee  this  chace  is  hotly  followed,  friends. 

Dau.    Turn  head,  and  ftcppurfuit  ;  for  coward  dogs 
Moil  fpend  their  mouths,  when  what  they  feem  to 
threaten 

F.uns  far  before  them.    Gocd  my  fovereign, 
Take  up  the  EngHffi  fhort ;  and  let  them  know 
Of  what  a  monarchy  you  are  the  head  : 
Self-love,  my  liege,  is  not  fo  vile  a  fin, 
As  felf-neo-le&inf*. 

Enter  Exeter. 

Fr.  Kin*.  From  cur  brother  England  ? 

Exe.  From  him  ;  and  thus  he  greets  your  majefry. 
He  wills  you,  in  the  name  of  God  Almighty, 
That  you  divert  yourfelf,  and  lay  apart 
The  borrowed  glories,  that,  by  gift  of  heaven, 
By  law  of  nature,  and  of  nations  'long 
To  him,  and  to  his  heirs ;  namely,  the  crown, 
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And  all  the  wide-flretch'd  honours  that  pertain 

By  cuftorn,  and  the  ordinance  of  times, 

Unto  the  crown  of  France.    That  you  may  know, 

7Tis  no  hinder,  nor  no  awkward  claim, 

Picked  from  the  worm-,  holes  of  long  vaniih'd  days* 

Nor  from  the  dull:  of  old  oblivion  rak'd, 

He  fends  you  this  moil  memorable  line, 

In  every  branch  truly  demonilrative  ; 

[G/wj  the  French  King  a  paper. 
Willing  you,  overlook  this  pedigree  : 
And,  when  you  find  him  evenly  deriv'd 
From  his  mod  fam'd  of  famous  anceftors, 
Edward  the  third,  he  bids  you  then  reiign 
Your  crown  and  kingdom,  indirectly  held 
From  him  the  native  and  true  challenger. 

Ff.  King.  Or  eife,  what  follows  ? 

Exe.  Bloody  conflraint ;  for  if  you  hide  the  crown 
Even  in  your  hearts,  there  will  he  rake  for  it : 
And  therefore  in  fierce  temper!:  is  he  coming, 
In  thunder,  and  in  earthquake,  like  a  Jove, 
That,  if  requiring  fail,  he  will  compel. 
He  bids  you,  in  the  bowels  of  the  Lord, 
Deliver  up  the  crown  ;  and  to  take  mercy 
On  the  poor  fouls,  for  whom  this  hungry  war 
Opens  his  vafly  jaws ;  and  on  your  head 
Turns  he  the  widows'  tears,  the  orphans'  cries, 
The  dead  men's  blood,  the  pining  maidens'  groans, 
For  hufbands,  fathers,  and  betrothed  lovers, 
That  (hall  be  fwallow'd  in  this  controverfy. 
This  is  his  claim,  his  threat'ning,  and  my  meflage  ; 
Unlefs  the  Dauphin  be  in  prefencc  here, 
To  whom  exprefsly  I  bring  greeting  too. 

Fr.  King.  For  us,  we  will  confider  of  this  further  : 
To-morrow  mail  you  bear  our  full  intent 
Back  to  our  brother  of  England. 

Dan.  For  the  dauphin, 
I  Hand  here  for  him :  What  to  him  from  England  ? 

Exe.  Scorn,  and  defiance ;  flight  regard,  contempt^ 
And  any  thing  that  may  not  milhecome 
The  mighty  fender,  doth  he  prize  you  at, 
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Thus  fays  my  king;  and,  if  your  father's  highnefs 
Do  not,  in  grant  of  all  demands  at  large, 
Sweeten  the  bitter  mock  you  lent  his  majerTy, 
He'll  call  you  to  fo  hot  an  anfvver  for  it, 
That  caves  and  womby  vaultages  of  France 
Shall  cnide  your  trefpfs,  a??d  return  your  meek 
In  fecond  accent  of  his  ordinance. 

Dau.  Say,  if  my  father  render  fair  reply, 
It  is  againil  my  will ;  for  I  deiire  % 
Nothing  but  odds  with  England ;  to  that  end, 
As  matching  to  his  youth  and  vanity, 
I  did  prefent  him  with  thofe  Paris  balls. 

Exe.  He'll  make  your  Paris  Louvre  make  for  it, 
Were  it  the  miftrefs  court  of  mighty  Europe  : 
And,  be  aifur'd,  you'll  find  a  difference 
(As  we,  his  iubjecls,  have  in  wonder  found) 
Between  the  promife  of  his  greener  days, 
And  thefe  he  mailers  now ;  now  he  weighs  time, 
Even  to  the  utmofl  grain  ;  which  you  (hall  read 
In  your  own  loffes,  if  he  ilay  in  France. 

Fr.  King.  To-morrow  you  mall  know  our  mind  at 
full.  [Flourijb. 

Exe.  Diipatch  us  wii:h  all  fpeed,  left  that  our  king 
Come  here  himfelf  to  queftion  our  delay  ; 
For  he  is  footed  in  this  land  already. 

Jr.  King.  You  fhali  be  foon  difpatch'd,  with  fair 
conditions : 
A  night  is  but  fmall  breath,  and  little  paufe, 
To  anfwer  matters  of  this  confequence.  [Exeunt* 

 '  ~««^T»S5^:,£S£iS*^ 

A.  C    T  III. 

E?7ter  Chorus. 

Cher.  JTHHUS  with  imagined  wings  our  fwiftfeene 

t  JL  flies,  , 

In  motion  of  no  lefs  celerity 

Than  that  of  thought.  Suppofe,  that  you  have  feen 
The  well-appointed  king  at  Hampton  pier 


ASl  111.  KING  HENIY  V.  383 

Embark  his  royalty  ;  and  his  brave  Meet 
With  fil ken  ftr&amers  the  young  Phoebus  fanning. 
Pi  ay  with  your  fancies  ;  and  in  them  behold, 
Upon  the  hempen  tackle,  /hip-boys  climbing  : 
Hear  the  fhrill  whiiile,  which  doth  order  gi 
pTo  founds  confus'd  ;  behoid  tne  threaden  ads, 
Borne  with  the  invifibleand  creeping  wind, 
Draw  the  iiuge  bottoms  through  the  furrow  *d  fea, 
B  reading  the  lofty  furge  :  O,  do  but  think, 
You  itand  upon  the  rivage*  and  behold 
A  city  on  the  inconftant  billows  dancing  ; 
For  fo  appears  this  fleet  majeHac al> 
Holding  due  courfe  to  Harneur.    Follow,  follow  S 
Grapple  your  minds  to  fternage  of  this  navy  ; 
And  leave  your  England,  as  dead  midnight,  dill, 
Guarded  with  graadlires,  babies,  and  old  women, 
Or  pail,  or  not  arriv'd  to,  pita  and  puiafince  : 
For  who  is  he,  whofe  chin  is  hue  enrich'd 
With  one  appearing  hair,  that  wiil  not  follow 
Thefe  cull'd  and  choice-drawn  cavaliers  to  France  ? 
Work,  work,  your  thoughts,  and  therein  fee  a  fiege  ; 
Behold  the  ordnance  on  their  carriages, 
With  fatal  mouths  gaping  on  girded  Harflear. 
Suppofe,  the  ambaflador  from  the  French  comes  back .; 
Teils  Harry — that  the  king  doth  offer  him 
Katharine  his  daughter;  and,  with  her,  to  dowry, 
Some  petty  and  unprofitable  dukedoms. 
The  offer  likes  not ;  and  the  nimble  gunner 
With  linflock  now  the  devilifh  cannon  touches, 

f  Alarum  ;  and  Chambers  go  oJK 
And  down  goes  all  before  him.    Still  be  kind, 
And  eke  out  our  performance  with  your  mind. 

S    C    E    N    E  I. 
Before  Harjimr.  [Alarum.] 
Enter  King  Henry,  Exeter  Bedford,  Glofter,  and  Sol- 
diers, <voith  Scaling  Ladders. 
K.  Henry.  Once  more  unto  the  breach,  dear  friends, 
once  more : 
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Or  clofe  the  wall  up  with  the  Englilh  dead  ! 
Inpeace,  there's  nothing  fo  becomes  a  man, 
As  modeft  Millnefs,  and  humility  : 
But  when  the  hlail  of  war  blows  in  out  ears, 
Then  imitate  the  action  of  the  tyger  ; 
Stiffen  the  ftriews,  fummon  up  the  blood, 

ire  with  hard- favour  d  rage  : 
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Then  lend  the  eye  a  terrible  afpefl  ; 
Let  it  pry  through  the  portage  of  the  head, 
Like  the  brafs  cannon  ;  let  the  brow  o'erwheim  it? 
As  fearfully,  as  doth  a  galled  reck 
O'er-hang  and  jutty  his  confounded  bafe, 
SwilPd  vviii  the  wild  and  wafte'ful  ocean.  t| 
Now  fet  the  teeth,  and  llretch  the  noftril  wide  ; 
Hold  hard  the  breath,  and  bend  up  every  (pint     .  ' 
To  his  full  height ! — On,  on,  you  nobltlt  Engiifh, 
Whofe  blood  is  fet  from  fathers  of  war-proof  1 
Fathers,  that,  like  fo  many  Alexander;,, 
Have,  in  thefe  parts,  from  morn  till  even  fought, 
And  fheath'd  their  fwords  for  lack  of  argument. 
Dishonour  not  your  mothers ;  now  atteft, 
That  thofe,  whom  you  caiPd  fathers,  did  beget  you! 
Be  copy  now  to  men  of  groffer  blood, 
And  teach  them  how  to  war  ! — And  you,  good  yeo- 
men, 

Whofe  limbs  were  made  in  England,  mew  us  here 

Tlie  mettle  of  your  pailure  ;  let  us  fwear 

That  you  are  worth  your  breeding;  which  I  doubt 

not  ;  : 
For  there  is  none  of  you  fo  mean  and  bale, 
That  hath  not  noble  lufire  in  your  eyes. 
I  fee  you  ftand  like  greyhounds  in  the  flips, 
Straining  upon  the  ft  art.    The  game's  afoot ; 
Follow  your  fpirit ;  and,  upon  this  charge,* 
Cry — God  for  Marry  1  England  !  and  Saint  George  ! 

f Exeunt  King  and  train* 
[  Alarum,  and  cha?nbers  go  off. 
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Enter  Nym,  Bardolph.  Piftoi,  and  Boy. 
Bara\  On,  on,  on,  on,  on !  to  the  breach,  to  the 
breach ! 

Nym.  'Pray  thee,  corporal,  flay;  the  knocks  arc 
too  hot ;  and,  for  mine  own  part,  I  have  not  a  cafe 
of  lives ;  the  humour  of  it  is  too  hot,  that  is  the  very 
plain- fori g  of  it. 

Fiji.  The  plain-fong  is  moil  jufl ;  for  humours  do 
abound ; 

Knocks  go  and  come  ;  God's  valTals  drop  and  die  : 
And  fword  and  Ihield,  i 
Tn  bloody  field, 

Doth  win  immortal  fame. 
Boy.  'Would  I  were  in  an  ale-houfe  in  London  !  I 
would  give  all  my  fame  for  a  pot  of  ale,  and  (afety. 
Pift.  And  I : 

If  wifties  would  preval  with  me, 
My  purpofe  mould  not  rail  with  me, 
But  thither  would  I  hye. 
Boy.  As  duly,  bat  not  as  truly,  as  bird  doth  fing 
on  bough. 

Enter  Flue  I! en. 

Flu.  'Splood  ! — Up  to  the  preaches,  you  rafcals ! 
will  you  not  up  to  the  preaches  ? 

Pi  ft.  Be  merciful,  great  duke,  to  men  of  mould  ! 
Abate  thy  rage,  abate  thy  manly  rage  ! 
Good  bawcock,  bate  thy  rage !  ufe  lenity  fweet  chuck! 

Nym.  Thefe  be  good  humours ! — your  honour  wins 
bad  humours.  [Exeunt. 

Bey.  As  young  as  I  am,  I  have  obferv'd  thefe  three . 
fwalhers.  I  am  a  boy  to  them  all  three  ;  but  all  they 
three,  though  they  would  ferve  me,  could  not  be' 
man  to  me  ;  for,  indeed,  three  fucli  antics  do  not 
amount  to  a  man.  For  Bardolph, — he  is  white-liver  cl, 
and  red-fae'd  ;  by  the  means  whereof,  'a  faces  it  oat, 
but  fights  not.  For  Piftid, — he  hath  a  killing  tongue, 
and  a  quiet  fword  ;  bv  the  means  whereof 'a  breaks 
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words,  and  keeps  whole  weapons.  Nor  Nym, — he 
hath  heard,  that  men  of  few  words  are  the  heft  men ; 
and  therefore  he  fcorns  to  fay  his  prayers,  left  'a  mould 
be  thought  acoward;  buthis  few  bad  words  arematch'd 
with  as  few  good  deeds ;  for  'a  never  broke  any'man's 
head  but  his  own ;  and  that  was  again  ft  a  poft,  when 
he  was  drunk.  They  will  fteal  anything,  and  call  it 
— purchafe.  Bardolph  Hole  a  lute  cafe;  bore  it 
twelve  leagues,  and  fold  it  for  three-half-pence.  Nym 
and  Bardolph  are  fworn  brothers  in  filching  ;  and  in 
Calais  they  ftole  a  fire-fhovel :  I  knew,  by  that  piece 
of  fervice,  the  men  w  ould  carry  coals.  They  would 
haveme  as  familiar  with  men's  pockets,  as  their  gloves 
or  their  handkerchiefs ;  which  makes  much  againft 
my  manhood,  if  I  mould  take  from  another's  pocket, 
to  put  into  mine;  fork  is  plain  pocketing  up  of  wrongs. 
I  muft  leave  them,  and  feek  fome  better  fervice;  their 
villainy  goes  againft  my  weak  ftcmach,  and  therefore 
I  muft  caft  it  up.  [Exit  Boy. 

Re-enter  Fluellen  >  Goiver  following. 
Gower.  Captain  Fluellen,  you  muft  come  prefently 
to  the  mines ;  the  duke  of  Glofter  would  fpeak  with 
you. 

Flu.  To  the  mines  '.  Tell  you  the  duke,  it  is  notfo 
good  to  come  to  the  mines ;  for,  look  you,  the  mines 
are  not  according  to  the  difciplines  of  the  war ;  the 
concavities  of  it  is  not  fufiicient;  for  look  you,  th' 
athverfary  (you  may  difcufs  unto  the  duke,  look  you) 
is  digt  himfeif  four  yards  under  the  countermines ; 
by  Cheftiu,  I  think,  ''a  will  plow  up  all,  if,  there  is 
no  petter  directions. 

Gower.  The  duke  of  Glofter,  to  whom  the  order 
of  tiie  fiege  is  given,  is  altogether  directed  by  an  Irifti- 
man ;  a  very  valiant  gentleman,  i?  faith. 

Flu.  It  is  captain  Macmorris,  is  it  not  ? 

Gowoer.  I  think  it  be.  .  ^ 

Flu.  By  Chefhu,  he  is  an  afs,  as  in  the  'orld  :  I  will 
verify  as  much  in  his  peard  ;  he  has  no  more  directi- 
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ons  in  the  true  difciplimes  of  the  wars,  look  you,  of 
the  Roman  difciplines,  than  is  a  puppy-dog. 
Enter  Macmorris,  and  Captain  J  amy. 

Goiver.  Here  'a  comes ;  and  the  Scots  captain,  cap- 
tain Jamy,  with  him. 

Flu.  Captain  jamy  is  a  marvellous  falorous*  gentle- 
man, that  is  certain ;  and  of  great  expedition  and 
knowledge  in  the  ancient  wars,  upon  my  particular, 
knowledge  of  his  directions ;  by  Chefliu,  he  will  main- 
tain his  argument  as  well  as  any  military  man  in  the 
'or  id,  in  the  diiciplines  of  the  priilme  wars  of  the 
Romans. 

Jamy.  I  fay,  gude  day,  captain  Fluellen. 

Flu.  God-den  to  your  worfhip,  good  captain  jamy. 

Gozver.  How  now,  captain  Macmorris  ?  have  you 
quit  the  mines  ?  have  the  pioneers  given  o'er  ? 

Mac.  By  Chrifh  la,  tifh  ill  done ;  the  work  ifh 
give  over,  the  trumpet  found  the  retreat.  By  my 
hand,  1  fwear,  and  by  my  father's  foul,  the  work  iih 
ill  dene  ;  it  ifh  give  over  :  I  would  have  blowed  up 
the  town,  fo  Chrifh  fave  me,  la,  in  an  hour.  O  tifh 
ill  done,  tifh  ill  done  ;  by  my  hand,  tifh  ill  done! 

Flu.  Captain  Macmorris,  I  pefeech  you  now,  will 
you  voutfafe  me,  look  you,  a  few  difputations  with 
you,  as  partly  touching  or  concerning  the  disciplines 
of  the  war,  the  Roman  wars,  in  the  way  of  argu- 
ment, look  you,  and  friendly  communication  ;  part- 
ly, to  fatisfy  my  opinion,  and  partly,  for  the  fatis- 
faclion,  look  you,  of  my  mind,  as  touching  the  di- 
rection of  the  military  difcipline  ;  that  is  the  point". 

Ja?ny.  It  fall  be  very  gud,  gud  feith,  gud  captains 
bath  ;  and  I  fall  quit  you  with  gud  leve,  as  I  may 
pick  occafion  ;  that  fall  I,  marry. 

Mac.  It  is  no  time  to  diicourfe,  fo  ChriOi  fave 
me  :  the  day  is  hot,  and  the  weather,  and  the  wars, 
and  the  king,  and  the  dukes;  it  is  no  time  to  dii- 
courfe. The  town  is  befeech'd,  and  the  trumpet 
calis  us  to  the  breach ;  and,  we  talk,  and,  by  Chrifh, 
donotning;  't!s  lliame  for  us  all:  fo  God  fa'  me, 
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'tis  fcamc  to  Hand  frill :  it  is  (hame,  by  my  hand  : 
and  there  is  throats  to  be  cut,,  and  works  to  be  done; 
and  there  ifh  nothing  done,  fo  Chrifh  fa'  me,  la. 

J  amy.  By  the  mefs,  ere  thefe  eves  of  mine  take 
themfelves  to  /lumber,  aile  do  good  fcrvice,  or  aile 
ligge  i'  the  grundfor  it;  ay,  or  go  to  death;  rind  aile 
pay  it  as  valorioiniy  as  I  may,  that  fal  I  furely  do, 
that  is  the  breff  and  the  long:  Marry,  I  wad  fall 
fain  heard  fome  quenion  'tween  you  tway. 

Flu.  Captain  Macmcnis,  1  think,  lock  you.  under 
your  correction,  there  is  not  many  of  your  nation — 

Mac.  Of  my  nation  ?  What  ifti  my  nation  ?  ifb  a 
villain,  and  a  bahai  d,  and  a  knave,  and  a  rafcal  ? 
What  ifh  my  nation  ?  Who  talks  of  my  nation  ? 

Flu.  Look  you,  if  you  take  the  matter  otherwifc 
than  is  meant,  captain  Mackmcrris,  peradventure,  I 
fhali  think  you  do  not  ufe  me  with  that  affability  as 
in  difcretion  you  ought  to  ufe  me,  look  you;  being 
as  gcot  a  man  as )  ourfelf,  both  in  the  difciplines  of 
wars,  and  in  the  derivation  of  my  birth,  and  in  other 
particularities. 

Mac.  I  do  not  know  you  fo  good  a  man  as  myfelf; 
fo  Crifh  fave  me,  I  will  cut  of}*  your  head. 
Gower. Gentlemen,  both,  you  will  miitake  each  ether. 

Ja??:y.  Au!  that's  a  foul  fault.     \_A  parky  founded. 

G&wer.  The  town  founds  a  parley. 

Tin.  Captain  Mackmorris,  when  there  13  more  pet- 
ter  opportunity  to  be  requir'd,  look  you,  I  will  be 
io  bold  as  to  tell  you,  I  know  the  difciplines  of  war; 
and  there's  an  end. 

SCENE  III. 

Before  the  gates  cf  Harfieur. 
Filter  King  Henry  and  bis  Train. 
K.  Henry.  How  yet  refol  ves  the  governor  of  the  town? 
This  is  the  latere,  parle  we  will  admit : 
Therefore,  to  our  bell  mercy  give  yourfel ves  : 
Or,  like  to  men  proud  of  deftruclion, 
Defy  us  to  our  worft  \  for,  as  I  am  a'foldier, 
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(A  name,  that,  in  my  thoughts,  becomes  me  belt) 

If  I  begin  the  battery  once  again, 

I  will  not  leave  the  half-atchiev'd  Harficur, 

Till  in  her  afhes  me  lie  buried. 

The  gates  of  mercy  mall  be  all  fhiit  up  ; 

And  the  rlefh'd  foldier,- — rough  and  hard  of  heart, — 

In  liberty  of  bloody  hand,  {hall  range 

With  conscience  wide  as  hell ;  mowing  like  grafs 

Your  frem  fair  virgins,  and  your  flowering  infants. 

What  is  it  then  to  me,  if  impious  war, — 

Array'd  in  flames,  like  to  the  prince  of  fiends, — 

Do,  with  his  fmirch'd  complexion,  all  felt  feats 

Enlink'd  to  waile  and  defolation  ? 

What  is?t  to  me,  when  you  yourfelves  are  caufe. 

If  your  pure  maidens  fall  into  the  hand  . 

Of  hot  and  forcing  violation? 

What  rein  can  hold  licentious  wickednefs, 

When  down  the  hill  he  holds  his  fierce  career? 

We  may  as  bootiefs  fpend  our  vain  command 

Upon  the  enraged  foldiers  in  their  ipoil, 

As  lend  precepts  to  the  Leviathan 

To  come  afhore.    Therefore,  you  men  of  Karrlem*, 

Take  pity  of  your  town,  and  of  your  people, 

vV  hiles  yet  rav  foldiers  are  in  my  command  ; 

Whiles  yet  the  cool  and  temperate  wind  of  grace 

O'er-blows  the  filthy  and  CQntagiotis  deads 

Of  heady  murder,  fpoil,  and  villainy. 

If  not,  why,  in  a  moment,  look  to  I  be 

The  blind  and  bloody  foldier  with  foul  hand 

Defile  the  locks  of  your  midil-mriokmg  daughters ; 

Your  fathers  taken  by  the  filver  beards,  . 

And  their  moll:  reverend  heads  dalVd  to  the  walls-; 

Your  naked  infants  f pitted  upon  pikes ; 

Wrdles  the  mad  mothers  with  their  howls  corf-s'd 

Do  break  the  clouds,  as  did  the  wives  of  ]ewry 

At  Herod's  bloody-hunting  flaughtermen,, 

What  fay  you  ?  will  you  yield,  and  this  avoid? 

Qr,  guilty  in.  defence,  be  thus  itm6f\d  ? 
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Enter  Governor  upon  the  Walls. 

Gov.  Our  expectation  hath  this  day  an  end  : 
The  Dauphin,  whom  of  fuccour  we  entreated, 
P^eturns  us — that  his  powers  are  not  yet  ready- 
To  raife  fo  great  a  (lege.     Therefore,  dread  king, 
We  yield  oar  town,  and  lives,  to  thy  foft  mercy; 
Enter  our  gates ;  difpoie  of  us,  and  oars  ; 
For  we  no  longer  are  defenlible.    .  v 

K.  Henry.  Open  your  gates. — Come,  uncle  Exeter, 
Go  you  and  enter  H  irflear  ;  there  remain, 
And  fortify  it  ftrprigly  'gainfl  the  French : 
Ufe  mercy  to  them  all.    For  us,  dear  uncle, — 
The  winter  coming  on,  and  ficknefs  growing 
Upon  our  foldiers, — we'll  retire  to  Calais. 
To-night  in  Hanleur  will  we  be  your  gueft ; 
To-morrow  for  the  march  are  we  addrelr. 

[  Flourifh,  and  enter  the  town* 

SCENE  IV. 

2he  French  Camp. 

Enter  Katharine  and  an  old  Gentlewoman. 
Kath.  Alice 3  tu  as  eft e  en  A.tgletcrre,  &  tu  paries 
lien  le  language. 

Alice.  Vn  peu,  madame. 

Kath.  je  te  prie,  m  enfeignez  ;  il  faut  que  J9  ap- 
prenne  a  parlcr..    Comment  appellee  njous  la  main,  en 

Anglo! s  ? 

Alice.  La  main  ?  elle  eft  appellee,  de  hand. 

Kath.  Dehand.    Et  les  doigts? 

Alice.  Les  doigts  ?  may  fe?e>.j*  ouble  les  doigts  ; 
mas  je  me  fuviendray.  Les  doigts?  je  penfe,  quits  font 
appelle  de  iingres  ;  cry,  de  lingers ;  oui  de  fingers. 

Kath.  La  mat '  i,  ds  hand ;  les  doigts,  de  fngres. 
Je  fi&zfg  que  je  fuis  le  bon  efcolier.  f?'  ay  gagnee  deux 
??tots  d*  Anglois  <vi/le?nent.  Comtnent  appellex  vous  les 
ingles? 

Alice.  Des  ongles  ?  les  appellors,  de  nails. 
Kath.  De  nails.    Efcoutez:  dites  mcj,  ft  je  park 
bien  :  de  hand,  de  fingres,  de  nails. 
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Alice.  C'eft  bien  dit,  madame  ;  Heft  fort  ban  Anglois. 
Kath.  Dites  moy  en  Angle  is,  le  bras. 
Alice.    De  arm,  madame. 
Kath.  Et  le  muds. 
Alice.  De  elbow. 

Kath.  De  elbow,  Je  ??i  en  faitz  la  repetition  de 
feus  le  mots,  que  ^vons  ni  a<vez  appris  des  a  prefent. 

Alice.  //  eft  imp  difficile,  madame,  comme  je  penfe. 

Kath.  Excufez  my,  Alice;  efcautez  :  De  hand,  de 
fingre,  de  nails,  de  arm,  de  bilbow. 

Alice.  De  elbow,  madame. 

Kath.  O  Seigneur  Dieu  !  je  m?  en  oublie  ;  De  elbow. 
Comment  appellez  <vous  le  col  P 
Alice.  De  neck,  ?nadame. 
Kath.  De  neck  :  Et  le  menton  ? 
Alice.  De  cam. 

Kith.  De  fin.  Le  col,  de  neck  :  le  menton,  de  fin, 

Alice.  Ouy,  Sauf  <vcftre  bonneur  ;  en  verite,  vous 
prononcez  le  mots  aufjl  droiel  que  les  natifs  d}  Angleterre. 

Kath.  Je  ne  doute  point  d 'apprendre  par  la  grace  de 
Dieu  ;  \3  en  peu  de  temps. 

Alice.  N'  avez  vous  pas  deja  oublie  ce  que  je  uous  ay 
erfeignee  ? 

•Kith.  Non,  je  reciter  ay  a  <vous  prompt ement.  De 
Hand,  de  fingre,  de  nails. 

Alice.  De  nails,  madame. 

Kath.  De  nails,  de  arm,  de  ilbow. 

Alice.  Sauf  voftre-honneur,  de  elbow. 

Kath.'  Ainji  dis  je  ;  de  elbow,  de  neck,  et  de  fin  : 
Comment  appellez  <vous  les  pieds  £ff  la  robe  ? 

Alice.  De  foot,  madame  ;  IS  de  con. 

Kath.  De  foot,  &  de  con  ?  O  Seigneur  Dieu  /  ces 
font  mots  de  fon  manuals,  corruptible,  grofje,  et  impudique, 
&  non  pour  les  dames  d'  honneur  d'  ufer  :  Je  ne  voudrois 
prononcer  ces  mots  devant  les  feigneurs  de  France,  pour 
tout  le  monde.  11  faut  de  foot,  Esf  de  con,  neant- 
moins.  Je  reciterai  une  autre  fois  ma  lecon  enfemble  : 
De  hand,  de  fingre,  de  nails,  de  arm,  de  elbow,  de 
neck,  de  fin,  de  foot,  de  con. 
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Alice.  Excellent,  madame  ! 

Kath.  C  eft  ajjez,  pourune  fois  ;  a  lions  nous  a  difner. 

|" Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Prefence-chamber  in  the  French  court.  Enter  the  King 
of  France,  the  Dauphin,  Duke  of  Bourbon,  the  Con* 
fable  of  France,  and  others.  \ 

Fr.  King. 'Tis  certain  he  hath  pafsM  the  river  Somme* 

Con,  And  if  he  be  not  fought  withal,  my  lord 
Let  us  not  live  in  France  ;  let  us  quit  all, 
And  give  our  vineyards  to  a  barbarous  people. 

Dau.  0  Dicu  svicvant!  fhall  a  few  fpravs  of  us  

The  emptying  of  our  fathers  luxurv  

Our  fyons,  put  in  wild  rnd  :hvage  flock, 
Sprout  up  fo  fuddenly  into  the  clouds, 
And  overgrow  their  grafters  ? 

Hour:  Normans,  but  ballard  Normans,  Norman 
bafrards ! 

Mcrt  de  mavie!  if  thus  they  march  along 
Unfought  withal,  but  I  will  fell  my  dukedom, 
To  buy  a  fiobbery  and  a  dirty  farm 
In  that  nook-fhotten  ifle  of  Albion. 

Con.  Dieu  de  bataiiles  !  where  have  thev  this  mettle  ? 
Is  not  their  climate  foggy,  raw,  and  dull  ? 
On  whom,  as  in  defpite,  the  fan  looks  pale, 
Killing  their  fruit  with  frowns  ?  Can  fodden  water, 
A  drench  for  fur-reyn'd  jades,  their  barley  broth, 
Decoct  their  cold  blood  to  fuch  valiant  heat  ? 
And  mall  our  quick  blood,  fpirited  with  wine, 
Seem  frofty  r  Oh.  for  honour  of  our  land, 
Let  us  not  hang  like  roping  icicles 
Upon  the  houTes'  thatch,  whiles  a  mofeifrofty  people 
Sweat  drops  of  gallant  youth  in  our  rich  helds ; 
Poor,  we  may  call  them,  in  their  native  lords. 

Dau.  By  faith  and  honour, 
Our  madam's  mock  at  us :  and  plainly  fay, 
Our  mettle  is  bred  out:  and  the)  will  give 
Their  bodies  to  the  luft  of  Eftgllfti  youth, 
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To  new  flore  France  with  bafrard  warriors 
Spur.  They  bid  us — to  the  Englifh  dancing  fchools, 

And  teach  huoltas  high,  and  fwift  corantos  y 

Saying,  oar  grace  is  only  in  oar  heels, 

An  d  that  we  are  mo.1  lofty  run -away  s. 

Fr.  King.  Where  is  Montjoy,  the  herald  ?  fpeed 
him  hence; 

Let  him  greet  Engjand  with  ourmarp  defiant. — 
Up,  princes  ;;and,  with  fpirit  of  honour  edg'd,  • 
More  (harper  than  your  fwords,  hie  to  the  field  : 
Charles  De-la-bret,  high  con  .table  of  France  ; 
You,  dukes  of  Orleans,  Bourbon,  and  of  Berry, 
Alencon,  Brabant,  Bar,  and  Burgundy  ; 
Jaques  Chatiilion,  Rambures,  Vaademont, 
Beaumont,  Grandpre,  Rouffi,  and  Fauconberg, 
Foix,  Lellrale,  Bouciqualt,  and  Charolois ; 
High  dukes,  great  princes,  barons,  lords,  and  knights, 
For  your  great  feats,  now  quit  you  of  great  (names. 
Bar  Harry  England,  that  fweeps  through  our  land 
With  pennons  painted  in  the  blood  of  Harfleur  : 
Rum  on  his  holt,  as  doth  the  melted  fnow 
Upon  the  vallies  ;  whofe  low  vaffal  feat 
The  Alps  doth  fpit  and  void  his  rheum  upon : 
Go  down  upon  him, — you  have  power  enough,, — • 
And  in  a  captive  chariot,  into  Roan  * 
Bring  him  our  prifoner. 

Con.  This  becomes  the  great. 
Sorry  am  I,  his  numbers  are  fo  few 
His  foidiers  feck,  and  famiuYd  in  their  march ; 
For,  1  am  fure,  when  he  mail  fee  our  army, 
He'll  drop  his  heart  into  the  fink  pf  fear, 
And,  for  achievement,  oiFer  us  his  ranfom.. 

Fr.  King.  Therefore,  lord  conitabie,hafre  on  Mont- 
joy ; 

And  let  him  lay  to  England,  that  we  fend 
To  know  what  willing  ranfom  he  will  give. — 
Prince  Dauphin,  you  fnall  ftay  with  us  in  Roan. 
Dau,  Not  fo,  I  do  befeech  your  majeily, 
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Fr.  King.  Be  patient,  for  you  (hall  remain  with 
us.  

Now,  forth,  lord  ccrntable,  and  princes  all ; 
And  quickly  bring  us  word  of  England's  fall. 

\  Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Ti:e  Englijb  Camp.  ^ 
Enter  G  stiver,  and  Flue  lien. 
G;-:\  How  new,  captain  Fluellen  ?  come  you  from 
die  bridge  ? 

Flu.  I  allure  you,  there  is  very  excellent  fervice 
committed  at  the  pridge. 

Gov:.  Is  the  duke  of  Exeter  fefe? 
Flu.  The  duke  of  Exeter  is  as  magnanimous  as 
Agamemnon  ;  and  a  man  that  I  love  and  honour  with 
my  foul,  and  my  heart,  and  my  duty,  and  my  life, 
and  my  livings,  and  my  uttermofc  powers ;  he  is  not 
(Got  be  praifed  and  plened  !)  any  hurt  in  the  'orld  ; 
but  keeps  the  pridge  moll  valiantly,  with  excellent 
discipline.  There  is  an  ancient  lieutenant  there  at  the 
pridge, — I  think,  in  my  very  conscience,  he  is  as  va- 
liant a  man  as  Mark  Antony ;  and  he  is  a  man  of  no 
eftimation  in  the  'orld;  but  I  did  fee  him  do  gallant 
fervice  s. 

Gc-xv.  What  do  you  call  him  ? 

Flu.  He  is  call'd— ancient  Piftol. 

Go'zv.  I  know  him  not. 

Enter  Fiftol. 

Flu.  Do  you  not  know  him  ?  Here  comes  the  man. 
Fiji.  Captain,  I  befeech  thee  to  do  me  favours : 
The  duke  of  Exeter  doth  love  thee  well. 

Flu.  Ay,  I  praiie  Got ;  and  I  have  merited  fome 

love  at  his  hands. 

Fiji.  Bardoiph,  a  foldier  firm  and  found  of  heart, 
Of  buxum  v  alour,  hath, — by  cruel  fate, 
And  giddy  fortunes  furious  lickle  wheel 
That  goddefs  blind, 

That  itands  urxrn  the  rolling  reftlefs  Hone.  
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Flu.  By  your  patience,  ancient  Piftol.  Fortune  is 
painted  plind,  with  a  muffler  before  her  eyes,  to  fig- 
nify  to  you,  that  fortune  is  plind :  And  me  is  painted 
alfo  with  a  wheel,  to  {igmfy  to  you,  which  is  the 
moral  of  it,  that  (lie  is  turning,  and  inconfta'nt,  and 
mutabilities,  and  variations  ;  and  her  foot,  look  you, 
is  fixed  upon  a  fperical  {lone,  which  rolls,  and  rolls, 
and  rolls: — In  good  truth,  the  poet  makes  a  moil  ex- 
cellent defcription  of  fortune ;  fortune,  look  you,  is 
an  excellent  moral. 

Pifi.  Fortune  is  Bardolph's  foe,  and  frowns  on  him  : 
For  he  hath  HoPn  a  pix,  and  hanged  muil  'a  be. 
Damn'd  death ! 

Let  gallows  gape  for  dog,  let  man  go  free. 
And  let  not  hemp  his  wind-pipe  fufFocate : 
But  Exeter  hath  given  the  doom  of  death, 
For  pix  of  little  price. 

Therefore,  go  fpeak,  the  duke  will  hear  thy  voice 
And  let  not  Bardolph's  vital  thread  be  cut 
With  edge  of  penny-cord,  and  vile  reproach  : 
Speak,  captain,  for  his  life,  and  I  will  thee  requite. 

Flu.  Ancient  Piftol,  I  do  partly  understand  your 
meanino-. 

o 

Fiji.  Why  then  rejoice  therefore. 

Flu,  Certainly,  ancient,  it  is  not  a  thing  to  rejoice 
at;  for  if,  look  you,  he  were  my  brother,  I  would 
dears  the  duke  to  ufe  his  goot  pleafure,  and  put  him 
to  executions  ;  for  disciplines  ought  to  be  afei. 

Pifi,  Die  and  be  damn'd  ;  andy%c  for  thy  friendfhip  ! 

Flu.  It  is  well. 

Pifi.  The  fig  of  Spain  !  [Exit  Pifi. 

Flu.  Very  good. 

Go-zv.  Why,  this  is  an  arrant  counterfeit  rafcal :  I 
remember  him  now  ;  a  bawd,  a  cut-purfe. 

Flu.  I'll  allure  you, .  'a  utter'd  as  prave  'ords  at  the 
pridge,  as  you  mall  fee  in  a  iurnmer's  day  :  But  it  is 
ver.y  well ;  what  he  has  fpoke  to  me,  that  is  well,  I 
warrant  you,  when  time  is  ferve. 
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Gww,  Why,  'tis  a  gull,  a  fool,  a  rogue  ;  tfcat  now 
and  then  goes  to  the  wars,  to  grace  himfelf,  at  his  re- 
turn into  London,  under  the  form  of  a  foldier.  And 
fuch  fellows  are  perfjcl  in  the  great  commander's 
names;  an  I  they  will  learn  you  by  rota,  where  fer- 
vices  were  dene  ; — it.  fuch  and  fuch  a  feence,  at  fuch 
a  breach,  at  fuch  a  convey ;  who  cair  e  off  bravely, 
who  was  (hot,  who  difgrae'd,  what  terras  the  enemy 
fcocd  on  ;  and  this  tfcej  con  perfectly  in  the  phrafe  of 
war,  which  they  trick  up  with  new-tuned  oaths  :  And 
what  a  beard  of  the  general's-cut,  and  a  horrid  fuit 
of  the  camp,  will  do  among  foaming  bottles,  and  ale- 
wahVd  wits,  is  wonderful  to  be  thought  on  !  But  you 
mull  learn  to  know  fuch  (landers  of  the  age,  or  elfe 
you  may  be  marvelloufly  miilook. 

Flu.  I  tell  you  what,  captain  Gower ; — I  do  per- 
ceive, he  is  not  the  man  that  he  would  gladly  make 
ihew  to  the  'orld  he  is ;  if  I  find  a  hole  in  his  coat,  I 
will  tell  him  my  mind.    Hear  you,  the  king  is  com- 
.  ing  ;  and  I  muft  fpeak  with  him  from  the  pridge. 

Drum  and  colours.     Enter  the  Ring,  Glojler,  and 
Scldiers. 

Fh.  Got  blefs  your  majefly. 

K.  Henry.  How' now,  Flueilen  ?  cam'fl  thou  from 

the  bridge  ? 

Flu.  Ay,  fo  pleafe  your  majedy.  The  duke  of  Exe- 
ter has  very  gallantly  maintained  the  pridge;  the  French 
is  gone  off,  look  you  *.'  and  there  is  gallant  and  moil 
prave  paffages ;  Marry,  th'  athverfary  was  have  pof- 
feiTion  of  the  pridge  ;  but  he  is  enforced  to  retire  ;  and 
the  duke  of  Exeter  is  matter  of  the  pridge  :  lean  tell 
your  fhajefty  the  duke  is  a  prave  man. 

X.  t  enry.  What  men  have  you  loft,  Flueilen? 

Flu.  The  perdition  of  th'  athverfary  hath  been  ve- 
ry great,  very  reafonable  great ;  marry,  for  my  part, 
I  think  the  duke  hath  loll  neve/  a  man,  but  one  that 
is  like  to  be  executed  for  robbing  a  church,  one  Bar- 
dolph,  if  your  majelty  know  the  man;  his  face  is  all 
bubukles,  and  whelks,  and  knobs,  and  flames  of  fire  ; 
and  his  lips  plows  at  his  rofe,  and  it  is  like  a  coal  of 
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fire,  fometimes  plue  and  fometimes  red;  but  his  nofe 
is  executed,  and  his  fire's  out. 

K.  Henry.  We  would  have  all  fueh  offenders  fo  cut 
ofr; — and  we  give  exprcfs  charge,  that,  in  our  march- 
es through  the  country  ,  there  be  nothing  compelled 
from  the  villages,  nothing  taken  but  paid  for ;  none 
of  the  French  upbraided,  or  abufed  in  difdamful  lan- 
guage :  For  when  lenity  and  cruelty  play  for  a  king- 
dom, the  gentleit  gamefler  is  the  fooneft  winner. 
2)be  tucket  founds.    Enter  Moxtjoy. 

Mont.  You  know  me  by  rny  habit. 

K.  Henry.  Weil  then,  i  know  thee  :  What  mall  I 
know  of  thee? 

Mont.  My  m  after' s  mini. 

K.  Henry.  Unfold  it. 

Mont.  Thus  fays  my  king  : — Say  thou  to  Harry  of 
England,  Though  we  feerned  dead,  we  did  but  Deep  : 
Advantage  is  a  better  foldier,  than  rafnnefs.  Tell 
him,  we  could  have  rebuk'd  him  at  Hariieur ;  but 
that  we  thought  not  good  to  bruife  an  injury,  till  it 
were  full  ripe  ; — now  we  fpeak  upon  our  cue,  and  our 
voice  is  imperial :  England  mall  repent  his  folly,  fee 
his  weakneis,  and  admire  our  futferance.  Bid  Mife, 
therefore,  coniider  of  his  ranfom  ;  which,  mail  pro- 
portion the  lofTes  we  have  borne,  the  fubj  jets  we  have 
loft,  the  difgrace  we  have  digested  ;  which,  in  weight 
to  re-anfwer,  his  petti  nefs  would  bow  under.  For  our 
loiTes,.  his  exchequer  is  too  poor;  for  the  effufion  of 
our  blood,  the  muiter  of  his  kingdom  too  faint  a  num- 
ber;  and  for  our  difgrace,  his  own  per  ion,  kneeing 
at  our  feet*  but  a  weak  and  worthleis  fat  is  faction. 
To  this  add — defiance  ;  and  tell  him,  for  concluiion, 
he  hath  betray'd  his  followers,  whofe  condemnation 
is  pronounced.  So  far  my  king  and  mafter;  fo  much 
my  office.  ^ 

K.  Henry.  What  is  thy  mirne  ?  I  know  thy  quality. 
Mont.  Montjoy. 

K.Henry.  Thou  doft  thy  orlice  fairly.   Turn  the? 
back. 
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And  tell  thy  king, — I  do  not  feek  him  now ; 

But  could  be  willing  to  march  on  to  Calais 

Without  impeachment ;  for,  to  fay  the  footh, 

(Though  'tis  no  wifdom  to  confefs  fb. much 

Unto  an  enemy  of  craft  and  vantage) 

My  people  are  with  ficknefs  much  enfeebled ; 

My  numbers  leiTen'd ;  and  thofe  few  I  have, 

Aimofi  no  better  than  fo  many  French ; 

Who,  when  they  were  in  health,  I  tell  thee,  herald, 

I  thought,  upon  one  pair  of  Englifh  legs 

Did  march  three  Frenchmen, — Yet,  forgive  me,  God, 

That  I  do  brag  thus !  this  your  air  of  France 

Hath  blown  that  vice  in  me  ;  I  mull  repent. 

Go,  therefore,  tell  thy  mailer,  here  I  am  ; 

My  ranfom,  is  this  frail  and  worthlels  trunk  ; 

My  army,  but  a  weak  and  iickly  guard  ; 

Yet,  God  before,  teil  him  we  will  come  on, 

Though  France  himfeif,  and  fueh  another  neighbour, 

Stand  in  our  way.   There's  for  thy  labour,  Montjoy. 

Go,  bid  thy  mailer  well  advife  himfeif : 

If  we  may  pafs,  we  will  ;  if  we  be  hinder'd, 

We  fhali  your  tawny  ground  with  your  red  blood 

Bifcolour;  and  fo  Montjoy,  fare  you  well. 

The  fum  of  all  our  anfwer  is  but  this : 

We  would  not  leek  a  battle,  as  we  are ; 

Nor,  as  we  are,  we  lay,  we  will  no^  ihun  it ; 

So  tell  your  it  aibr, 

Mont,  I  fnali  deliver  fo.  Thanks  to  your  highnefs.- 

[Exit. 

G/o.  I  hope,  they  will  not  come  upon  us  now. 
X.  Henry.  We  are  in  God's  hand,  brother,  not  in 
their's.— 

March  to  the  bridge  ;  it  now  draws  toward  night : — 
Beyond  the  river  we'll  encamp  ourfelves ; 
And  on  to-morrow  bid  them  march  away. 

[  Exeunt* 
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SCENE  VII. 

The  French  camp  near  Agineruri. 

E  nter  the  Conftabh  of  France,  the  hrd  Rambures,  the 
Duke  of  Orleans,  Dauphin,  with  others. 

Cm.  Tut !  I  have  the  belt  armour  of  the  world.— 
Would,'  it  were  day  ! 

0.5.  You  have  an  excellent  armour  ;  but  let  ruv 
horfe  have  his  due. 

Con.  It  is  tlie  beft  horfe  of  Europe. 

Orl.  Will  it  never  be  morning  ? 

Dmt*  My  lord  of  Orleans,  and  my  lord  high  con- 
liable,  you  talk  of  horfe  and  armour,  

Orl.  You  are  as  well  provided  of  both,  as  any 
prince  in  the  world. 

Dau.  What  a  long  night  is  this  ! — I  will  not  chancre 
my  horfe  with  any  that  treads  but  on  four  patterns. 
Ca  ha!  Fie  bounds  from  the  earth,  as  if  his  entrails 
were  hairs  :  le  che-val  volant,  the  Pegafus,  qui  a  Ui 
narines  de  feu!  When  I  bedride  him,  I  four,  I  am  a 
hawk  ;  he  trots  the  air  ;  the  earth  lings  when  he  touch- 
es it ;  the  hafeft  horn  of  his  hoof  is  more  muhcal  than 
the  pipe  of  Hermes. 

Orl.  He's  of  the  colour  of  the  nutmeg. 

Dau.  And  of  the  heat  of  the  ginger.  It  is  a  bead 
for  Perfeus  ;  he  is  pure  air  and  fire  ;  and  the  dull  ele- 
ments of  earth  and  water  never  appear  in  him,  but 
only  in  patient  itilinefs,  while  his  rider  mounts  him  ; 
he  is,  indeed,  a  horfe;  and  all  other  jades  you  may 
call — beafts. 

Con.  Indeed,  my  lord,  it  is  a  moll  abfolute  and 
excellent  horfe. 

Dau.  It  is  the  prince  ofpalfrey's  ;  his  neigh  is  like 
the  bidding  of  a  monarch,  and  his. countenance  en- 
forces homage. 

Orl.  No  mere,  coufm. 

Dau.  Nay,  the  man  hath  no  wit,  that  cannot,  from 
the  riling  of  the  lark  to  the  lodging  of  the  lamb,  va- 
ry defer  ved  praife  on  my  palfrey ;  it  is  a  theme  as  fluent 
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as  the  fea  ;  turn  the  lands  into  eloquent  tongues,  and 
my  horfe  is  aigurnent  for  them  all ;  'tis  a  fubject  for  a 
icvereign  to  realcnon,  and  for  a  fovereign's  fovereign 
to  ride  on ;  and  for  the  world  (familiar  to  us,  and 
unknown)  to  lay  apart  their  particular  functions,  and 
wonder  at  him.  I  once  writ  a  fonnet  in  his  praife, 
and  began  thus,  Wonder  of  nature,  

OrL  I  have  heard  a  fonnet  begin  fS  to  one's  miftrefs. 

Dau.  Then  did  they  imitate  that  which  I  compoVd 
to  my  courier  ;  for  my  horfe  is  my  miiheis. 

OrL  Your  miilrefs  bears  well. 

Dau.  Me  well :  which  is  the  prefcript  praife  and 
perfection  of  a  good  and  particular  miilrefs. 

Con.  May  foy!  the  other  day,  methought,  your 
miftrefs  fhrewdly  (hook  your  back. 

Dau.  So,  perhaps,  cia  yours. 

Ccn.  Mine  was  not  bridled. 

Dau.  O  !  then,  belike.,  me  was  old^and  gentle ; 
and  ycu  rode,  like  a  kerne  of  Ireland,  your  French 
hole  off,  and  in  your  itrait  troffers. 

Ccn.  You  have  good  judgment  in  horfemanmip. 

Dau.  Be  warn'd  bv  me  then  :  they  that  ride  fo, 
and  ride  not  warily,  fell  into  foul  bogs  ;  I  had  rather 
have  my  horfe  to  my  miilrefs. 

Ccn.  I  had  as  lief  have  my  mifirefs  a  jade. 

Dau.  I  tell  thee,  cemtabi'e,  my  miftrefs  wears  her 
own  hair. 

Con.  I  could  make  as  true  boaft  as  that,  if  I  had  a 

few  to  my  miftrefs, 

Dau.  Le  cbiev  efi  retcurtie  a  fen  frcpre  <vomi]fe7nent,  Cif 
la  truie  leuce  au  bourbier  :  thou  mak'il  ufe  of  any  thing. 

Con.  Vet  do  Jnotuferny  horfe  for' my  iniftreffi  or 
any  fuch  proverb,  fp  little  kin  to  the  purpcie. 

Ram.  My'lprdconftablei  the  armour  that  I  fa  win 
your  tent  to-night,  are  thefe  fears,  or  funs,  upon  it? 

Ccn.  Stars,  my  lord. 

Dau.  Some  of  them  will  fall  to-morrow,  I  hope. 
Con.  And  yet  my  fky  mall  no:  u  ant. 
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Dan.  That  may  be,  for  you  bear  many  fupernu- 
oiurly  ;  and,  'twere  more  honour,  fome  were  away. 

Cm.  Even  as  your  horfe  bears  yonr  praifes  ;  who 
would  trot  as  well,  were  fome  of  your  brags  dis- 
mounted. 

Dan.  Would  I  were  able  to  load  him  with  his  defert ! 
Will  it  never  be  day  ?  I  will  trot  to-morrow  a  mile, 
and  my  way  fliall  be  paved  with  Engliih  faces. 

Con.  I  will  not  fay  fo,  for  fear  I  mould  be  fae'd  out 
of  my  way  :  But  I  would  it  were  morning,  for  I  would 
fain  be  about  the  ears  of  the  Engliih. 

Ra??i.  Who  will  go  to  hazard  with  me  for  twenty 
Eligiifli  prifoners  ? 

Con.  You  mull  firft  go  yourfelf  to  hazard,  ere  you 
have  them. 

Dan.  'Tis  midnight,  PI!  go  arm  myfelf.  {Exit, 
Orl.  The  Dauphin  longs  for  morning. 
Ram.  He  longs  to  eat  the  Engliih. 
Con.  I  think  he  will  eat  all  he  kills. 
Orl.  By  the  white  hand  of  my  lady,  he's  a  gallant 
prince. 

@*?L  Swear  by  her  foot,  that  fhe  may  tread  out  the 
oath. 

Orl.  He  is  fimply  the  molt  active  gentleman  of 
France. 

Co?:.  Doing  is  activity  ;  and  he.  will  fi.il|  be  doing. 

Orl.  He  never  did  harm,  that  I  heard  of. 

Con.  Nor  will  do  none  to-morrow;  he  will  keep 
that  good  name  ffiiil, 

Orl.  I  know  him  to  be  valiant. 

Con.  I  was  told  that,  by  one  that  knows  him  bet- 
ter than  you. 

Orl.  What's  he  \ 

Con.  Marry,  he  told  me  fo  himfelf ;  and  he  (aid, 
he  card  not  who  knew  it. 
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Or!.  Ill-will  never  (aid  well. 

Cg-v.  I  will  cap  that  proverb  with — There  is  flattery 
in  friendship. 

Or/.  And  I  will  t-ke  up  that  with — Give  the  devil 
his  due. 

Co  i.  WeH  pb.cM;  there  ftantis  your  friend  for  the 
devil:  have  at  the  very  eye  of  that  proverb,  with — 
A  pox  of  the  devil. 

Off.  You  are  the  better  at  proverbs,  by  how  much 
— A  fool's  bolt  is  foon  fliot. 

Con*  You  have  fhot  over. 

0/7.  'Tis  not  the  firfl  ri you  were  over-fhofc 

£:::>:,'  c.  jJ:Jlengcr.  FJX 

Meffl  My  lord  high  conikble,  the  Englidi  lie  with- 
in fifteen  hundred  paces  of  your  ten:. 

Cm.  who  hath  meafur'd  the  ground? 

Mejf.  The  lord  Grandpre. 

Com.  A  valian.t  and  molt  expert  gentleman. — 
Would  it  were  dry ! — Alas,  poor  Harry  of  England  ! 
he  longs  not  for  the  dawning,  as  we  do. 

Or/.  What  a  wretched  and  peevi-h  fellow  is  this 
king  of  Er: gland,  to  mope  with  lis  fat-brain'd  fol- 
lowers fo  far  out  of  his  knowledge  ! 

Cm.  If  the  Bftglilh  had  any  apprehension,  they 
would  run  away. 

Or/.  That  zAzy  Lack  :  for  if  their  heads  had "  any 
intellectual  armour,  they  could  never  wear  fuch  hea- 
vy head -pieces.  : 

Rar:.  That  if  ana  of  England  breeds  very  valiant 
creatures  ;  their  maftiffs  are  of  unmatchabie  courage. 

Or/.  Foolifh  cursi  that  ran  winking  into  the  mou  th 
of  the  Ruffian  bear,  and  have  their  heads  cruhYd  like 
rotten  apples  ;  you  may  as  w;  i  fay, — that's^  valiant 
flea  that  dare  eat  his  breakfafi  on  the  lip  of  a  lion. 

Co;:.  Jttft,  jure;  and  the  men  do  iynacatlnze  with 
the  maftiffs,  in  robufHotts  and  rough  coming  an,  lea- 
ving their  wits  v  ith  their  wives  :  and  then  give  them 
great  meals  of  beef,  and  iron  and  fteel,  they  will  eat 
like  wolves,  an i  fight  like  devils. 
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Orl.  Ay,  but  fchefe  Englilh  are  mrewdiy  out  of  beef. 

Con.  Then  we  (hall  find  to-morrow — they  have 
only  ftomachs  to  eat,  and  none  to  fight.  Now  it  is 
time  to  arm  :  Come,  mall  we  about  it  ? 

C/7.  'Tis  two  o'clock  :  but,  let  me  fee — by  ten, 
We  mall  each  have  a  hundred  Englishmen,  [Exeunt* 


A    C    T  IV. 

Enter  Chorus, 
Chor.  entertain  conjecture  of  a  time, 

X  m  When  creeping  murmur,  and  the  porin©- 
dark, 

Fills  the  wide  venel  of  the  univerfe. 

From  camp  to  camp,  through  the  foul  womb  pf  night, 

The  hum  of  either  army  ftilly  founds, 

That  the  fix'd  centinels  almoit  receive 

The  fecret  whifpers  of  each  other's  watch  : 

Fire  anlwers  fire  ;  and  through  their  paly  flames 

Each  battle  fees  the  other's  umber'd  face  : 

Steed  threatens  Seed,  in  high  and  boaitful  neighs,, 

Piercing  the  night's  dull  ear ;  and  from  the  tents, 

The  armourers,  accomplilhing  the  knights, 

With  bufy  hammers  doling  rivets  up, 

Give  dreadful  note  of  preperation. 

The  country  cocks  do  crow,  the  clocks  do  toll ; 

And  the  third  hour  of  drowfy  morning  name. 

Proud  of  their  numbers,  and  fecure  in  foul, 

Tjie  confident  and  over-lufty  French 

Do  the  low-rated  Englim  play  at  dice  ; 

And  chide  the  cripple  tardy-gaited  night, 

Who  like  a  foul  and  ugly  witch,  doth  limp 

So  tedioufly  away.    The  poor  condemned  Englxfli, 

Like  facrifices,  by  their  watchful  fires 

Sit  patiently,  and  inly  ruminate 

The  morning's  danger;  and  their  gefture  fad, 
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friveftiirg  lank-lean  cheeks,  and  war-worn  coats, 

Prefented  them  unto  the  gazing  moon 

So  many  horrid  ghofe,     O,  now,  who  will  beheld 

The  royal  captain  of  thin  ruin'd  band. 

Walking  from  watth  to  watch,  from  tent  to  tent, 

Let  him  cry — Praife  and  glory  on  his  head! 

For  forth  he  goes,  and  vilits  all  his  hpft ; 

Bids  them  good  morrow,  with  a  mockfc  finite  ; 

And  calls  them — brothers,  friends,  and  countrymen. 

Upon  his  royal  face  there  is  no  note, 

How  dread  an  army  hath  enrounded  him  ; 

Nor  doth  he  dedicate  one  jot  of  colour 

Unto  the  weary  and  all-watched  night : 

But  frelhly  looks,  and  over-bears  attaint, 

With  cheerful  femblance,  ana  fweet  majefly  ; 

That  every  wretch,  pining  and  pale  before, 

Beholding  him,  plucks  comfort  from  his  looks : 

His  liberal  eye  doth  give  to  every  one. 
Thawing  cold  fear.     ihen,  mean  and  gentle  allj 
Behold,  as  may  unworthinefs  define, 
A  little  touch  of  Harry  in  the  night : 
And  fo  our  fcene  mult  to  the  battle  fly  ; 
Where  (O  for  pity  !)  we  fhali  much  difgrace — 
With  four  or  five  liioft  vile  and  ragged  foils, 
Right  ill-diipos'd,  in  brawl  ridiculous — - 
The  name  of  Agincourt :  Yet,  iit  and  fee  ; 
Minding  true  things  by  what  their  mockeries  be. 

o    u    r,    in    a,  i. 

The  Englijh  Camp  at  Agincourt. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Bedford,  and  Glofter* 
K.  Henry.  Gioiier,  'tis  true,  that  we  are  in  great 
danger ; 

The  greater  therefore  mould  our  courage  be.— 
Good-morrow,  brother  Bedford. — God  Almighty! 
There  is  fome  foul  of  goodnefs  in  things  evil, 
V*rouid  men  cbfervingly  diftil  it  out ; 
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For  our  bad  neighbour  makes  us  early  [lirrers, 
Which  is  both  healthful,  and  good  hufbandry^ 
Befides,  they  are  our  outward  conferences, 
And  preachers  to  us  all ;  admonifhing, 
That  we  Qioukl  drefa  us  fairly  for  our  end. 
Thus  may  we  gather  honey  from  the  weed> 
And  make  a  mora!  of  the  devil  himfelf. 

Enter  Erpingha?n. 
Good  morrow,  old  Sir  Thomas  Erpingham: 
A  good  foft  pillow  for  that  good  white  head 
Were  better  than  a  churliih  turf  of  France. 
•  Erpi;:g>  Not  ib,  my  liege;  this  lodging  likes  me 
better, 

Since  I  may  fay — now  lie  I  like  a  king. 

K.  Henry.  'Tis  good  for  men  to  love  their  prefent 
pains, 

Upon  example;'  fo  the  fpirit  is  eafed : 

And,  when  the  mind  is  quicken'd,  out  of  doubt, 

The  organs,  though  defuncl  and  dead  before, 

Break  up  their  drowfy  grave,  and  newly  move 

With  cafied  Hough  and  freih  legerity. 

Lend  me  thy  cloak,  Sir  Thomas. — Brothers  both,, 

Commend  me  to  the  princes  in  cur  camp  ; 

Do  my  good  morrow  to  them  ;  and,,  anon, 

Denre  them  all  to  my  pavilion. 

GIo.  We  6*41,  my  liege. 

Brping,  Shall  I  attend  your  grace  ? 

K.  Henry*  No,  my  good  knight ; 
Go  with  my  brothers  to  my  lords  of  England  : 
I  and  my  bofom  muft  debate  a  while, 
And  then  I  would  no  other  company. 

Erping.  TheLord  in  heaven  biefs  thee,  noble  Harry  ! 

K.Henry.  God-a-mercy,  old  heart!  thou  fpeak'ft 
cheerfully.  \  Exeunt* 

Enter  PiftoL 

Pill.  %/  -ua  !aP 
K.  Henry.  A  friend. 
Pi/}.  Difcufs  unto  me  :  Art  thou  cnicer  r 
Or  art  thou  bafe,  common,  and  popular  i 
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K.  Henry.  I  am  a  gentleman  of  a  company. 

Pifi.  Trail'u  thou  the  puiffant  pike  > 

K.  Henry.  Even  To  :  What  are  you  ?  ', 

Pifi.  As  good  a  gentleman  as  the  emperor. 

K.  Herry.  Then  you  are  abetter  than  the  king. 

Pifi.  The  king's  a  bawceck,  and  a  heart  of  gold; 
A  lad  of  life,  an  imp  of  fame; 
Of  parents  good,  of  fift  moil  valiant^: 
I  kifs  his  dirty  fhoe,  and  from  my  heart-firings 
I  love  the  lovely  bully.    What's  thy  name  ? 

K.  Henry.  Harry  le  Roy. 

Pifi.  Le  Roy  /  a  Cornim  name  :  art  thou  of  Cor- 

nifn  crew  ? 
K.  Henry.  No,  I  am  a  Welfhman. 
Pifi.  Know'il  thou  Fiuellen?  . 
K.  Henry.  Yes. 

Pifi.  Tell  him,  I'll  knock  his  leek  about  his  pate 
Upon  faint  David's  day. 

K.  Henry.  Do  not  you  wear  your  dagger  in  your 
cap  that  day,  left  he  knock  that  about  yours. 

Pifi.  Art  thou  his  friend? 

K.  H e?iry .  And  h  i s  kin  1  m a n  t o o . 

Pifi.  The  figo  for  thee  then  ! 

K.  Henry.  I  thank  you  :  God  be  with  you  ! 

Pifi.  My  name  is  Piiiol  call'd.  *  [Exit. 

K.  Henry.  It  forts  well  with  your  fiercenefs. 
Enter  Fiuellen,  and~Go*wer ,  federally. 

Gc-~lv.  Captain  Fiuellen, — 

Flu.  So !  in  the  name  of  Chefnu  Chriil:,  fpeak 
fewer.  It  is  the  greatei!  admiration  in  the  univerfal 
'orid,  when  the  true  and  auncient  prerogatifes  and 
laws  of  the  wars  is  not  kept :  if  you  would  take  the 
pains  but  to  examine  the  wars  of  Ponrpey  the  great, 
you  fnall  find,  I  warrant  you,  that  there  is  no  tittle 
tattle,  nor  pfbble  pabble,  in  Pompey's  camp ;  I 
warrant  you,  you  mal.l  find  the  ceremonies  of  the 
wars,  and  the  cares  of  it,  and  the  forms  of  it,  and  the 
fobriety  of  it,  and  the  modcity  of  it,  to  be  otherwife. 
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Genu.  Why,  the  enemy  is  load ;  you  heard  him 
all  night. 

Flu,  If  the  enemy  is  an  aft  and  a  fool,  and  a  pra- 
ting coxcomb,  is  it  meet,  think  you,  that  we  ihould 
alio,  look  you,  be  an  afs,  and  a  fool,  and  a  prating 
coxcomb  ;  in  your  own  confcience  now  ? 

Go<w.  I  will  fpeak  lower. 

f}u,  I  pray  you,  and  nefeech  you,  that  you  will. 

0xeimt. 

K.  Henry,  Though  it  appear  a  little  out  of  falhion, 
there  is  much  care  and  valour  in  this  Wehhman. 
Enter  three  Soldiers,   John  Bates,   Aiexunder  Court, 
and  Michael  Williams. 

Court.  Brother  joim  Bates,  is  not  that  the  morning 
which  breaks  yonder  ? 

Bates.  I  think  it  be  :  but  we  have  no  great  caufe 
to  defire  the  approach  of  day. 

Will,  We  fee  yonder  the  beginning  of  the  day, 
but,  I  think,  we  mail  never  fee  the  end  of  it. — Wno 
goes  there  ? 

K.  Henry.  A  friend. 

Will.  Under  what  captain  ferve  you? 

K.  Henry.  Under  Sir  Thomas  Erpingham. 

Will.  A  good  old  commander,  and  a  moft  kind 
gentleman:  f  pray  you,  what  thinks  he  of  our  eftate? 

K.  Henry.  Even  as  men  wreck'd  upon  aTand,  that 
look  to  be  wafh'd  off  the  next  tide. 

Bates.  He  hath  not  told  his  thought  to  the  king  ? 

K.  Henry.  No  ;  nor  it  is  not  meet  he  mould. — For, 
though  I  fpeak  it  to  you,  I  think,  the  king  is  but  a 
man,  as  I  am  :  the  violet  fmells  to  him,  as  it  doth  to 
me :  the  element  (hews  to  him,  as  it  doth  to  me ; 
all  his  fenfes  have  but  human  conditions  :  his  ceremo- 
nies laid  by,  in  his  nakednefs  he  appears  but  a  man  ; 
and  though  his  affections  are  higner  mounted  than 
ours,  yet,  when  they  lloop,  they  lloop  with  the  like 
wings  therefore,  when  he  fees  reafon  of  fears,  as 
we  do,  his  fears,  out  of  doubt,  be  of  the  lame  reiihh 
-as  oars  are:  Yet,  in  reafon,  no  man  mould  poffefs 
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him  with  any  appearance  of  fear,  left  he,  by  mewing 
it,  mould  diihearteja  his  army. 

Bates,  He  may  (hew  v/hat  outward  courage  he  will : 
but,  I  believe,  as  cold  a  night  as  'tis,  he  could  wiih 
himfelf  in  the  Thames  up  to  the  neck ;  and  fo  I  would 
he  were,  and  I  by  him,  at  all  adventures,  fo  we  were 
quit  here. 

K.  Henry.  By  my  troth,  I  will  fpedk  my .confcience 
of  the  king  ;  1  think  he  would  not  wifti  himfelf  any 
where  but  where  he  is. 

Bates.  Then,  'would  he  were  here  alone ;  fo  mould 
he  be  fure  to  be  raiifom'd,  and  a  many  poor  men's 
lives  fav'd. 

K.Henry.  I  dare  fay,  yoa  love  him  not  fo  ill,  to  wiih 
him  here  alone;  howfoever  you  fpeak  this,  to  feel 
other  men's  minds  :  Methiaks,  I  could  not  die  any 
where  fo  contented,  as  in  the  king's  company ;  his 
caufe  being  jail,  and  his  quarrel  honourable. 

Will.  T  hat's  more  than  we  know. 

Bates.  Ay,  or  more  than  we  mould  fcek  after:  for 
we  know  enough,  if  we  know  we  are  the  king's  fub- 
jecls  :  if  his  caufe  be  wrong,  our  obedience  to  the 
king  wipes  the  crime  of  it  out  of  us. 

Will.  But  if  the  caufe  be  not  go  3d,  the  king  him- 
felf hath  a  heavy  reckoning  to  make  ;  when  aii  thofe 
legs,  and  arms,  and- heads,  chopp'd  oiF  in  a  battle, 
mall  join  together  at  the' latter  day,  and  cry  all — We 
dy'd  at  fuch  a  pkee  5  forne,  (wearing  ;  fome,  crying 
for  a  furgeon  ;  iome,  upon  their  wives  left  poor  behind 
them ;  fome,  upon  the  debts  they  owe ;  iome,  upon 
their  children  rawly  left.  I  am  afeard  there  are  few 
die  well,  that  die  m  a  battle ;*  for  how  can  they  cha- 
ritably difpoic  of  any  thing,  when  blood  is  their  ar- 
gument? Now,  if  tkefe  men  do  not  die  well,  it  will 
be  a  black  matter  for  the  king  that  led  them  to  it ; 
whom  to  difobey,  were  againh  all  proportion  of  fub- 
jection. 

K.Henry.  So,  ifafon,  that  is  by  his  father  fent 
about  merchandize,  do  finfuliy  roifcarry  upon  the  fea% 
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the  imputation  of  his  wickednefs,by  your  rule,  mould 
be  impofed  upon  his  father  that  fent  him  :  or  if  afer- 
vant,  under  his  mailer's  command,  tranfporting  a  fum 
of  money,  be  affail'd  by  robbers,  and  die  in  many  ir- 
reconeiPd  iniquities,  you  may  call  the  bufmefs  of  the 
mailer  the  author  of  the  fervant's  damnation  :— But 
this  is  not  fo :  the  king  is  not  bound  to  anfwer  the  par- 
ticular endings  of  his  foldiers,  the  father  of  his  fon, 
nor  the  mailer  of  his  fervant ;  for  they  purpofe  not 
their  death,  when  they  purpofe  their  fer vices.  Be- 
fides,  there  is  no  king,  be  his  caufe  never  fo  fpotlefs, 
if  it  come  to  die  arbitrament  of  fwords,  can  try  it  out 
v/ith  all  unfpotted  foldiers.  Some,  perad venture,  have 
on  thern  the  guilt  of  premeditated  and  contrived  mur- 
der;  fome,  of  beguiling  virgins  with  the  broken  feals 
of  perjury  :  fome,  making  the  wars  their  bulwark, 
that  have  before  gored  the  gentle  bofom  of  peace  with 
pillage  and  robbery.  Now  if  thefe  men  have  defeated 
the  law,  and  outrun  native  punimrnent,  though  they 
can  out-ftrip  men,  they  have  no  wings  to  fly  from  God: 
war  is  his  beadle,  war  is  his  vengeance  ;  fo  that  here 
men  arepunifh'd,  for  before-breach  of  the  king's  laws, 
in  now  the  king's  quarrel ;  where  they  feared  the 
death,  they  have  borne  lift  away ;  and  where  they 
would  be  fafe,  they  periGa :  Then  if  they  die  unpro- 
vided, no  more  is  the  king  guilty  of  their  damnation, 
than  he  was  before  guilty  of  thofe  impieties  for  the 
which  they  are  now  viiited.— Every  fubjecYs  duty  is 
the  king's;  but  every  fubjeeYs  foul  is  hisown,  There- 
fore mould  every  foldier  in  the  wars  do  as  every  lick 
man  in  his  bed,  wafh  every  moth  out  of  his  confei- 
ence  ;  and  dying  fo,  death  is  to  him  advantage ;  or 
not  dying,  the  time  was  bleiTedly  3 oft,  wherein  fuch 
preparation  was  gained :  and,  in  him  that  efcapes,  it 
were  not  fm  to  think,  that,  making  God  fo  free  an 
offer,  he  let  him  out-live  that  day  to  fee  his  greatnefs, 
and  to  teach  others  how  they  mould  prepare. 

Will.  JTis  certain,  that  every  man  that  dies  ill ,  the  ill 
is  upon  his  own  head,  the  king  is  not  to  anfwer  for  iL 
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Bates.  I  do  not  defire  he  fhould  anfwer  for  me  s  and 
yet  I  determine  to  fight  iufiily  for  him. 

K.  Henry.  I  myfelf  heard  the  king  jay,  he  would 
not  be  ranfom'd. 

Will.  Ay,  he  faid  fo,  to  make  us  light  cheerfully; 
but,  when  our  throats  are  cut,  he  may  be  ranfom'd, 
and  we  ne'er  the  wifer. 

K.  Henry.  If  I  live  to  fee  it,  I  will  never  truft  his 
word  after. 

Will.  You  pay  him  then !  that's  a  perilous  mot  out 
cf  an  elder  gun,  that  a  poor  and  private  difpleafure 
can  do  againft  a  monarch!  you  may  as  well  go  about 
to  turn  the  fun  to  ice,  with  fanning  in  his  face  with  a 
peacock's  feather.  You'll  never  truft  his  word  after! 
come,  'tis  a  tbolilh  faying. 

K.  Henry.  Your  reproof  is  fomething  too  round  :  I 
mould  be  angry  with  you,  if  the  time  were  convenient. 

Will.  Let  it  be  a  quarrel  between  us,  if  you  live. 

K.  Henry.  I  embrace  it. 

Will.  How  fhall  I  know  thee  again  ? 

K.  Henry.  Give  me  any  gage  of  thine,  and  I  will 
wear  it  in  my  bonnet ;  then,  if  ever  thou  dar'ft  ac- 
knowledge it,  I  will  make  it  my  quarrel. 

Will.  Here's  my  glove;  give  me  another  of  thine. 

K.  Henry.  There. 

Will.  This  will  I  alfo  wear  in  my  cap  :  if  ever  thou 
come  to  me  and  fay,  after  to-morrow,  This  is  myglc-^e, 
by  this  hand,  I  will  take  thee  a  box  on  the  ear. 

K.  Henry.  If  ever  I  live  to  fee  it,  I  will  challenge  it. 

Will.  Thou  dar'ft  as  well  be  hang'd. 

K.  Henry.  Well,  I  will  do  it,  though  1  take  thee 
in  the  king's  company. 

Will.  Keep  thy  word  ;  fare  thee  well. 

Bates.  Befriends,  you  Englim  fools,  befriends; 
we  have  French  quarrels  enough,  if  you  could  tell 
how  to  reckon. 

K.  Henry.  Indeed,  the  French  may  lay  twenty 
French  crowns  to  one,  they  will  beat  us;  for  they 
J*ear  them  on  their  ihoulders :  But  it  is  no  Englifja 
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treafon  to  cut  French  crowns ;  and,  to-  mcrrow,  the 
king  himfelf  will  be  a  clipper.  [Exeunt foldiers. 

Upon  the  king  !  let  us  our  lives,  our  fouls, 
Cur  debts,  our  careful  wives,  our  children,  and 
Our  fins ,  lay  on  the  king  ;  we  muft  bear  all. 
O  hard  condition  S  twin-born  with  greatnefs. 
Subjected  to  the  breath  of  every  fool, 
Whofe  fenfe  no  more  can  feel  but  his  own  wringing! 
What  infinite  heart's  eafe  hiufl  kings  neglecl, 
That  private  men  enjoy  ?  and  what  have  kings, 
That  privates  have  not  too,  nve  ceremony  ? 
Save  general  ceremony  ? 
And  what  art  thou,  thou  idol  ceremony? 
What  kind  of  God  art  thou,  that  fairer' ft  more 
Of  mortal  griefs,  than  do  thy  wrorlhippers  ? 
What  are  thy  rents?  what  are  thy  comings-in? 

0  ceremony,  mew  me  but  thy  worth  ! 
Wrhat  is  thy  foul,  O  adoration  ? 

Art  thou  aught  elfe  but  place,  degree,  and  form, 
Creating  awe  and  fear  in  other  men  ? 
Wherein  thou  art  lefs  happy  being  fear'd, 
Than  they  in  fearing. 

What  drink'ft  thou  oft,  inftead  of  homage  fweet, 
But  poifon'd  flattery  ?  O,  be  fick,  great  greatnefs, 
And  bid  thy  ceremony  give  thee  cure  ! 
Think'ft  thou,  the  fiery  fever  will  go  out, 
With  titles  blown  from  adulation  ? 
Will  it  give  place  to  flexure  and  low  bending  ? 
Can'ft  thou,  when  thou  command'!!,  the  beggar's  knee, 
Command  the  health  of  it  ?  No,  thou  proud  dream, 
That  play  Yi  fo  fubtly  with  a  king's  repofe, 

1  am  a  king,  that  find  thee;  and  I  know, 
'Tis  not  the  balm,  the  fceptre,  and  the  ball, 
The  fword,  the  mace,  the  crown  imperial, 
The  enter- tifiued  robe  of  gold  and  pearl, 
The  farfed  title  running  'fore  the  king, 
The  throne  he  fits  on,  nor  the  tide  of  pomp 
That  beats  upon  the  high  fliore  of  the  world, 
No,  not  all  thefe,  thrice-gorgeous  ceremony, 
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Not  all  thefe,  laid  in  bed  majeftical, 
Can  fleep  fo  found ly  as  the  wretched  ilave  ; 
Who,  with  a  body  filPd,  and  vacant  mind, 
Gsts  him  to  reft,  cramm'd  with  dillrefsful  bread, 
Never  fees  horrid  night,  the  child  of  hell; 
But,  like  a  lacquey,  from  the  rife  to  fet, 
Sweats  in  the  eye  of  Phoebus,  and  all  night 
Sleeps  in  Elyfium  ;  next  day,  after  dawn, 
Doth  rife,  and  help  Hyperion  to  his  horfe; 
And  follow  fo  the  ever- running  year 
With  profitable  labour,  to  his  grave  : 
And,  but  for  ceremony,  fuch  a  wretch, 
Winding  up  days  with  toil,  and  nights  with  fleep, 
Kad  the  forehand  and  vantage  of  a  king. 
The  Have,  a  member  cf  the  country's  peace, 
Enjoys  it ;  but  in  grofs  brain  little  wots, 
What  watch  the  king  keeps  to  maintain  the  peace, 
Whofe  hours  the  peafant  bed  advantages. 

Enter  Erpingham. 

Erp.  My  lord,  your  nobles,  jealous  of  your  abfence* 
Seek  through  your  camp  to  find  you. 

K.  Henry.  Good  old  knight, 
Collect  them  altogether  at  my  tent : 
I'll  be  before  thee. 

Erf.  I  fhall  do't,  my  lord.  [ Exit. 

K.  Hairy.  O  God  of  battles !  Heel  my  foldiers  hearts ! 
FofTefs  them  not  with  fear  :  take  from  them  now 
The  fenfe  of  reckoning,  if  the  oppofed  numbers 
Pkck  their  hearts  from  them! — Not  to-day,  O  Lord, 

0  not  to-day,  think  not  upon  the  fault 
My  father  made  in  comparting  the  crown  ! 

1  Richard's  body  have  interred  new ; 

And  on  it  have  beftow'd  more  contrite  tear3, 
Than  from  it  iilued  forced  drops  of  blood. 
Fh  e  hundred  poor  I  have  in  yearly  pay, 
Who  twice  a  day  their  wkher'd  hands  hold  up 
Toward  heaven,'  to  pardon  blood  ;  and  I  have  buik 
Two  chantries,  where  the  fad  and  folemn  prielts 
Smg  ftill  for  Pochard's  foul.    More  will  X  do ; 
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Though  all  that  I  can  do,  is  nothing  worth  ;  j 
Since  that  my  penitence  comes  after  all, 
Imploring  pardon. 

Enter  Glojler. 

Glo.  My  liege  ! 

K.  Henry.  My  brother  Glofter's  voice  ! — Ay  ; 
I  know  thy  errand,  I  will  go  with  thee : — 
The  day,  my  friends,  and  all  things  ftay  for  me. 

[Exeunt.'  ■ 

SCENE  II. 
Tie  French  Camp. 
Enter  the  Dauphin,  Orleans,  Rambures,  and  Beaumont. 

Or/.  The  fun  doth  gild  our  armour;  up,  my  lords. 

Dau.  Montez  a  cheval : — My  horfe  !  valet/  lac- 
quey !  ha ! 

Or/.  O  brave  fpirit ! 

Dau.  Via!— lei  eaux  &  la  terre.  ~- 

Orl  Rien  plus  ?  Pair  &  le  feu.-  

Dau.  del!  couim  Orleans !  — 

Enter  Conjlahle. 
Now,  my  lord  Conflable  1 

Con.  Hark,  how  our  Heeds  for  prefent  fervice  neighl 

Dau.  Mount  them ,  and  make  incifion  in  thci  r  hides ; 
That  their  hot  bloods  may  fpin  in  Engliili  eyes, 
And  daunt  them  with  fuperfluous  courage  :  Ha  ! 

Ram.  What,  will  you  have  them  weep  our  horfes' 
blood  ? 

How  mail  we  then  behold  their  natural  tears  ? 
Enter  a  Meffenger. 
Mejf.  The  Engliih  are  embattled,  you  French  peers. 
Con.  To  horfe,  you  gallant  princes !  ftrait  to  horfe  ! 
Do  but  behold  yon  poor  and  iiarved  band, 
And  your  fair  mew  mall  fuck  away  their  fouls. 
Leaving  them  bat  the  fkales  and  hulks  of  men, 
There  is  not  work  enough  for  all  our  hands ; 
Scarce  blood  enough  in  all  their  fickly  veins, 
To  give  each  naked  curdc-axe  a  ftain. 
That  our  French  gallants  mail  to-dav  draw  out* 
L.I  2  * 


4H 


KING    KEN  R.Y  V. 


And  fheath  for  lack  of  fport ;  let  us  but  blow  on  them. 
The  vapour  of  our  valour  will  o'erturn  them. 
?Tis  politive  againft  all  exceptions,  lords, 
That  our  faperflaous  lacqueys,  and  our  peafants, — 
Who,  in  unnecefiary  action,  fwarm 
About  our  fquares  of  battle, — were  enough 
To  purge  this  field  of  fuch  a  hilding^foe  ; 
Though  we,  upon  this  mountain's  bans  by, 
Took  Hand  for  idle  i peculation  : 
But  that  our  honours  m*ft  not. — What's  to  fay  ? 
A  very  little  little  let  us  do, 
And  all  is  done.    Then  let  the  trumpets  found 
The  tucket  fonance,  and  the  note  to  mount : 
For  our  approach  fhall  fo  much  dare  the  field, 
That  England  fhall  couch  down  in  fear,  and  yield. 
Enter  Grand  pre. 

Grand.  Why  do  yen  ftayfo  long,  my  lords  of  France? 
Yon  iiland  carrions,  defperate  of  their  bones, 
lil-favour'dly  become  the  morning  field  ! 
Their  ragged  curtains  poorly  are  let  loofe, 
And  our  air  (hakes  them  palling  fcornfuliy, 
Big  Mars  feems  bankrupt  in  their  beggar'd  hoft, 
And  faintly  through  a  nifty  beaver  peeps. 
Their  horfemen  fit  like  fixed  candlclticks, 
With  torch-  ftaves  in  their  hand  ;  and  their  poor  jades 
Lob  down  their  heads,  dropping  the  hide  and  hips ; 
The  gum  down  roping  from  their  pale-dead  eyes  ; 
And  in  their  pale-doll  mouths  the  gimmal  bit 
Lies  foul  with  chew'd  grafs,  flill  and  motionlefs  ; 
And  their  executors,  trie  knavifh  crows, 
Fly  o'er  them  all,  impatient  for  their  hour. 
Defcription  cannot  fuit  itfelf  in  words, 
To  demoniirate  the  life  of  fuch  a  battle 
Jn  life  fo  lifdefs  as  it  fhews  itfelf. 

Con.  They  have  faid  their  prayers,  and  they  flay  - 
for  death. 

Dau.  Shall  we  go  fend  them  dinners,  and  frefh  fuits> 
And  give  their  falling  horfes  provender, 
And  afr.er  fight  with  them  ? 
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Con.  I  ftay  bat  for  my  guard ;  On,  to  the  Held  ; 
I  will  the  banner  from  a  trumpet  take, 
And  ufe  it  for  my  halte.    Come,  come  away  ! 
The  fun  is  high,  and  we  out-wear  the  day. 

[  Exeunt . 

SCENE  III. 

The  Englijh  Camp, 

Enter  Glojier,  Bedford,  Exeter,  Erpingham,  with  all 
the  E?iglifn  Heft  ;  Salifoury  and  Wejhuoreland. 

Glo.  Where  is  the  king  ? 

Bed.  The  king  himfelf  has  .rode  to  view  their  battle. 
Weft.  Of  fighting  men  they  have  full  threefcore 
thoufand. 

Exe.  There's  five  to  one;  befides,  they  all  are  frefh. 

Sal.  God's  arm  ftrike  with  us  S  'tis  a  fearful  odds. 
God  be  wi'  you,  princes  all ;  I'll  to  my  charge : 
If  we  no  more  meet,  till  we  meet  in  heaven, 
Then  joyfully, — my  noble  lord  of  Bedford, — 
My  dear  lord  Glo  iter — and  my  good  lord  Exeter, — 
And  my  kind  kinfman, — warriors  all,  adieu  ! 

Bed.  Farewell,  good  Salisbury  ;  and  good  luck  go 
with  thee  ! 

Exe.  to  Sal.  Farewell,  kind  lord!  right  valiantly 
to-day  : 

And  yet  I  do  thee  wrong  to  mind  thee  of  it, 
For  thou  art  fram'd  of  the  firm  truth  of  valour. 

[Exit  Salifoury. 
Bed.  He  is  as  full  of  valour,  as  of  kindnefs ; 
Princely  in  both. 

Enter  King  Henry. 

Weft.  O,  that  we  now  had  here 
But  one  ten  thoufand  of  thofe  men  in  England, 
That  do  no  work  to-day  ! 

K.  Henry.  What's  he  that  withes  fo? 
My  coufm  Weftmoreland  ! — No,  my  fair  coufin: 
If  we  are  mark'd  to  die,  we  are  enough 
To  do  our  country  lofs ;  and  if  to  live, 
The  fewer  men,  the  greater  rhare  of  honour. 
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God's  will  S  I  pray  thee,  wifh  not  one  man  more. 

By  Jove,  I  am  not  covetous  for  gold;  . 

Nor  care  I,  who  doth  feed  upon  my  coil ; 

It  yearns  me  not,  if  men  my  garments  wear; 

Such  outward  things  dwell  not  in  my  defires : 

But,  if  it  be  a  fin,  to  covet  honour, 

I  am  the  moft  offending  foul  alive.  v 

No,  'faith,  my  coz,  wifh  not  a  man  from  England 

God's  peace  !  I  would  not  lofe  fo  great  an  honour, 

As  one  man  more,  methinks,  would  mare  from  me. 

For  the  bell  hope  I  have.    O,  do  not  wifh  one  more. 

Rather  proclaim  it,  WeitrnoreLmd ,  through  mv  ho  it 

That  he  which  hath  no  flomach  to  this  fight, 

Let  him  depart;  his  pafipcrt  (hall  be  made, 

And  crowns  for  convoy  put  into  his  purie  : 

We  would  not  die  in  that  man's  company, 

That  fears  his  fellowship  to  die  with  us. 

This  day  is  cali'd — the  feail  of  Crifpian: 

He,  that  out-lives  this  day,  and  comes  fafe  heme,. 

W31  ftand  a- tip -toe  when  this  day  is  nam'd, 

And  roufe  him  at  the  name  of  Crifpian  : 

He,  that  (hall  live  this  day.,  and  fee  old  age, 

Will  yearly  on  the  vigil  feail  his  friends, 

And  fay — To-morrow  is  faint  Crifpian  : 

Then  will  he  ftrip  his  fleeve,  and  ihew  his  fears. 

Old  men  forget ;  yet  all  {hall  be  forgot, 

But  they'll  remember  with  advantages, 

What  feats  they  did  that  day  :  Then  mall  our  name.- 

Familiar  in  their  mouth  as  houfhold  words, — 

Harry,  the  king,  Bedford,  and  Exeter, 

Warwick,  ana  Talbot,  Salihbury,  and  Glodcr, — 

Be  in  their  Mowing  cups  frefhly  rtmernber'd : 

This  fi:ory-  iliall  tne  good  man  teach  his  ion  : 

And  Crifpin  Crifpian  (hall  ne'er  go  by, 

From  this  day  to  the  ending  of  the  world, 

Bat  we  in  it  mail  be  remembered : 

We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  band  of  brothers  :  . 

For  he  to-day  that  £heds  his  blood  with  me, 

Shall  be  my  brother ;  be  he  ne'er  fo  vile* 
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This  day  (hall  gentle  his  condition  : 
And  gentlemen  in  England,  now  a-bed, 
Shall  think  themfelves  accurs'd  they  were  not  here  ; 
And  hold  their  manhoods  cheap,  while  any  fpeaks, 
That  fought  with  us  upon  faint  Criipin's  day. 
Enter  S^Ii/lury. 

Sal.  My  fovereign  lord  bellow  yourfelf  with  fpeed : 
The  French  are  bravely  in  their  battles  fet, 
And  will  with  all  expedience  charge  on  us. 

K.  Henty.  All  things  are  ready,  if  our  minds  be  fo. 

Weft,  Peri  Hi  the  man  whofe  mind  is  backward  now  ! 

K.  Henry.  Thou  doll  not  with  more  help  from  En- 
gland, coufm  ? 

Weft.  God's  will,  my  liege,  'would  you  and  I  alone, 
Without  more  help,  might  right  this  battle  out! 

K.  Henry.  Why,  now  thou  haft  unwifh'd  five  thou- 
sand men ; 

Which  likes  me  better,  than  to  wifh  us  one.— 
You  know  your  places :  God  be  with  you  ail ! 
Tucket.    Enter  Monijoy. 
Mont.  Once  more  I  come  to  know  of  thee,  king 
Harry, 

If  for  thy  ranfom  thou  wilt  now  compound, 

Before  thy  moft  affured  over-throw  : 

For,  certaialy,  thou  art  fo  near  the  gulf, 

Thou  needs  mail  be  englutted.    Befides,  in  mercy. 

The  Conftable  defires  thee — thou  wilt  mind 

Thy  followers  of  repentance  ;  that  their  fouls 

May  make  a  peaceful  and  a  fweet  retire 

From  off  thefe  fields,  where  (wretches)  their  poor 

bodies 
Muft  lye  and  fefter. 

K.  Henry.  Who  hath  fent  thee  now  ? 
•    Mont.  The  Conitable  of  France. 

K.  Henry.  I  pray  thee,  bear  my  former  anfwer  back ; 
Bid  them  atchleve  me,  and  then  fell  my  bones. 
Good  God  !  why  mould  they  mock  poor  fellows  thus.  ? 
The  man  that  once  did  fell  the  lion's  fkia. 
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While  the  bestft  liv'd,  was  kill'd  with  hunting  him. 
A  many  of  our  bodies  mall,  no  doubt,  '. 
Find  native  grates ;  upon  the  which,  I  tfruftj 
Shall  witnefs  live  in  brafs  of  this  day's  work  : 
And  tkofe  that  leave  their  valiant  bones  in  France, 
Dying  like  men,  though  buried  in  your  dunghills, 
They  mall  be  fam'd ;  for  there  the  fun  mall  greet  them, 
And  draw  their  honours  reeking  up  to  heaven  ; 
Leaving  their  eartHy  parts  to  choak  your  clime, 
The  fmeil  whereof  mall  breed  a  plague  in  France. 
Mark  then  a  bounding  valour  in  our  Englifh ; 
That,  being  dead,  like  to  bullet's  grazing, 
Breaks  out  into  a  fecond  courfe  of  mifchief, 
Killing  in  relapfe  of  mortality. 
Let  me  fpeak  proudly  ; — Tell  the  Comlable, 
We  are  but  warrriors  for  the  working-day  : 
Our  gaynefs,  and  our  gilt,  are  ail  befmirch'd 
With  rainy  marching  in  the  painful  field ; 
There's  not  a  piece  of  feather  in  our  holt, 
(Good  argument,  I  hope,  we  mall  not  fly) 
And  time  hath  worn  us  into  flovenry : 
But,  by  the  mafs,  our  hearts  are  in  the  trim: 
And  my  poor  foldiers  tell  me — yet  ere  night 
They'll  be  in  fre flier  robes  ;  or  they  will  pluck 
The  gay  new  coats  o'er  the  French  foldiers'  heads, 
And  turn  them  out  of  fervice.    If  they  do  tins, 
(As,  if  God  pleafe,  they  mail)  my  ranfom  then 
Will  focn  be  levy'd.    Herald,  fave  thy  labour  ; 
Come  thou  no  more  for  ranfom,  gentle  herald  ; 
They  (hall  have  none,  I  fwear,  but  thefe  my  joints : 
Which  if  they  have  as  I  will  leave  'em  to  them, 
Shall  yield  them  little,  tell  the  Conilable. 

Mmt.  I  mall,  king  Harry.  And  fo  fare  thee  well. 
Thou  never  (halt  hear  herald  any  more.  [Exit* 

K.  Henry,  I  fear,  thou'lt  once  more  come  again 
for  ranfom. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  York. 

York.  My  lord,  moll  humbly  on  my  knee  \  beg 
The  leading  of  the  vaward. 
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K.  Henry,  Take  it,  brave  York. — Now  foldiers, 
march  away  : 
And  how  thou  pleafeil,  God,  difpofe  the  day! 

[Exeunt. 

S    C    E    N    E  IV. 
The  Field  of  Battle, 
Alarum,  excurfions.    Enter  Piftol,  French  Soldier,  and 
Boy, 

Fiji,  Yield,  cur. 

Fr.  Sol.  Je  penfe\  que  <vous  eftes  le  gentilhomme  de 
bonne  qualite, 

Pift,  Quality,  call  you  me  ? — Conftrue  me,  art  thou 
a  gentleman?  What  is  thy  name?  difcufs. 
Fr.  Sol.  O  feigneur  Dim! 

Pift,  O,  lignieur  Dew  mould  be  a  gentleman : — 
Perpend  my  words,  O  lignieur  Dew,  and  mark  ; — 
O  fignieur  Dew,  thou  dy'ft  on  point  of  fox, 
Except,  O  iigneur,  thou  do  give  to  me 
Egregious  ranfom. 

Fr.  Sol.  O,  prennez  mifericorde  !  ay  ex  pitie  de  moy, 

Pift,  Moy  mail  not  ferve,  I  will  have  forty  rnoys  ? 
For  I  will  fetch  thy  rim  out  at  thy  throat, 
In  drops  of  crimfon  blood. 

Fr.  Sol.  Eft  il  impofjible  d^efchapper  la  force  de  ton 
bras  P 

Pift,  Brafs,  cur. 
Thou  damned  and  luxurious  mountain  goat, 
Oirer'il  me  brafs  ? 

Fr.  Sol.  O  pardonnez  moi  ! 

Pift.  Say 'it.  thou  me  fo  ?  is  that  a  ton  of  moys? 
—Come  hither,  boy ;  Alk  me  this  Have  in  French^ 
What  is  his  name  ? 

Boy.  Efcoutez  3  Comment  eftes  vous  appslle  P 

Fr.  Sol.  Monfeur  le  Fer, 

Boy,  He  fays  his  name  is- — mailer  Fer. 

Pift,  Mailer  Fer  !  I'll  fer  him  and  hrk  him,  and 
ferret  him  : — difcufs  the  fame  in  French  unto  him. 

Boy,  I  do  not  know  the  French  for  fer,  and  ferret, 
and  firk. 
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Pift.  Bid  him  prepare,  for  I  will  cut  his  throat. 
Fr.  Sol.  $>ue  dit-il,  monfeur  ! 

Boy.  11  mc  ccmtnande  vous  dire  -que  vous  <vcus  teniez 
fre/t  ;  car  cejoldat  icy  eft  difpcfe  tout  a  cette  heure  de  ecu- 
per  vcftre  gcrge. 

Fiji.  Ouy,  ccuper  gorg£,  par  ma^fcy,  pefant, 
L'nlefs  then  give  me  crowns,  brave  crowns ; 
Or  mangled  (halt  thou  be  by  this  my  fword. 

Fr.  Sol.  O,  je  vous  fupplie pour  Pa?ncur  de  Dieu, 
ty*  pardonner  !  Je  fuis.gentilhcmme  de  bonne  ?nc.iJon  ; 
gardez  via  vie,  &  je  vcus  denneray  deux  cents  ejus. 

Fiji.  What  are  his  words? 

Boy,  He  prays  you  to  fave  his  life  ;  he  is  a  gentle- 
man of  a  good  houfe ;  and,  for  his  ranforn,  He  will 
give  you  two  hundred  crowns. 

Fiji.  Tell  him, — my  fury  mail  abate,  *md  I 
The  crowns  will  take. 

Fr.  Sol.  Petit  monfeur,  que  dit-il  ? 
Boy.  Encore  quit  eft  centre  Jon  jurement,  de  pardonner 
aucun  prijonnier  j  neantmcins ,  pour  les  efcus  que  vous  Pa- 
vez  pro?nettez,  il  eft  content  de  vous  dinner  la  huette,  le 
franckifement. 

Fr.  Sol.  our  ntes  gencux  je  vous  donnp  mille  remercic- 
mens :  C5  je  m'efiime  heureux  que  je  fuis  tcrnie  entre  les 
?nains  d'un  chevalier,  je  penfe,  le  plus  brave,  valiant, 
CJT  tres  dijtingzie  feigneur  d'  singlet  err  e. 
Pift.  Expound  unto  me,  boy. 
Boy.  He  gives  you,  upon  his  knees,  a  thoufand 
thanks;  and  efteems  himfelf  happy  that  he  hath  fallen 
into  the  hands  of  one  (as  he  thinks),  the  moll  brave, 
valorous,  and  thrice-worthy  fignieur  of  England. 

Pift.  As  I  fuck  blood,  I  will  fdms  mercy  (hew — 
Follow  me,  cur. 

Boy.  Suivez  vous  I e  grand  captains. 

[Lxe.  Piftol,  and  French  Soldier. 
I  did  never  know  fo  full  a  voice  iffue  from  fo  empty  a 

heart:  but  the  fac  ing  is  true,  The  empty  veiTel 

makes  thegreateft  found.  Bardolph,  and  Nym,  had 
ten  times  more  valour  than  this  rearing  devil  i'  the 
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old  play,  that  every  one  may  pare  his  nails  with  a 
wooden  dagger;  yet  they  are  bothhang'd;  and  fo 
would  this  be,  if  he  durft  Real  any  thing  advent'roufly. 
I  mull  flay  with  the  lacqueys,  with  the  luggage  of 
our  camp  :  the  French  might  have  a  good  prey  of. us, 
if  he  knew  of  it;  for  there  is  none  to  guard  ity  But 
boys.  {Exit. 
SCENE  V. 
Another  part  of  the  Field  of  Battle. 
Enter  Conjrable,  Orleans,  Bourbon,  Dauphin,  and  Ram- 
bur  es. 

Con.  O  diable! 

Orl,  O  feigneur  !—le  Jour  ejl  perdu,  tout  ejl  perdu  ! 
Dau.  Mort  de  ma  <vie  I  all  is  confounded,  all ! 
Reproach  and  everlailing  iTiame 

Sits  mocking  in  our  plumes.   \_AJbort  alarm. 

<J  ?nefchante  fortune  !— -Do  not  run  away, 

Con.  Why,  all  cur  ranks  are  broke. 

Dau.  O  perdurable  ihame  ! — let's  ftab  ourfelves. 
Be  thefe  the  wretches  that  we  play'd  at  dice  for? 

■  Orl.  Is  this  the  king  we  fent  to  for  his  ranfom  ? 

Bour.  Shame,  and  eternal  mame,  nothing  but  fhams I 
Let  us  die,  inftant : — Once  more  back  again ; 
And  he  that  will  not  follow  Bourbon  now, 
Let  him  go  hence,  and,  with  his  cap  in  hand, 
Like  a  bale  pander,  hold  the  chamber  door, 
Whilft  by  a  (lave,  no  gentler  than  my  dog, 
His  faired  daughter  is  contaminated. 

Con.  Bifcrder,  that  hath  fpoil'd  us,  friend  us  now ! 
Let  us,  in  heaps,  go  offer  up  our  lives 
Unto  thefe  Engiiih,  or  elfe  die  with  fame. 

Orl.  We  are  enough,  ^et  living  in  the  field, 
To  fmother  up  the  Englifh  in  our  throngs, 
If  any  order  might  be  thought  upon. 

Bour.  The  devil  take  order  now  1  I'll  to  the  throng ; 
Let  life  be  mort ;  elfc,  mame  will  be  too  long,  f  Exeunt. 
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SCENE  VI. 

Alar  inn.  Enter  King  H  enry  and  his  Train,  with  Pr  if  oners. 

K.  Henry.  Well  have  wc  done,  thrice-valiant  coun- 
trymen :  s 
But  all's  not  done,  yet  keep  the  French  the  field. 

Exe.  The  duke  of  York  commends  him  to  your 
majefty. 

K.  Henry.  Lives  he,  good  uncle?  Thrice,  within 
this  hour, 

I  few  him  down  ;  thrice  up  again,  and  fighting  ; 
From  helmet  to  the  fpur,  all  blood  he  was. 

Exe.  In  which  array  (brave  foldier)  doth  he  lie., 
Larding  the  plain :  and  by  his  bloody  fide 
(Yoke-fellow  to  his  honour-owing  wounds,) 
The  noble  earl  of  Suffolk  alfo  lies. 
Suffolk  fir  ft  dy'd:  and  York,  all  haggled  over, 
Comes  to  him,  where  in  gore  he  lay  infteep'd, 
And  takes  him  by  the  beard  ;  kiffes  the  games. 
That  bloodily  did  yawn  upon  his  face  ; 
And  cries  aloud, — Tarry,  dear  c:ufin  Suffolk  ! 
My  foul  Jhall  thine  keep  company  to  heaven  : 
Tarry,  fzveet  foul,  f of  mine,  then  fly  a-breaft  : 
As,  in  this  glorious  and  well-fought  en  field, 
iVe  kept  together  in  cur  chivalry  J 
Upon  thefe  words  I  came,  and  cheer'd  him  up ; 
lie  fniii'd  me  in  the  face,  raught  me  his  hand, 
And,  with  a  feeble  gripe,  {dys,—Dear  my  lord, 
Com?nend  my  fervice  to  my  Jbvereign. 
So  did  he  turn,  and  over  Suffolk's  neck 
He  threw  his  wounded  arriju  and  kifs'd  his  lips  ; 
And  fo,  efpous'd  to  death,  with  blood  he  feard 
A  teftament  of  noble-ending  love. 
The  pretty  and  fweet  manner  of  it  forc'd 
Thofe  waters  from  me,  which  I  would  have  flopp'd  ; 
But  I  had  not  fo  much  of  man  in  me, 
But  all  my  mother  came  into  mine  eyes, 
And  gave  me  up  to  tears. 
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K.  Henry.  I  blame  you  not; 
For,  hearing  this,  I  murl  peribice  compound 
With  miflfiil  eyes,  or  they  will  iifue  too. —  [Alarum. 
But,  h;u  k  !  what  new  alarum  is  this  Tame  ?  — 
The  French  have  re-iaforc'd  their  fcatter'd  men  : — 
Then  every  foidier  kill  his  prifoners  ; 
Give  the  word  through.  \  Exeunt. 

S    C    E    N    E  VII. 

Alarums  co.ii Late d ;  after  which,  enter  lluclhn  and 

Flu.  Kill  the  poys  and  the  luggage  !  'tis  exprefsly 
againft  the  law  of  arms:  'tis  as  arrant  a  piece  of  kna- 
very,, mark  you  now,  as  can  be  offer*d>  in  the  'orld: 
In  your  conscience  now,  is  it  not  ? 

Gov;*  ?Tis  certain,  there's  not  a  boy  left  alive;  and 
the  cowardly  rafcals,  that  ran  away  from  the  battle, 
have  done  this  (laughter :  beiides,  they  have  burn'd 
or  carried  away  all  that  was  in  the  king's  tent ;  where- 
fore the  king,  moft  worthily,  has  caus'd  every  foidier 
to  cut  his  prifoner's  throat.    O,  'tis  a  gallant  king  ! 

Flu.  Ay,  he  waspornat  Monmouth, captain  Gower  : 
What  call  you  the  town's  name,  where  Alexander  the 
pig  was  born  ? 

Go<w,  Alexander  the  Great. 

Flu.  Why,  I  pray  you,  is  not  pig,  great?  the  pig. 
or  the  great,  or  the  mighty,  or  the  huge,  or  the  mag- 
nanimoas,  are  all  one  reckoning,  fave  the  phrafe  is 
a  little  variations. 

Go-jj.  I  think,  Alexander  the  great  was  born  in 
Macedon  ;  his  father  was  called — Philip  of  Macedon, 
as  I  take  it. 

Flu.  I  think,  it  is  in  Macedon,  where  Alexander  is 
porn.  I  tell  yon,  captain, — If  you  look  in  the  maps 
of  the  'orld,  I  warrant,  you  jfhall  find,  in  the  compari- 
fons  between  Macedon  and  Monmouth,  that  the  fitu- 
ations,  look  you,  is  both  alike.  There  is  a  river  in 
Macedon  :  and  there  is  atfo,  moreover,  a  river  at  Mou- 
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mouth  :  it  is  call'd  Wye,  at  Monmouth ;  but  it  is  out 
of  my  prains,  what  is  the  name  of  the  other  river;  but 
'tis  all  one,  'tis  fo  like  as  my  fingers  is  to  my  fingers, 
and  there  is  falmons  in  both.  If  you  mark  Alexander's 
life  well,  Harry  of  Monmouth's  life  is  come  after  it 
indifferent  well;  for  there  is  figures  in  all  things. 
Alexander  (Got  knows,  and  you  know)  in  his  rages, 
and  his  furies,  and  his  wraths,  and  his  cholers,  and  his 
moods,  and  his  dilpieafures,  and  his  indignations,  and 
alfo  being  a  little  intoxicates  in  his  prains,  did  in  his 
ales  and  his  angers, look  you,  kill  his peil:  friend  Ciytus. 

Gc<w,  Our  king  is  not  like  him  in  that ;  he  never 
kill'd  any  of  his  friends. 

Flu.  It  is  not  well  done,  mark  you  now,  to  take  the 
tales  out  of  my  mouth,  ere  it  is  made  an  end  and 
finifh'd.  I  fpeak  but  in  figures  and  comparifons  of 
it :  As  Alexander  is  kill  his  friend  Ciytus,  being  in 
his  ales  and  his  cups ;  fo  alfo  Harry  Monmouth,  being 
in  his  right  wits  and  his  goot  judgments,  is  turn  away 
the  fat  knight  with  the  great  pelly-doublet :  he  was 
full  of  jefts,  and  gypes,  and  knaveries,  and  mocks  ; 
I  am  forget  his  name. 

Govj.  Sir  John  Falftaff. 

Flu.  That  is  he  :  I  tell  you,  there  is  goot  men  porn 
at  Monmouth. 

Goiv,  Here  comes  his  majerty. 

Alarum.   Enter  King  lenry,  Warwick,  Glcfter, 
Exeter ,  &c.  Flourijk. 

K.  Henry.  I  was  not  angry  fince  I  came  into  France, 
Until  this  inibint. — Take  a  trumpet,  herald; 
Hide  thou  unco  the  horfemen  on  yon  hill  : 
If  they  will  fight  with  us,  bid  thern  come  down, 
Or  void  the  held  ;  they  do  offend  our  fight : 
If  they'll  do  neither,  we  will  come  to  them  ; 
And  make  them  fkir  away,  as  fwift  as  Hones 
Enforced  from  the  old  A  Syrian  flings  : 
Befides,  we'll  cut  the  throats  of  thole  we  have  ; 
And  not  a  man  of  them,  that  we  fliall  take, 
Shall  taflc  our  mercy      Go,  and  tell  them  fo. 


KIN  J  HEMR.Y 


Enter  Mo: it  joy. 

Ex.?.  Here  comes  die  her.ild  of  the  Frencb,  my  liege. 

Cf!o.  His  eyes  are  humbler  titan  they  us'd  to  be. 

K.Henry.  Ho  v  now  !  what  means  their  hsrald  ? 
Know 'ft  thou  not, 
Tint  I  have  fm'd  theie  bones  of  mine  for  ran fom  > 
Comht  thou  again  for  ranfom? 

Mont,  No,  great  King  : 
I  come  to  thee  for  charitable  licence, 
That  we  may  wander  o'er  this  bloody  field, 
To  book  our  dead,  and  then  to  bury  them  ; 
To  fort  our  nobles  from  our  common  men  ; 
For  many  of  our  princes  (woe  the  while  I) 
Lie  drown'd  and  foak'd  in  mercenary  blood : 
So  do  oar  vulgar  drench  their  peaiant  limbs 
In  blood  of  princes ;  ^vhile  their  wounded  fteeds 
Fret  fetlock  deep  in  gore,  and,  with  wild  rag.fr, 
Yerk  out  their  armed  heejs  at  their  dead  milters, 
Killing  them  twice.    O,  give  us  leave,  g. -j.it  king,,. 
To  view  the  field  in  fafety,  and  difpofe 
Of  their  dead  bodies. 

K.  Henry.  I  tell  thee  truly,*  herall, 
I  know  not,  if  the  day  be  ours,  or  no; 
For  yet  a  many  of  your  horfemen  peer^ 
And  gallop  o'er  the  field. 

Mont.  The  day  is  yours. 

K.  Henry.  Praife  be  God,  and  not  oar  firength, 
for  it !  

What  is  this  caftle  callM,  that  Hands  hard  by? 

£  Henry.  Then  call  we  Iris— the  field  of  Agi ncourt , 
Fought  on  the  day  of  Crifpin  Crifpianus. 

Flu.  Your  grandfather  of  famous  memory,  an?t 
pleafe  your  majelly,  and  your  great  uncle  Edward  the 
plack  prince  of  Wales,  as  I  have  read  in  the  chroni  - 
cles, fought  a  mo  \  prave  nattle  here  in  France. 


ue  :  If  your  majef 
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ties  is  remember'd  ©fit,  the  Welchmen  did  goot  fer- 
vice  in  a  garden  where  leeks  did  grow,  wearing  leeks 
in  their  Monmouth  caps ;  which  your  majejjy  knows, 
to  this  hour  is  an  honourable  padge  of  the  fervice  : 
and,  J  do  believe,  your  majefly  takes  no  (corn  to 
wear  the  leek  upon  St.  Tavy's  day. 

K.  /  enry.  I  wear  it  for  a  memorable  honour: 
For  I  am  Welfn,  you  know,  good  countryman. 

Flu.  Ail  the  water  in  Wye  cannot  warn  your  ma- 
jeiiy's  Wefh  plood  out  of  your  pody,  I  can  tell  you 
that :  Got  pie  is  and  preferve  it,  as  long  as  it  pleafes 
his  grace  and  his  majefly  too ! 

K.He  ny.  Thanks,  good  my  countryman. 

Flu.  By  Chefau,  I  am  your  majefly* s  countryman, 
I  care  not  who  know  it;  I  will  confefs  it  to  ail  the 
'orld  :  I  need  not  be  afhamde  of  your  majefly,  praifed 
be  Got,  fo  long  as  your  majefly  is  an  honeft  man. 

K.  Henry.  God  keep  me  fo  ! — Our  heralds  go  with 
him  ; 

.Enter  miliars. 
Bring  me  juil  notice  of  the  numbers  dead 
On  both  our  parts.- — -Call  yonder  fellow  hither. 

[Exeunt  "Mont joy  and  others* 
Free   Soldier,  you  niuft  come  to  the  king. 
K.  Henry.  Soldier,  why  wear'il  thou  that  glove  in 
thy  cap  ? 

Will.  An't  pleafe  your  majefly,  'tis  the  gage  of 
one  that  I  lhould  fight  withal,  if  he  be  alive. 
K.  Henry.  An  Englishman  ? 

Will.  An't  pleafe  your  majefly,  a  rafcal,  that 
fwaggered  with  me  laii  night :  who,  if  alive,  and 
if  ever  dare  to  challenge  this  glove,  I  have  fworn  to 
take  him  a  box  oJ  the  ear  ;  or,  if  I  can  fee  my  glove 
in  his  cap  (which,  he  fwore,  as  he  was  a  foidier,  he 
would  wear,  if  alive)  I  will  flrike  it  out  foundly. 

K.  Henry.  What  think  you,  captain  Fluellen  ?  is 
it  fit  this  foidier  mould  keep  his  oath  ? 

Flu.  He  is  a  craven  and  a  villain  elfe,  an't  pleafe 
your  majelly,  in  my  conference* 
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K.  Henry.  It  may  be,  his  enemy  is  a  gentleman  of 
great  fort,  quite  from  the  anfvver  of  his  degree. 

Flu.  Though  he  be  as  eoot  w  gentleman  as  the  te- 
vil  is,  as  Lucifer  and  Belzebub  himielf,  it  is  necef- 
lary,  look  your  grace,  that  he  keep  his  vow  and  his 
oath:  if  he  be  perjur'd,  fee  you  now,  his  reputation 
is  as  arrant  a  villain,  and  a  jack-fauce,  as  ever  his 
pkck  (hoe  trod  upon  Got's  ground  and  his  earth,  in 
my  confidence,  la. 

K.  Henry i  Then  keep  thy  vow,  firrah,  -  when  thou 
meet' ft  the  fellow. 

Will.  So  I  willj  my  liege,  as  I  live. 

K,  Henry,  Who  ferveft  thou  under  ? 

Will.  Under  Captain  Gower,  my  liege. 

Flu.  Gower  is  a  goot  captain  ;  and  is  goot  know- 
ledge and  literature  in  the  wars, 

K.  Henry.  Call  him  hither  to  me,  foldier* 

Will,  i  will,  my  liege.  [Exit. 

K.  Henry.  Here,  Fiudlen  ;  wear  thou  this  favour 
for  me,  and  flick  it  in  thy  cap  :  When  Aleneon  and 
myfelf  were  down  together,  I  pluck'dthis  glove  from 
his  helm  :  if  any  man  challenge  this,  he  is  a  friend  to 
Aleneon,  and  an  enemy  to  our  perfon ;  if  thou  en- 
counter any  fuch,  apprehend  him,  as  thou  doil  love  me. 

Flu.  Your  grace  does  me  as  great  honours,  as  can 
be  defir'd  in  the  hearts  of  his  fuhjeets:  I  would  fain 
fee  the  man,  that  has  but  two  legs,  that  mall  find 
himfelf aggriePd  at  this  glove,  that  is  all;  but  I 
would  fain  fee  it  once;  an  pleafe  Got  of  his  grace, 
that  I  might  fee  it. 

K.  Henry.  Know'fr,  thou  Gower? 

Flu.  He  is  my  dear  friend,  an  pleafe  you. 

K.  Kenry.  Pray  thee,  go  feek  him,  and  bring  him 
to  my  tent. 

Flu.  I  will  fetch  him.  [Exit. 

X.  Henry,  My  lord  of  Warwick, — and  my  brother 
Glofler, — 
Follow  Fluelien  clofely  at  the  heels : 
The  glove^  which  I  have  given  him  for  a  favour, 
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May,  hkply,  purchafe  him  a  box  o'  the  car ; 

It  is  the  foldier's  ;  I,  by  bargain,  mould 

Wear  it- my felf.    Follow,  good  coufm  Warwick  : 

If  that  the  foidier  flrike  him,  (as,  I  judge 

By  his  blunt  bearing,  he  will  keep  his  word) 

Some  fadden  mifchief  may  arife  of  it : 

For  I  do  know  Fiuellen  valiant,  ^ 

And,  touch'd  with  choler,  hot  as  gunpowder, 

And  quickly  he'll  return  an  injury  : 

Follow,  and  fee  there  be  no  harm  between  them. — 

Go  you  with  me,  uncle  of  Exeter.  [Exeunt. 

S   C  E  N  E  vni. 

Before  King  Henry's  Pavilion. 
Enter  Gozver  and  Williams. 
Will.  I  warrant,  it  is  to  knight  you,  captain. 

Enter  Fiuellen. 
Flu.  Got's  will  and  his  pleafure,  captain,  I  pe- 
feech  you  now,  come  apace  to  the  king :  there  is 
more  goot  toward  you,  peradventure,  than  is  in  yoar 
knowledp-e  to  dream  of. 

Will.  Sir,  know  you  this  glove  ? 

Flu.  Know  the  glove?  I  know,  the  glove  is  a  glove. 

Will.  I  know  this ;  and  thus  I  challenge  it. 

[  Strikes  him. 

Flu.  'Sblud  an  arrant  traitor,  as  any's  in  the  uru- 
verfal  'orkl,  or  in  France,  or  in  England. 

Go-.u.  How  now,  fir  ?  you  villain  ! 

Will.  Do  you  think  Fll  be  forfwomf 

Flu.  Stand  away,  captain  Gov/er;  I  will  give  tr:a- 
fon  his  payment  into  plows,  I  warrant  you. 

Will.  I  am  no  traitor. 

Flu.  That's  a  lie  in  thy  throat. — I  charge  you  in 
his  majeily's  name,  apprehend  him ;  he's  a  friend  of 
the  duke  AlencoiVs. 

Enter  Warwick  and  Glojler. 

War.  How  now,  how  now !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Flu.  My  lord  of  Warwick,  here  is  (praifed  be  Got 
for  it)  a  mo  ft  contagious  treafon  come  to  light,  look 
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you,  as  you  ftiall  defire  in  a  fummer's  day.  Here  is  his 
majefty. 

Enter  King  Henry,  and  Exeter. 

K.  Henry.  How  now  !  what's  the  matter? 

Flu.  My  liege,  here  is  a  villain  and  a  traitor,  that, 
look  your  grace,  hasftruck  the  glove  which  your  ma~ 
jelly  is  take  out  of  the  helmet  of  Alencon. 

Willi  My  liege,  this  was  my  glove;  here  is  the  fel- 
low of  it :  and  he,  that  I  gave  it  to  in  change,  promis'd 
to  wear  it  in  his  cap  ;  I  promis'd  to  ftrike  him,  if  he 
did:  i  met  this  man  with  my  glove  in  his  cap,  and  I 
have  been  as  good  as  my  word. 

Flu.  Your  majefty  here  now,  (faving  your  majefty  's 
manhood)  what  an  arrant,  rafcally,  peggarly,  lowly 
knave  it  is :  I  hope,  your  majefty  is  pear  me  teftimo- 
nies,  and  witnesies,  and  avouchments,  that  this  is 
the  glove  of  Alencon,  that  your  majefty  is  give  me, 
in  your  confeience  now. 

K.  Henry,  Give  me  thy  glove  foldier  :  Look, 
here  is  the  fellow  of  k.  JTwas  I,  indeed,  thou  pro- 
mifedft  to  ftrike ;  and  thou  haft  given  me  molt  bitter 
terms. 

Flu.  An  pleafe  your  majefty,  let  his  neck  anfwer 
for  it,  if  there  is  any  martial  law  in  the  'orld. 

K.  henry.  How  canft  thou  make  me  fatisfaclion  ? 

Will.  All  offences,  my  liege,  come  from  the  heart: 
never  came  any  from  mine,  that  might  oiFend  your 
majefty. 

K.  Henry.  It  was  ourfelf  thou  dift  abufe. 

Will.  Your  majefty  came  not  like  y ourfelf :  you 
appear'd  to  me  bat  as  a  common  man  ;  witnefs  the 
night,  your  garments,  your  lowlinefs ;  and  what 
your  highnefs  fuffer'.d  under  that  fhape,  I  befeech 
you,  take  it  for  your  own  fault,  and  not  mine :  for 
had  you  been  as  I  took  you  for,  I  made  no  offence  ; 
therefore,  I  befeech  your  hi  ghnefs,#  pardon  me. 

K.  Henry.  Here,  uncle  Exeter,  fill  this  glove  with 
crowns, 

And  give  it  to  this  fellow,— Keep  it,  fellow  » 
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And  wear  it  for  an  honour  in  thy  cap, 

Till  I  do  challenge  it.    Give  him  the  crowns  :• — 

And,  captain,  you  muft  needs  be  friends  with  him, 

Flu.  f>y  this  day  and  this  light,  the  fellow  lias 
mettle  enough  in  his  pelly  :~~Hold,  there  is  twelve 
ence  for  you,  and  I  pray  you  to  ferve  Got,  and 
eep  you  out  of  p  raw-Is,  and  p  rabble*,  and  quarrels, 
and  diflentions,  and,  I  warrant  you,  it  is  the  petter 
for  you. 

Will.  I  will  none  of  your  money. 

Flu.  It  is  with  a  goot  will;  I  can  tell  you,  it  will 
ferve  you  to  mend  your  llioes  :  Come,  wherefore 
fnould  you  be  fo  painful  ?  your  fhoes  is  not  fo  goot  : 
'tis  a  goot  rilling,  I  warrant  you,  or  I  will  change  it. 
Enter  Herald.  . 

K.  Henry.  Now,  herald  ;  are  the  dead  numbered  ? 

Her.  Here  is  the  number  of  the  flaughter'd  French. 

K.  Henry.  What  prifoners  of  good  fort  are  taken 
uncle  ? 

Em.  Charles  duke  of  Orleans,  nephew  to  the  king; 
John  duke  of  Bourbon,  and  lord  Bouciqualt : 
Of  other  lords,  and  barons,  knights,  and  'fquires. 
Full  fifteen  hundred,  befides  common  men. 

K,  Henry.  This  note  doth  tell  me  of  ten  thoufand 
French, 

That  in  the  held  lie  ilain  :  of  princes,  in  this  number, 

And  nobles  bearing  banners,  there  lie  dead 

One  hundred  twenty-fix  :  added  to  thefe, 

Of  knights,  efquires,  and  gallant  gentlemen, 

Eight  thoufand  and  four  hundred  ;  of  the  which, 

Five  hundred  were  but  yefterday  dubb'd  knights ; 

So  that,  in  thefe  ten  thoufand  they  have.lott, 

There  are  but  fixteen  hundred  mercenaries ; 

Thereilare — princes,  barons,  lords,  knights,  fquires, 

And  gentlemen  of  blood  and  quality. 

The  names  of  thofe  their  nobles  that  lie  dead,- — 

Charles  De-ia-bret,  high  conftable  of  France  ; 

Jaques  of  Chatillon,  admiral  of  France  ; 

The  matter  of  the  crofs-bows,  lord  Rambures ; 
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Great  mailer  of  France,  the  brave  Sir  Guifchard  Dau- 
phin ; 

John  duke  of  Aleneon  ;  Anthony  dake  of  Brabant, 
The  brother  to  the  duke  of  Burgundy  ; 
And  Edward  duke  of  Bar  :  of  luiiy  earls, 
Grandpre,  and  Rouffi,  Fauconberg  and  Foix, 
Beaumont,  and  Marie,  Vaudemont,  and  Leitrale. 
Here  was  a  royal  fellowfliip  of  death  ! — 
Where  is  the  number  of  our  Engiiih  dead  ? 

Exe.  Edward  the  duke  of  York,  the  earl  of  Suffolk, 
Sir  Richard  Ketly,  Davy  Gam  efquire: 
None  elfe  of  name  ;  and,  of  all  other  men, 
But  five  and  twenty. 

K.  Henry.  O  God,  thy  arm  was  here ! 
And  not  to  us,  but  to  thy  arm  alone, 
Afcribe  we  all. — When,  without  ftratagem, 
But  in  plain  mock  and  even  play  of  battle, 
Was  ever  known  fo  great  and  little  lofs, 
On  one  part  and  on  the  other  ? — Take  it,  God, 
For  it  is  only  thine  i 

Exe.  'Tis  wonderful ! 

K.  Henry.  Come,  go  we  in  procefiion  to  the  village: 
And  be  it  death  proclaimed  through  our  heft, 
To  boaft  of  this,  or  take  that  praife  from  God, 
Which  is  his  only. 

Flu.  Is  it  not  lawful,  an  pleafe  ycur  majefty  to  tell 
how  many  is  kill'd. 

K.  Henry.  Yes,  captain ;  but  with  this  acknow- 
ledgment, 
That  God  fought  for  us. 

Flu.  Yes  my  confeience,  he  did  us  great  goot. 

K.  Henry.  Do  we  all  holy  rites ; 
Let  there  be  fung  Non  nobis  and  Te  Deum. 
The  dead  with  charity  enclos'd  in  clay, 
We'll  then  to  Calais ;  and  to  England  then  ; 
Where  ne'er  from  France  arriv'd  more  happy  men. 

[  Exeunt, 
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ACT  V. 

Enter  Chorus, 

Chorus.°\T  O  U  CH  S  A  F  E,  to  tkofe  that  have  not 

V         read  the  ftory, 
That  I  may  prompt  them  :  and  for  fuch  as  have, 
I  humbly  pray  them  to  admit  the  excufe 
Of  time,  of  numbers,  and  due  courfe  of  things, 
Which  cannot  in  their  huge  and  proper  life 
Be  here  prefented.    Now  we  bear  the  king  ' 
Toward  Calais :  grant  him  there ;  and  there  being  feen, 
Heave  him  away  upon  your  winged  thoughts 
Athwart  the  fea  :  behold,  the  Engl ifli  beach 
Pales  in  the  flood  with  men,  with  wives,  and  boys, 
Whofe  fhouts  and  claps  out-  voi  ce  the  deep-mouth'd  fea, 
Which,  like  a  mighty  whiffler  'fore  the  king,  ' 
Seems  to  prepare  his  way  :  fo  let  him  land ; 
And,  folemnly,  fee  him  fet  on  to  London. 
So  fwift  a  pace  hath  thought,  that  even  now 
Yoirmay  imagine  him  upon  Black-heath : 
Where  that  his  lords  defire  him,  to  have  borne 
His'bruiied  helmet,  and  his  bended  fword, 
Before  him,  through  the  city  :  he  forbids  it, 
Being  free  from  vainnefs  and  felf- glorious  pride ; 
Giving  full  trophy,  fignal,  and  orient, 
Quite  from  himfelf,  to  God,    But  now  behold, 
In  the  quick  forge  and  working-houfe  of  thought, 
How  London  doth  pour  out  her  citizens ! 
The  mayor,  and  all  his  brethren,  in  beft  fort, — 
Like  to  the  fenators  of  antique  Rome, 
With  the  plebians  fwarming  at  their  heels, — 
Go  forth,  and  fetch  their  conquering  Caefar  in  : 
As,  by  a  lower  but  by  loving  likelihood, 
Were  now  the  general  of  our  gracious  eniprefs 
(As  in  good  time,  he  may)  from  Ireland  coming. 
Bringing  rebellion  broached  on  his  fword, 
How  many  would  the  peaceful  city  quit, 
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To  Welcome  him?  Much  more,  and  much  more  caufe, 

Did  they  this  Harry.    Now  in  Lolidon  place  him; 

(As  yet  the  lamentation  of  the  French 

Invites  the  king  of  England's  ftay  at  home : 

The  emperor's  coming  in  behalf  of  France, 

To  order  peace  between  them)  and  omit 

All  the  occurrences,  whatever  chanc'd 

Till  Harry's  back-return  again  to  France: 

There  inuft  we  bring  him:  and  myfelf  have  plaj  *d 

The, interim,  by  remembering  you — 'tis  pail. 

Then  brook  abridgement:  and  your  eves  advance 

Aaer  your  thoughts,  itraight  back  again  to  France, 

SCENE  L 

The  Engiijh  Camp  in  France*. 
Enter  Fluellen,  and  Go-zver. 

Gozv.  Nay,  that's  right;  but  why  wear  you  your 
leek  to-day?   Saint  Davy's  day  is  pall. 

Flu.  There  is  occafions  and  caufes  why  and  where- 
fore in  all  things:  I  will  tell  you,  as  my  friend,  captain 
Gower;  the  rafcally,  fcald,  peggarly;  Itfufy,  pragging 
knave,  PiftoJ, — which  you  and  yourfelf,  and  all  the 
'orld  know  to  be  no  petter  than  a  fellow,  look  yoa 
now,  of  no  merits — he  is  come  to  me,  and  prings  me 
pread  and  fait  yefterday,  look  you,  and  pid  me  eat 
my  leek  :  it  was  in  a  place  where  I  could  not  preed 
no  contentions  with  him;  but  I  will  be  fo  pold  as  to 
wear  it  in  my  cap  tilll  fee  him  once  again,  and  then  J 
will  tell  him  a  little  piece  of  my  delires. 

Enter  Piftol. 

Go*w.  Why,  here  he  comes  fwelling,  like  a  turkey- 
cock. 

Flu.  'Tis  no  matter  for  his  fwellings,  nor  his  tur- 
key-cocks.— Get  plefs  you,  ancient  Pillol  ?  you 
fcurvy,  lowfy  knave,  Got  plefs  you! 

Pifl,  Hai  art  thou  Bedlam?  doft  thou  thirft^  bafe 
Trojan, 

Vol.  IV.  -Na 
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To  have  me  fold  up  Parca's  fatal  web? 
Hence!  I  arn  qualmifh  at  the  fmell  of  leek. 

Flu*  I  befeech  you  heartily,  fcurvy,  lowfy,  knave, 
at  my  defires,  and  my  requeit,  and  my  petitions, 
to  eat,  look  you,  this  leek ;  bccaufe,  look  you,  you 
do  not  love  it,  nor  your  affections,  and  your  appe- 
tites, and  your  digeftions,  dees  not  agree  with  it,  I 
would  defire  you  to  eat  it. 

Pift.  Not  for  Cadwallader,  and  all  his  goats. 

Flu.  There  is  one  goat  for  you.  \ftrikes  him.\  Will 
you  be  fo  goot,  fcald  knave,  as  eat  it? 

Fiji.  Bale  Trojan,  thou  malt  die. 

Flu.  You  fay  very  true,  fcald  knave,  when  Got's 
will  is  :  I  will  deiire  ycu  to  live  in  the  mean  time, 
and  eat  your  victuals;  come,  there  is  fauce  for  it.— 
[Strzfos  bz?n.1  You  call'd  me  yefierday,  mountain- 
iquire;  but  I  will  make  you  to-day  a  fquire  of  low 
degree.  I  pray  you  fall  to  ;  if  you  can  mock  a  leek, 
you  can  eat  a  leek. 

G*w.  Enough,  captain:  you  have  aitonifhed  him. 

Flu.  I  fay,  I  will  make  him  eat  fome  part  of  my 
leek,  or  I  will  peat  his  pate  four  days: — Fite,  I  pray 
you ;  it  is  goot  for  your  green  wound,  and  your 
plcody  coxcomb. 

Fiji  Muft  I  bite? 

Flu.  Yes,  certainly ;  and  out  of  doubt,  and  out  of 
queftiens  too,  and  ambiguities. 

Plft.  By  this  leek,  I  will  moft  horribly  revenge; 
I  eat,  and  eat,  I  fwear. 

Flu.  Eat  I  pray  you  :  will  ycu  have  fome  more 
faucc  to  your  leek  ?  there  is  not  enough  leek  to  fwear  by, 

Plft.  Quiet  thy  cudgel ;  thou  doit  fee,  I  eat. 

Flu.  Much  goot  do  you,  fcald  knave,  heartily. 
Nay,  pray  you,  throw  none  away;  the  fkin  is  goot 
for  your  proken  coxcomb.  When  you  take  cccanons 
to  fee  leeks  hereafter,  I  pray  you,  mock  at  them ; 
that  is  all. 

Tift.  Good. 
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Flu.  Ay,  leeks  is  goot. — Hold  you,  there  is  a 
groat  to  heal  your  pate. 
Pi  ft.  Me  a  groat ! 

Flu.  Yes,  verily,  and  in  truth,  you  (hall  take  it; 
or  I  have  another  leek  in  my  pocket,  which  you  (hall 
czt. 

PijJ.  1  take  thy  gront,  in  earned:  of  revenge. 

Flu.  if  I  owe  you  any  thing,  I  will  pay  you  in 
cudgels ;  you  finU'  be  a  woodmonger,  and  bay  no- 
thing of  me  but  cudgels.  Got  be  wi'  yen,  and  keep 
you,  and  heal  your  pate.  [Exit* 

Pijl.  All  Ml  mall  ftir  for  this. 

Go<w.  Go,  go;  you  are  a  counterfeit  cowardly 
knave.  Will  you  mock  at  an  ancient  tradition,— be- 
gun upon  an  honourable  refpecd,  and  worn  as  a  me- 
morable trophy  of  predeceas'd  valour, — and  dare  not 
avouch  in  your  deeds  any  of  your  words?  I  have  feen 
you  gleeking  and  galiing  at  this  gentleman  twice  or 
thrice.  You  thought,  becaufe  he  could  not  fpeak 
Englim  in  the  native  garb,  he  could  not  therefore 
handle  an  Engliih  cudgel:  you  find  it  otherwife;  and 
henceforth,  let  a  Welih  correction  teach  you  a  good 
Englim  condition.    Fare  ye  well.  [Exit. 

Fiji.  Doth  fortune  play  the  hufwife  with  me  now  t 
News  have  I,  that  my  Nell  is  dsad  i'  the  fpital, 
Of  malady  of  France  ; 
And  there  my  rendezvous  is  quite  cut  off. 
Old  I  do  wax  ;  and  from  my  v/eary  limbs 
Honour  is  cudgeli'd.    Well,  bawd  will  I  tarn, 
And  Something  lean  to  cut-purfe  of  quick  hand. 
To  England  will  I  Real,  and  there  PH  He.il  : 
And  patches  will  I  get  unto  thefe  cudgeli'd  fears, 
And  fwearl  got  them  in  the  Gaiiia  wars.  [Exit. 
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SCENE  II. 

The  French  Court,  at  Trois  in  Champaigne. 
Enter  at  one  doer,  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Bedford,  War- 

nuicky  a~ id  other  Lords  ;  at  another,  the  French  King, 
|    Queen  lfahel,  Princefs  Katharine,  tfce  Duke  of  Bur- 

gundy,  and  other  French, 

K.  Henry.  Peace  to  this  meeting,  wherefore  we  are 
met ! — 

Unto  cur  brother  Prince, — and  to  our  filler, — 

Health  and  fair  time  of  day  ;— joy  and  good  wiihes 

To  cur  moil  fair  and  princely  courm  Katharine ; — 

And  (as  a  branch  and  member  of  this  royalty, 

By  whom  this  great  aiTembly  is  contriv'd) 

We  do  falute  you,  duke  of  Burgundy 

And,  princes  French,  and  peers,  health  to  you  all ! 

Fr.  King.  Rightjoyou?  are  we  to  behold  your  face, 
Moll:  wormy  brother  England  ;  fairly  met : — 
So  are  you,  princes  Englifh,  every  one. 

J^.  Ifa.  So  happy  be  thr-  illue,  brother  England, 
Of  this  good  day,  and  of  this  gracious  meeting, 
As  we  are  now  glad  to  behold  your  eyes ; 
Your  eyes,  which  hitherto  have  borne  in  them 
Againft  the  French,  that  met  them  in  their  bent, 
Tne  fatal  balls  of  murdering  balilifks  : 
The  venom  of  fjch  lopfes,  we  fairly  hope, 
Have  loft  their  quality  ;  and  that  this  day 
Sll  ill  change  all  griefs,  and  quarrels,  into  love. 

K.  Henry}  To  cry  amen  to  that,  thus  we  appear. 

-J>  if,:.  "You  Eng&h  princes  all,  I  do  falute  you.. 

Bur.  My  duty  to  you  both,  on  equal  love, 
Great  kings  of  France  and  England !  That  I  have  la- 
bour'd 

With  all  my  wit?,  my  pains,  and  ilrong  endeavours, 

To  bring  your  mdft  imperial  majefties 

I  n:o  this  bar,  and  royal  interview', 

Yc_r  laightiaefs  on  both  parts  beft  can  witnefs. 

i:  Loce  then  nr.'  cface  hath  Co  far  prevaiFd, 

Th  tj  iYce  to  face,  and  royal  eye  to  eye, 
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You  hive  cdngreeted  ;  fet  it  not  difgrace  me, 
If  I  demand,  before  this  royal  view, 
Whit  rub,  or  what  impediment,  there  is, 
Why  that  the  nuked  poor,  and  mangled  peace, 
Dear  nurfe  of  arts,  plenties  aadjovfal  births, 
Should  not,  in  this  belt  garden  of  the  world, 
Oar  fertile  France,  put  up  her  lovely  vifuge  ? 
Alas  !  fhe  hath  from  France  too  long  been  chas' 
And  all  her  hafband ry  doth  lie  in  heaps, 
Corrupting  in  its  own  fertility. 
Her  vine,  the  merry  cheerer  of  the  heart, 
Unpruned  dies :  her  hedges  even-pleach'd, 
Like  prifoners  wildly  over  grown  with  hair, 
Put  forth  diforder'd  twigs  ;  her  fallow  leas 
The  darnel,  hemlock,  and  rank  fumitory, 
Doth  root  upon  ;  while  that  the  coulter  rails, 
That  mould  deracinate  fuch  fivag'ry  ; 
The  even  mead,  that  eric  brought  Aveetly  forth 
The  freckled  cownip.  bumet,  and  green  clove 
Wanting  the  fcythe,  all  uncorrected,  rank. 
Conceives  by  idlenen  ;  an  J  nothing  teems,, 
But  hateful  docks,  rough  tingles,  keckhes,  bu 
IiO.ing  both  beauty  an  1  utility. 
And  as  our  vine  ards,  fallows,  meads,  end  hedg 
Defective  La  their  natures,  grow  to  wilinefs  ; 
Even  fo  our  fooafes,  and  ourfelves,  and  childre; 
Have  I6ftj  or  do  not  learn,  for  want  of  time. 
The  iciences  that  fnould  become  our  coTOtry  ; 
But  grow,  like  lavages, — as  foliiers  will} 
That  nothing  do  but  meditate  on  blood, — - 
To  fwearing,  and  ftern  looks,  difras'd  attire, 
And  every  thing  that  fecms  unnatural. 
Which  to  reduce  into  our  former  favour, 
You  are  afTembied  :  and  my  fpeech  intreats, 
That  I  may  know  the  let,  Why  gentle  peace 
Should  not  expel  there  inconveniences. 
And  blefs  us  with  her  former  qualities. 

Si  Henry.  If,  duke  of  Burgundy,  you  won! 
peace, 
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Whfcfe  want  gives  growth  to  the  imperfections 
Which  you  have  cited,  you  ma::  b  ly  t  iat  peace 
With  full  accord  to  all  our  jnJl  demands; 
Whale  tenors  and  pmlcuidr  erf  As 
You  Lave  enfchedui'd  briefly  in  your  hands. 

Bur.  The  king  hath  iieard  them ;  to  the  which, 
as  yec,  >> 
There  is  no  anfwer  made. 

K.  Hsnrj.  Weil  then,  the  peace, 
Which  you  before  To  urg'd,  lies  in  his  anfw  er. 

Fr.  King.  I  have  but  with  a  curforary  eye 
O'er  glanc'^  the  articles :  pleafeth  your  grace 
To  appoint  fome  of  your  council  prefently 
To  fit  with  us  once  more,  with  better  heed 
To  re-furvey  them,  we  wUl  fuddenly, 
Pais,  or  accept,  and  peremptory  anfwer. 

K.  Henry,  Brother,  we  mall.  Go,  uncle  Exe- 
ter,— 

Ana  brother  Clarence, — and  you,  hr ether  GlolTer,-*— 
Warwick, — and  Huntingdon, — go  with  the  king  : 
And  take  with  you  free  power,  to  ratify, 
Augment,  or  alter,  as  ycur-wifdom's  beft 
Shaii  fee  advantageable  for  our  dignity, 
Any  thing  in.  or  cut  of,  our  demands ; 
And  we'll  coniigo  thereto, — Will  you,  fair  filler, 
Go  wi:h  the  princes,  or  (lay  here  with  us  ? 

] fa.  Our  gracious  brother,  I  will  go  with  them  ; 
Haply,  a  woman's  voice  may  do  fome  good, 
When  articles,  too  nicely  urg'd,  beficodon. 

Ah  Hen,  Yet  leave  our  couiin  Katharine  here  with 
us : 

She  is  our  capital  demand,  compris'd 
Within  the  fore-rank  of  cur  articles. 

^A  1/a,  She  hath  good  leave.  {Exeunt. 
Manent  Ki?:glL,iry,  lie:  barbie,  and  a  Lady. 

K.  Hen.  hair  Katharine,  and  moil:  fair ! 
Will  you  vouchfaie  to  teach  a  foldier  terms, 
Such  as  will  enter  at  a  lady's  ear, 
And  plead  Ins  love-fiiitto  her  gentle  heart? 
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Kath.  Your  majefty  (hall  mock  at  me;  I  cannot 
{psak  your  England. 

iv.  Henry.  O  fair  Katharine,  if  you  will  love  me 
flfcmdly  with  your  Frencn  heart,  1  will  be  glad  to 
hear  you  cotifefs  it  brokenly  with  your  Engfifh 
tongue.    Do  you  like  me,  Kate? 

Kath.  Pardonmx,  moy-,  I  cannot  tell  vat  is — 3 ike  me. 

K.  lien ry.  An  angel  is  like  you,  Kate  ;  and  you 
are  like  an  angel. 

Kath.  $m  da-il?  que  je  Jut,  fimblabU  a  Us  anges  ? 

Lady.  Ouy',  wayment,  fjauf  *vvftre  grace)  ainfi 
dit-il. 

K,  Henry.  I  faid  fo,  dear  Katharine;  and  I  mull 
not  blufh  to  afnrm  it. 

Kath.  O  bon  Dieu!  des  langues  des  homines  font  pleines 
des  tromperies . 

K.  Henry.  What  fays  me,  fair  one?  that  the  tongues 
of  men  are  full  of  deceit? 

Lady.  Ouy  ;  dat  de  tongues  of  de  mans  is  be  fail  of 
deceits :  dat  is  de  princefs. 

K,  Henry.  The  princefs  is  the  better  Englifn  woman . 
I'fiith,  Kate,  my  wooing  is  fit  for  thy  underftanding  : 
I  am  glad,  thou  carift  fpeak  no  better  Englilh  ;  for, 
if  thou  couldlt,  thou  wouldli  find  me  fuch  a  plain  king- 
that  thou  wouldft  think,  I  had  fold  my  farm  to  buy 
my  crown.  I  know  no  ways  to  mince  it  in  love, 
but  directly  to  fay — I  love  you  :  then,  if  you  urge 
me  further  than  to  fay — Do  you  in  faith  ?  I  wear  out 
my  fait.  Give  rne  your  anfwer;  i'  futh,  do;  and 
o  clap  hands,  and  a  bargain  :  How  fay  you,  lady  ? 

Kath.  Sauf  -voftre  bo?ineurr  me  understand  well. 

K.  Henry.  Marry,  if  you  would  put  me  to  verfes, 
or  to  dance  for  your  fake,  Kate,  why  you  undid  me: 
for  the  one,  I  have  neither  words  nor  meafure :  and 
for  the  other,  .1  have  no  ftrength  in  meafure,  yet  a 
reafonable  meafure  in  ftrength.  If  I  covdd  win  a  la- 
dy at  leap-frog,  or  b  f  vaulting  into  my  faddle  with 
my  armour  on  my  back,  under  the  corrcclioR  of  brag- 
ging be  it  fpoken,  I  fhould  quickly  leap  into  a  wife* 
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Or,  if  I  might  buffet  for  my  love,  or  bound  my  horfe 
for  her  favours,  I  could  lay  on  like  a  butcher,  and  fit 
like  a  jack-a-napes,  never  off :  But,  before  Godl  Kate, 
I  cannot  lock  greenly,  nor  gafp  out  my  eloquence, 
nor  I  have  no  cunning  in  protection  ;  only  down- 
right oaths,  which  I  never  ufe  till  urg'd,  nor  never 
break  for  urging.  If  thou  oan'ft  love  a  fellow  of  this 
temper,  Kate,  whofe  fhce  is  not  worth  fun-burning, 
that  never  looks  in  his  glafs  for  love  of  any  thing  he 
fees  there,  let  thine  eye  be  thy  cook.  I  fpeak  to  thee 
plain  foldier  :  If  thou  canirlove  me  for  this,  take  me  : 
if  not,  to  fay  to  thee — that  I  (hall  die,  'tis  true; — 
but  for  thy  love,  by  the  Lord,  no;  yet  I  love  thee 
too.  And  while  thou  liv'it,  dear  Kate,  take  a  fellow 
of  plain  and  uncoined  conftancy ;  for  he  perforce  mult 
do  thee  right,  becaufe  he  hath  not  the  gift  to  woo  in 
ether  places :  for  thefe  fello  ws  of  infinite  tongue,  that 
can  rhime  themfelves  into  ladies'  favours, — they  do 
always  reafon  themfelves  out  again.  What!  a  fpeaker 
is  but  a  prater;  a  rhime  is  but  a  ballad.  A  good 
leg  will  fall;  a  itraight  back  will  Hoop;  a  black 
beard  will  turn  white  ;  a  curPd  pate  will  grow  bald; 
a  fair  face  will  wither;  a  full  eye  will  wax  hollow  : 
but  a  good  heart,  Kate,  is  the  fun  and  the  moon  ; 
or  rather,  the  fun,  and  net  the  moon ;  for  it  mines 
bright,  and  never  changes,  but  keeps  his  courfe  tru- 
ly. If  thou  would  have  fuch  a  one,  take  me  :  And 
take  me,  take  a  foldier  ;  take  a  foldier,  take  a  king: 
And  what  fay'fi  thou  then  to  my  love  ?  Speak,  my 
fair,  and  fairly,  I  pray  thee, 

Kath.  Is  it  poilible  dat  I  fhould  love  the  enemy  of 
France  ? 

K.  Henry.  No ;  it  is  not  pofible,  that  you  mould 
love  the  enemy  of  France,  Kate:  but,  in  loving  me, 
you  mould  love  the  friend  of  France ;  for  IJove  France 
fo  well,  that  I  will  not  part  with  a  village  of  it ;  I 
will  have  rt  all  mine :  and,  Kate,  when  France  is 
mine,  and  I  am  ycurs.  thten  ycurs  is  France,  and  yon 
are  mine. 
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Kath.  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  dat. 

K.  Henry,  No,  Kate:  I  will  tell  thee  it*  French: 
which,  I  am  fure,  will  hang  upon  my  tongue  like  a 
new  married  wife  about  her  hulband's  neck,  hardly 
to  be  fliook  off.  Quandf  ay  la  pojfejion  do  France,  S' 
quand  <vqus  a-vez.  la  paffejjion  de  m:i,  (let  me  fee,  what 
then?  Saint  Denis  be  my  fpeed  !) — done  tvoftrr6  eft 
France,  &  <vous  eftes  mienr.e.  It  is  as  eafy  for  me, 
Kate,  to  conquer  the  kingdom,  as  to  fpeak  fo  much 
more  French  :  I  (hall  never  move  thee  in  French,  un- 
lefs  it  be  to  laugh  at  me. 

Kath.  Sauf  voftre  bonneur,  le  Francois  que  <vous par- 
lex,  eft  mellleur  que  V  Angiitis  lequel  je  parte. 

K.  Henry.  No,  faith,  is't  not,  Kate  ;  but  thy  fpeak* 
ing  of  my  tongue,  and  I  thine,  moil  truly  falfely,  mull 
needs  be  granted  to  me  much  at  one.  But,  Kate,  doit 
thou  underftand  thus  much  EnglLh?  Ganft  thou  love 
me? 

Kath.  1  cannot  tell. 

A'.  Henry.  Can  any  of  your  neighbours  tell,  Kate? 
I'll  afk  them.  Come,  I  know,  thou  lov'il  me :  and 
at  night  when  you  come  into  your  clofet,  you'll  ques- 
tion this  gentlewoman  about  me  ;  and  1  know,  Kate, 
you  will,  to  her,  difpraife  thofe  parts  in  me,  that  you 
love  with  your  heart:  but,  good  Kate,  mock  me 
mercifully ;  the  rather,  gentle  princefs,  becaufe  I 
love  thee  cruelly.     If  ever  thou  be' ft  mine,  Kate, 

(as  I  have  faving  faith  within  me,  tells  me  thou 

v  malt)  I  get  thee  with  fcambli  rig,  and  thou  mail  there- 
fore needs  prove  a  good  foldier-breeder :  fhalt  not 
thou  and  I,  between  Saint  Denis  and  Saint  George, 
compound  a  boy,  half  French,  half  Englifli,  that 
mall  go  to  Confcantiiiopje,  and  take  the  Turk  by  the 
.beard  I  mall  we  not  ?  What  fay'rl  thou,  my  fair  flow- 
er-de  luce  ? 

Kath.  I  do  not  know  dat. 
!    K.  Henry.  No  ;  'tis  hereafter  to  know,  but  now  to 
promife :  do  bat  now  promffe,  Kate,  you  will  en- 
deavour for  your  French  part  of  fuch  a  boy  ;  and,  for 
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my  Engliih  moiety,  take  the  word  of  a  king  and  a 
bachelor.  Flow  anfwer  you,  la  plus  belle  Katharine 
d:t  Monde,  man  trefs  chere  W  divine  deeffe  ! 

Kath.  Your  majefie  'ave  faujje  French  enough  to 
deceive  do  mo\xjage  d&moifelle  dat  is  en  France. 

K.  Henry.  Now,  fie  upon  my  falle  French!  By  mine 
honour,  in  true  Engliih,  I  love  thee  Kate  ;  by  which 
honour  I  dare  not  iwear,  thou  loveft  ir.e  ;  yet  my 
blood  begins  to  flatter  me,  that  thou  doll:,  notwith- 
Sanding  the  poor  untempering  effect  of  my  vifage. 
Now  before  w  my  father's  ambition !  he  was  think- 
ing of  civil  wars  when  he  got  me  ;  therefore  was  I 
created  withaflubborn  outiide,  withanafpect  of  iron, 
that,  when  I  come  to  woo  ladies,  I  fright  them.  But, 
in  faith,  Kate,  the  elder  I  wax,  the  better  I  fhall 
appear :  my  comfort  is,  that  old  age,  that  ill  layer- 
up  of  beauty,  can  do  no  more  fpoil  upon  my  face ;  thou 
hail  me,  if  thou  halt  me,  at  the  wprftj  and  thou  (halt  wear 
me,  if  thou  wear  me,  better  and  better ;  and  therefore 
tell  me,  moft  fair  Katharine,  willycuhave  me?  PutofF 
your  maiden  blumes ;  avouch  the  thoughts  of  your 
heart  with  the  looks  of  an  ernprefs ;  take  me  by  the 
hand,  and  fay — Harry  of  England,  1  am  thine:  which 
word  thou  malt  no  fooner  blefs  mine  ear  withal,  but 
I  will  tell  thee  aloud — England  is  thine,  Ireland  is 
thine,  France  is  thine,  and  Henry  Plantagenet  is 
thine  :  who,  though  I  fpeak  it  before  his  face,  if  he 
be  not  fellow  with  the  beft  king,  thou  malt  find  the 
heft  king  of  good-fellows.  Come,  your  anfwer  in 
broken  muf:c;  for  thy  voice  is  mufic,  and  thy  Engliih 
broken:  Therefore,  queen  of  all,  Katharine,  break  thy 
mind  to  me  in  broken  Engliih, — Wilt  thou  have  me  t 

Rath.  Dat  is,  as  it  fhall  pleafe  de  rcy  men  pere. 

K.  Hen.  Nay,  it  will  pleafe  him  well,  Kate;  it 
fhall  pleafe  hirn,  Kate. 

Rath.  Den  it  (hall  alfo  content  me. 

Jl.  Hen.  Upon  that  I  kifs  your  hand,  and  I  call 
you — my  queen. 

Kath.  La{f/ez,  mm  feigneur,  laij/ez,  laijjbc:  mafoy* 
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je  ne  <veux  point  que  njous  abbaijjhz  woftrt  grandeur,  en 
baifant  la  ?nain  d^une  voftre  indigne  fer-viteure  ;  excujez 
moy,  je  <vous fupplie  man  tres  puiffdnt  feigneur. 

K.Henry.  Then  I  will  kifs  your  lips,  Kate. 

Kath.  Les  da?nes,  £if  damoifelles  pour  eftre  baifees  de- 
*vant  leur  nopees,  iitfefk  pas  le  coutume  de  France. 

K.  Henry.  Madam,  my  interpreter,  what  fays  fne? 

Lady.  Dat  is  not  be  de  fafhion  pour  de  ladies  of 
France, — I  cannot  tell  what  is,  baifer,  en  Englhh. 

K.  Henry.  To  kifs. 

Lady.  Your  majefcy  entendre  bettre  que  moy. 
K.  Henry.  It  is  not  a  fafhion  for  the  maids  in  France 
to  kifs  before  they  are  married,  would  fhe  fay  ? 
Lady.  Ouy9  'vrayment. 

K.  Henry.  O,  Kate,  nice  cultoms  curt'fy  to  great 
kings.  Dear  Kate,  you  and  I  cannot  be  confin'd 
within  the  weak  lift  of  a  country's  fafhion  :  we  are 
the  makers  of  maimers,  Kate;  and  the  liberty,  that 
follows  cur  places,  ftops  the  mouth  of  all  find-faults ; 
as  I  will  do  yours,  for  upholding  die  nice  fafhion  of 
your  country,  in  den}  ing  me  a  kifs :  therefore,  pa- 
tiently, and  yielding — \ki£ing  her.']  You  have  witch- 
.craft  in  your  lips,  Kate :  there  is  more  eloquence  in 
a  fugar  touch  of  them,  than  in  the  tongues  of  the 
French  council  ;  and  they  mould  fooner  perfuade 
Harry  of  England,  than  a  general  petition  of  mo- 
narch:,, Here  comes  your  father, 
Enter  the  French  King  and  ^ueen,  *with  French  and 
Engiijh  Lords. 

Burg.  God  fave  your  majerty  !  my  royal  coufln, 
teach  you  our  princefs  Engliih  ? 

K.  Henry.  I  would  have  her  learn,  my  fair  coufin, 
how  perfectly  I  love  her ;  and  that  is  good  Engliih. 

Burg.  Is  lhe  not  apt  ? 

K.  Henry.  Our  tongue  is  rough,  coz' ;  and  my  con- 
dition is  not  fmooth:  fo  that,  having  neither  the  voice 
nor  the  heart  of  flattery  about  me,  I  cannot  Co  con- 
jure up  the  fpirit  of  love  in  her,  that  he  will  appeal 
in  his  true  likenefs. 
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Burg.  Pardon  the  franknefs  of  my  mirth,  if  1  an- 
fwer  you  for  that,  if  you  would  conjure  in  her,  vou 
muft  moke  a  circle:  if  conjure  up  love  in  her  in' his 
true  likenefs,  he  muft  appear  naked,  and  blind:  can 
you  blame  her  then,  being  a  maid  yet^  rofy  'd  over 
with  the  virgin  crimfon  of  modeily/if  me  deny  the1 
appearance  of  a  naked  blind  boy  in  her  naked  feeing 
ielf?  It  were,  my  lord,  a  hard  condition  for  a  maid  to 
confign  to. 

K.  Henry.  Yet  they  do  wink,  and  yield;  as  love  is 
blind,  and  enforces. 

Burg.  They  are  then  excus'd,  my  lord,  when  they 
fee  .not  what  they  do.  \ 

K.  Henry.  Then,  good  my  lord,  teach  your  coufm 
to  confent  to  winking. 

Burg.  I  will  wink  on  her  to  confent,  my  lord,  if 
vou  will  t§aeh  her  to  know  my  meaninp- :  for  maids, 
well  lummerd  and  warm  kept,  are  like  flies  at  Bar- 
tholomew-tide, blind,  though  they  have  their  eyes  : 
and  then  they  will  endure  handling,  which  before 
would  not  abide  looking  on. 

K.  Henry.  Tins  moral  ties  me  over  to  time,  and  a 
hot  fummer ;  and  lb  I  mail  catch  the  uy,  your  couhn, 
in  the  latter  end,  and  flie  muft  be  blind  too. 

Bjr?.  As  love  is,  my  lord,  before  it  loves. 
"  K.  Henry,  It  is  ft:  and  you  may,;fome  of  you  thank 
love  for  my  bimdnefs  ?  who  cannot  fee  many  a  fair 
French  city,  for  one  fair  French  maid  that  ilands  in 
my  way. 

Fr.  King.  Yes,  my  lord,  you  fee  them  perfpe£l- 
ively,  the  cities  turn'd  into. a  maid:  for  they  are  all 
pirded  within  maiden  walls,  that  war  hath  never  en- 
tsr'd. 


K.  Henry.  Shall  Kate  be: 
Fr.  Ki;ig.  So  plcafe  you. 


the  maiden  cities  you 
naid,  that  ftood  in  the 
:  the  way  to  my  will, 
to  all  terras  of  reafoa. 
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His  daughter,  firft and  then  in  fe'quel  all, 
According  to  their  firm  propofed  natures. 

Exe.  Only,rhe  hath  not  yet  fubfcribed  this : — Where 
your  majefty  demands, — That  the  king  of  France  ha- 
ving any  occafion  to  write  for  matter  of  grant,  mall 
name  your  highnefs  in  this  form,  and  with  this  addi- 
tion in  French  : — Notre  tres  cher  jilz,  Henry  roy  d'An- 
gleterre,  heretier  de  France :  and  thus  in  Latin, — Proe- 
clarijfimus  filias  nofter  Henricus>  rex  Anglic,  ti?  hares 
Francis, 

Fr.  King.  Yet  this  I  have  not,  brother,  fo  deny'd, 
But  your  requeft  mall  make  me  let  it  pafs. 

K.  Henry.  I  pray  you  then,  in  love  and  dear  alii 
ance, 

Let  that  one  article  rank  with  the  reft  : 
And,  thereupon,  give  me  your  daughter. 

Fr.  King.  Take  her,  fair  fon  :  and  from  her  blood 
raife  up 

I  flue  to  me  :  that  the  contending  kingdoms 
Of  France  and  England,  whofe  very  mores  look  pale 
With  envy  of  each  other's  happinefs, 
May  ceafe  their  hatred  ;  and  this  dear  conjunction 
Plant  neighbourhood  and  chriitian-like  accord 
In  their  fweet  bofoms,  that  never  war  advance 
His  bleeding  fword  'twixt  England  and  fair  France. 
All.  Amen, 

K.  Henry.  Now,  welcome,  Kate : — and  bear  me 
witnefs  all, 

That  here  I  kifs  her  as  my  fovereign  queen. 

[Flour  1/7?. 

I/a.  God,  the  bell  maker  of  all  marriages, 
Combine  your  heart  in  one,  your  realms  in  one  ! 
As  man  and  wife,  being  two,  are  one  in  love, 
So  be  there  'twixt  your  kingdoms  mch  a  fpoufal, 
That  never  may  ill  oiEce,  or  fell  jeafcufy, 
Which  troubles  oft  the  bed  of  bleffed  marriage, 
Thruft  in  between  the  paction  of  thefe  kingdoms, 
To  make  divorce  of  their  incorporate  league ; 
Vol.  IV.  Oo  * 
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That  Englilh  may  as  French,  French  Englilhmen, 
Receive  each  other  I — God  fpeak  this  Amen  ! 
AIL  Amen. 

K.  Henry.  Prepare  we  for  our  marriage  : — on  which 
day, 

My  lord  of  Burgundy,  we'll  take  your  oath 
And  all  the  peers*,  for  furety  of  our  leagues. — 
Then  mall  I  fwear  to  Kate, —  and  you  to  me  ; — 
And  may  our  oaths  well  kept  and  profp'rous  be  ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Chorus. 
Thus  far,  with  rough,  and  all  unable  pen, 

Our  bending  author  hath  purfu'd  the  ftory ; 
In  little  room  confining  mighty  men, 

Mangling  by  Harts  the  full  courfe  of  their  glory. 
Small  time,  but,  in  that  fmall,  molt  greatly  liv'd 

This  ftar  of  England  :  fortune  made  his  fword  : 
By  which  the  world's  bell  garden  he  atchiev'd, 

And  of  it  left  his  fon  imperial  lord. 
Henry  the  fixth,  in  infant  bands  crown 'd  king 

Of  France  and  England,  did  this  king  fucceed  ; 
Whofe  flate  fo  many  had  the  managing, 

That  they  loft  France,  and  made  his  England  bleed : 
Which  oft  our  ftage  hath  fhewn ;  and,  for  their  fake  > 
In  your  fair  minds  let  this  acceptance  take. 


NOTE* 

This  play  has  many  fcenes  of  high  dignity,  and  many  of  eafy 
merriment:.'  The  character  of  the  king  is  well  fupported,  except  in 
his  courtihip,  wheie  he  has  neither  the  vivacity  of  Hal,  nor  the 
grandeur  of  Henry.  The  humour  of  Piftol  is  veiy  happily  conti- 
nued :  his  character  has  perhaps  been  the  model  of  all  the  bullies 
that  have  yet  appeared  on  the  Englifti  ftage. 

The  lines  given  to  the  Chorus  have  many  admirers  j  but  the  truth 
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is,  that  in  them  a  little  may  be  praifed,  and  much  muft  be  forgiv- 
en ;  nor  can  it  be  eafily  difcovered  why  the  intelligence  given  by 
the  Chorus  is  more  neceflary  in  this  play  than  in  many  others 
where  it  is  omitted.  The  great  defect  of  this  play  is  the  emptinels 
and  narrownefs  of  the  kft  act,  which  a  very  little  diligence  might 
have  eafily  avoided. 

John/on, 


END  OF  ¥OL»  IV 


